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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Circumstances,  which  it  is  not  necessary 
to  state,  having  retarded  the  publication  of  the 
sixth  volume  of  the  Poetical  Register,  the  Editor^ 
in  order  to  bring  up  the  work  more  speedily  to 
its  proper  period,  has  been  induced  to  comprize 
two  years  in  the  present  volume.  He  intends, 
likewise,  to  do  the  same  with  respect  to  the 
seventh  volume,  which  he  is  now  preparing  for  the 
press* 

To  lus  correspondents^  for  their  assistance,  and 
to  the  public  for  tlie  patronage  which  it  has  so 
liberally  extended  to  the  Poetical  Register,  the 
£ditor  begs  leave  once  more  to  return  his  grateful 
thanks. 

As  it  is  the  intention  of  the  Editor  to  publish 
the  seventh  volume  early  in  the  ensuing  springs 
he  earnestly  requests  his  correspondents  to  send  their 
contributions  as  soon  as  possible,  addressed  to  him^ 
at  Messrs.  Rivington's,  St.  Paul's  Church-Yard* 
He  requests  also  that  they  will  mark  ''  Fugitive**  on. 
such  pieces  as  have  before,  in  any  way,  been  printed* 
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ORIGINAL  POETRY. 


ADVICE  TO  A  YOUNG  U^Y. 


BY  THE   LATE   ANNA   S£WA&D« 


Celia,  I  read  thy  melting  eye, 
Thy  checked,  yet  stealing  sighs  I  hear; 
See  from  thy  cheek  the  roses  fly. 
Or  doubli/  glow,  when  Damon's  near. 

Ah>  not  from  that  seducing  glance 
Too  rashly  drink  the  nectar  ci  bane  I 
Avoid  him  in  the  graceful  dance. 
Nor  listen  to  his  warbled  strain ! 

It  helps  not,  it  avails  not  there^ 
Thy  beauty's  rising  power  to  charm ; 
That  his  pleas'd  senses  own  thee  fair 
Js  yet  thy  too^triumphant  harm. 

b2 


Ne'er  to  the  sacred  marriage  shrine 
Thee  shaH.the  haughty  Damon  lead; 
O  lost,  if  still  that  heart  of  thine 
On  latent,  hopeless  wishes  feed ! 

Long  shall  thy  Ipve-iit  eyes  he  dim 
If  soon  thou  art  not  bravely  free; 
The  dart  shall  not  be  barb'd  for  him    * 
^Vhich  surely  shall  be  barb'd  for  tkte. 

Amid  the  busy  scenes  of  life 
Proud  Damon  shall  thy  image  lose, 
Forgcttten  in  Ambition's  strife, 
Eclips'd  by  Grandeur's  dazzling  views. 

While  thou  supine  in  lonely  shades 
Shalt  pale  and  sullen  willows  weave. 
Swelling  the  list  of  hapless  maids 
Who  sigh  disdain'd,  neglected  grieve* 

O !  Aen  in  time  from  future  woes 

A  shield  in  resolution  seek  ! 

And  twine  no  more  the  thorny  rose 

'Mid  chains  thy  justcr  pride  shou'd  break. 

Now,  while  thou  may'st,  the  charm  dissolve 
That  lightens  but  with  transient  ray. 
Since  clouds  are  gathering  to  involve 
This  shining,  faithless,  April  Dat. 


SACRIFICE  OF  PSYCHE. 

From  F^he;  or,  the  Legtni  rf  L»ce. 


BY   MRS. 


And  now  the  royal  sacrifice  prepar'di 
Tbe  ipilk-wbite  bull  tbey  to  the  altar  j]?a<], 
AVhose  youth  the  galling  yoke  as  yet, bful  sparM, 
Now  destin'4.  by  tbq  sacred  |cnife  to  bleed; 
When  lo !  witb.  sudden  spring  his  botr^s  be  free'd. 
And  headlong  i;^sbM  amid  the  frigbted  tbrpiiz. 
While  from^tM  smoke-veil'd  shrine  such  sounds  pro- 

ceed^ 
As  well.mi^ht  strike  with  awe  the  soul  most  strong. 
And  thus  divmely  spoke  the  heav'n-inspir'd  tong]a«:-<-' 

II 

**  On  nuptial  couch,  in  nuptial  vest  array'd, 
**  On  a  tall  rock's  high  summit  Psyche  place: 
^'  Let  all  depart,  and  leave  the  fated  mai4» 
**  Who  never  must  a  mortal  hymen  grace. 
•*  A  winged  monster,  of  no  earthly  race, 
**  Thence  soon  shall  bear  his  trembling  bride  away; 
**  His  power  extends  o'er  all  the  bounds  of  space, 
**  And  Jove  himself  has  own'd  his  dreaded  sway, 
^*  Whose  flaming  breatb  sheds  firci  whom  earth  and 
ketiiCD  obey.** 

1  3 


III. 


With  terroTy  ai^ish,  ouid  astouishioeiity 
The  Oracle  her-'WTetchecl^fftt^  beaiiB^  - 
Now  from  his  brow  the  regal  honors  rent, 
-And  now  iii.  fran)ic  sorro^tr-  lyW  J^^IH^iMil*  -     i 
Nor  threatened  plagues,  nor  punishment  he  lears^ 
Refusing  long  the  sonteoce  toob^ ; 
Till  Psyche,  trembling,  with  submissive  tears. 
Bids  them  the  8a«n6e« no  laortiiityy 
Prepare  the  funeral  couch,  and  leave  the  destin'd  prey. 

Pleased  by  the  Ambiguous  doofirthe  fat^s  ph>mifl^<L 

The  angry  gd^kfe^s,  tfnd  enaddtit^FUoji  ^       '"''• '' 

Alike  coiitent/their  various  libjiji^  ihdiilgiB';       ''  *^ 


He,  still  expr6ti^,'with  an  an:q<|^^  ^k. 
The  futtire  project  of  uncertain  Jj^, '  "  '  * -.1 

IHins^hx)^  the  tender  object  df  Im  cltife^  "  ;  '-^'*^^* 
He  may  protect  from  threaten'd  miseify. 
Ah,  sanguSe  Love!  so  oft  de^eiv'd.forbeair    " 
WiTK  flaiterlx%  tints  ttr  paint  illusive^indpfelid  '&fr» 


Bttt  now  what  lamentations  refid  the  skifsl 
In  amaracine  wreaths  the  virgin  choir^. 
With  lo  l)ymen  mingle  funeral  cries  i 
Lost  in  the  sosrows  of  the  Iiydian  lyre. 
The  breathing  flutes'  melodious  notes  e^pke. 
la  sad  procession  pass  the  mournful  throng. 
Extinguishing  with  tears  the  torches'  ire^ 
While  the  mute  victim,  weeping  crowds  amiong^ 
By  unknown  fears  o^press'd^  moves  lUent^  alang. 


LJ*  .       »- 


**    -    *«fc      - 


«  - 

1 

■•  r 

*  ■ 

But  on  sucli  scenes^  tem:fraii4di«ila|r  >  O 

The  mournfut  M«9e  ^lelight^  mil  Iqi^  ic^  dwell  i  '^ 
She  quits,  well  pleas*«l,  t£e  saeliiiidMy^bljr,  i 

Nor  vainly  seeks  the  pAreist«'  wo«S't«ltW  !  :  ^ 
But^what^o  wo^deriii^  Psyche dbcta-lbeleU;  ;  ^  W 
When  thus  aband<jtn'<ly  lot  heriralkter-say^  i><^^ 
Who  shuddering  look^  ta see .ionem^htitef  ^Hk f. 7 

Approach  the  deseil;  rock  t& ae»0ji»^e}/V-  ''»-.•  ^^ 
With  cruel  fangs  devour,  or  tear  her  thence  away. 


VII.  o. 

When  lo!  a  gentle  bi^ee^e  began  iDsHof,  '  '  ,\; 
Breath'd  by  obedient  Zephytsnnnklrtllte  llttfill;  ^^^ 
Fanning  her  bosvtn  liith  its  softest  iiid».  '^ 

Awhile  aitiong  iu^  ftutterrtig  rabttit^tKKV'd^       \ ^ 
And,  boil'diy-flpcnrtt've^  latent  cbanwdt^fayMt'     ' 
And  then,  as  Cdptd  wlU'dy'witk»te«ddrest^^r«y  ^ 
From  the  tall  rook^  where  weeping.she  ^as  tldd^  - 
With  gliditig  tAotmtif  throttgh  tb^  yi«ldii}g  air^ .  «  f  ^ 
To  Pleasure's  blooming  isle  their  lovely  charge  they  bear, 

vni* 

On  the  gr^n  hoBtSmk  «f  the  turf  liecMti'd^ 
They  lightly  now  th'  iBtoiiish'd  inrgin  ittiiy^^*^ 
To  placid  rest  they  sooth  her  troubled  Mind ; 
Around  her  still  with  watcbt'ul^care  ihey  May, 
Around  her  still  with  quiet  whispers  play,  • 

Till  lulling  slumbers  bid  her  eyelids  close,        ^ 
Veiling  with  silky,  fringe  each  jbrilliant  ray,      ^ ' 
While  ec^i  tranqoiliity  diviaely  flows      »       .      . 
O'er  all  her  Sioul  ;»ereae^  in  visions  ^f  repose, 
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IX. 

Kefresh'd  she  rose^  and  all-enchantecl  gazed 
On  the  rate  beauties  of  the  pleasant  scene ; 
Cotispiciious  for  a  lofty  palace  blaz'd 
Upon  a  sloping  bank  of  softest  green — 
A  fairer  eidifice  wa»  never  seen. 
The  high-fiang'd  columns  own  no  mortal  hand^^ 
But  seem  a  temple  meet  for  Beauty's  queen : 
LikJK  polish'd  snow  the  marble  pillars  stand 
In  grace-attemper'd  majesty  sublimely  grand ! 

Gently  ascending  from  a  silvery  flood, 
Above  the  palace  rose  a  shaded  hill. 
The  lofty  eminence,  was  crownM  with  wood  ; 
And  the  rich  lawns  adom'd  by  Nature's  skill. 
The  passing  breezes  with  their  odours  fill. 
Here ;ever'£lo<Mning'groves  of  orang^  glow. 
And  here  all  flowers  which  horn  their  kaves  distill 
Ambrosial  dew,  in  sweet  succession  blow. 
And  trees  of  matchless  size  ti  fragrant  shade  bestow. 

XI. 

The  sun  looks  glorious  mid  a  skv  serene, 
And  bids  bright  lustre  sparkle  o^r  the  tide; 
The  clear  blue  ocean  at  a  distance  seen. 
Bounds  the  gay  landscape  on  the  western  side> 
While  closing  round  it,  with  majestic  pride. 
The  lofty  rocks  'mid  citron  groves  arise. 
"  Sure  some  divinity  must  here  reside/' 
As  tranc'd  jn  some  bright  vision,  Psyche  cries> 
And  scarce  believes  the  bfiss,  or  trusts  her  charmed  eyes. 


u 


<« 
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XIX. 

When  lo !  a  voice  divinely  sweet  sbe  heart — 
Fr6in  unseen  lips  proceeds  the  heavenly  soiinJ» 
**  Psyche  approach,  dismiss  thy  timid  fears. 

At  length  his  bride  thy  longing  spouse  has  fotxndi 
And  bids  for  thee  immortal  joys  abound; 
For  thee  the  palace  rose  at  his  command. 
For  thee  his  love  a  bridal  banquet  crown'd  ; 
He  bids  attendant  nymphs  around  thee  standi 
Prompt  every  wish  to  serve — ^a  fond  obedient  band/! 

xiit. 

Increasing  wonder  fiU'd  her  ravish'd  soul, 
For  now  the  pompous  portals  open'd  wide ; 
There,  pausing  oftj  with  timid  foot  she  stole 
Through  halls  high  dom'd,  enrich'd  with  sculptur*^ 

pride; 
While  gay  saloons  appeared  on  either  side, 
In  splendid  vista  opening  to  her  sight, 
And  all  with  precious  gems  so  beautified. 
And  furnish'd  with  such  exquisite  delight^ 
That  scarce  the  beams  of  heaven  euiit  such  lustre  brightt* 

XIV. 

The  amethyst  was  there  of  violet  hue. 
And  there  the  topaz  shed  its  golden  ray. 
The  chrysoberyl,  and  the  sapphire,  blue 
As  the  clear  azure  of  a  sunny  day. 
Or  the  mild  eyes  where  amorous  glances  play ; 
The  snow-white  jasper  and  the  opal's  flame, 
I'he  blushing  ruby  and  the  agate  grey. 
And  there  the  gem  which  bears  his  luckless  name. 
Whose  death  by  Ph«bus  mourned,  ensured  him  death* 
less  fame. 
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XV. 

There  the  green  emerald,  there  cornelians  glow/ 
And  rich  carbuncles  pour  eternal  ligli^t ; 
With  ail  that  India  and  Peru  can  shew, 
Or  Labrador  can  give  so  flaming  brighti 
To  the  charin'd  mariner's  ha4f-dazzled  sight. 
The. coral-paved  baths  with  diamonds  blaze;    ; 
At^  all  that  can  the  female  heart  delight 
Of  foir  attire,  the  last  recess  displays, 
And  all  that  Luxury  can  ask  her  eye  stthreys* 

XVI. 

Now  through  the  hall  melodious  music  stole; 
And  self-preparM  the  splendid  banquet  stands, 
S<;lf-pour'^  the  nectar  sparkles  in  the  bowl: 
The  lute  and  viol,  touched  by  unseen  hands, 
Aid  the  soft  vokes  of  the  choral  bands. 
O'er  the  full  board  a  brighter  lustre  beams 
Than  Persia's  monarch  at  his  leasts  commands; 
For  sweet  refreshment  all  inviting  seems 
Ta  taste  celestial  food,  and  pure  ambfosial  streams* 

XVII. 

But  when  meek  eve  hung  out  her  dewy  star^ 
And  gently  veil'd  with  gradual  hand  the  &ky, 
Lo!  the  bright  folding  doors  retiring  far 
Display  to  Psyche's  captivated  eye 
All  that  voluptuous  ease  could  e'er  supply^   > 
To  sooth  the  spirits  in  serene  repose^ 
Beneath  the  velvet's  purple  canopy, 
Divinely  form'd,  a  downy  couch  arose, 
While  alabaster  lamps  a  milky  light  disclose* 
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HEii?:..sit&  J-^—^P^^-— -,  and.cpuld  IJ^ut.fiij'd    \       .  . 
A  pallet' well  charg^l  with  the  colours  of, mjnd, 
I  should  vent.u.iJi^tQ  paint,  with.rm^diq^vat^plarj^  . .  j.  >. 
The  l^hts^  ahd  tKe  ^jiacles  of  tjiis  grc^.t,  little  man* .   f  y 
Acint^s, 'tis  ^ijd,^  )i^cl  a  skin  made  q(  .^t^el*  '   .^  i 

And  was  c^ltpt^^'  to.  ajl,  save  the  kil^e  oja  hi?  heel ;      ^ ,[ 
But  our  frienS 'feels,  all  over,  the  sting  oi:  the  sniart, "^ * 
And  wherever  you  touch,  'tis  a  pulse  from  the  heart • 
With  such  sense,  and  such  aoreness,  I  can't  understand 
"Why  he  ne'er  feels  a/i  itch — in  the  palm  of  the  hand. 

Acute,  argumentative,  agile,  yet  strbng,  '•-'{      - 

With  a  heart  «ver  right  and  a  Irtad  seldom  wtoftgj"''  y^ 
Wittf  )pas»ons  too  prompt  to  sit  qtii«t  and  still ;  "  ' 

In  hi*  priHciptes  fix'd,  with  a  wandering  will;  '      • 

Perplex'd  in  his  creed,  and  too  apt,  so  to  tell  vl»;  ■■'*' 
In  hit  friendships  a  little  too  lovingly  jealous ;  •».#*• 
StiU  ek^r  to  get  or  to  give  satisfattron,  ' 

He  drives  after  motives  and  ndisses  the  action. 
No  axiom  so  clear,  fcrut  he'll  make  it  more  plain; 
No  action  so  fair,  but  he  likes  to  explain. 
Too  nice  iH  th«  ti^t,  too  sincere  for  profession, 
And  with  pieaning  so  ftfli  tliat  he  fails  in  expression.  .  •  • 


u 

For  when  crowds  of  ideas  all  strive  to  rush  out, 

Each  must  elbow  his  neighbour  and  shove  him  about  f 

But  his  life  and  his  language  have  masculine  merit. 

Both  are  deeply  impressed  with  the  print  of  his  spirit* 

It  burns  in  his  eyes,  it  enlarges  his  frame* 

And  it  tempers  his  clay,  not  with  watet,  but  flame. 

His  words  burst  asunder  the  shackling  of  art» 

And  the  pen  that  he  writes  with  is  dipt  in  his  heart. 

"lis  not  from  a  fountain  like  this  yooh  can  draw 

Any  languid  harangue  of  loquacious  law; 

Tis  clear  sense  gushing  out,  unconfined,  un'compress'd. 

From  the  pure  and  perennial  spring  in  the  breast. 

When  all  was  at  sea,  all  confusion  and  fear. 

Like  the  seaman's  small  needle  he  8hew*d  how  to 

steer; 
Nor  ever  declined  from  the  patriot  direction, 
'Till  the  lightning  of  Qrattan  once  hurt  the  attraction; 
But  the  transient  dip,  and  the  slight  deviation. 
Prove  the  needle  points  true  in  its  imhirn/  station. 


XI. 

No  prancing,  curvetting,  episcopal  poney. 

No  desk  petit-maitte,  no  church  macaroni, 

(With  his  curl  carv'd  as  stiff  as  the  top  of  the  cro2ier, 

And  manners  more  pliant  and  loose  than  an  osier) ; 

But  tall  and  erect,  and  with  resolute  air. 

And  with  head  that  disdains  e'en  one  hypocrite  hair, 

Here  sunds  W m  C ^11,  the  stem  of  our  table, 

A  column  of  prelacy,  stately  and  stable; 
The.  capital,  doric — and  done,  the  base. 
It  excels  more  in  strength  than  Corinthian  grace* 
Without  flourish,  or  freeie,  or  Parisian  plaster, 
A  pillar  for  usej  not  a  shewy 


IS 

Such  a  pillar,  when  Samson  was  cdled  out  idr'spOftt* 
Perhaps  might  have  sav'd  the  whole  Philistine  court.  \ 
ISam  might  crack  all  his  sinews,  and  bow  with  his 

weight, 
But  Will  would  uphold  both  the  church  and  the 

state. 
On  all  who  dare  shake  that  tanvenieni  aUumcef 
He  bends  his  black  brows,  and  he  scowls  a  defiance. 
Yet  forgets,  while  he  thunders  against  reformation. 
That  what  is  establishment  was  innovation. 
Our  patriots,  alas !  are  all  dwarfish  and  weak. 
Too  puny  to  make  aristocracy  quake ; 
But  0 1  could  iky  principles  change  to  the  Whig^ 
Coulds't  thou  throw  tkem  as  readily  off  as  thy  wig. 
That  old  tyrant,  called  Custom,  in  vain  would  resist 
The  momentum  of  such  a  republican  fist : 
His  strong  castle  would  tumble,  like  Jericho's  wall* 
And  his  talisman  broken,  the  giant  must  fall. 

More  solid  than  shining,  more  weighty  than  wordj. 
In  the  right,  very  stout :  in  the  wrong,  very  sturdy* 
Both  sud^n  and  sure,  in  the  grasp  of  conception. 
But  too  fond  of  the  rule,  to  admit  the  exception. 
Too  tenacious  in  tenet  to  sport  an  opinion,  ,, 

Each  dogma  with  him  has  despotic  dominion. 
Too  apt  to  mistake  argumentative  strife. 
And  to  lay  down  a  word  as  he'd  lay  down  his  life. 
He  takes  always  good  aim,  but  too  quick  in  the  timings 
He  flushes  the  bird,  and  his  temper  burns  priming. 
His  heart  always  fiames  with  good  fuel,  well  fed. 
But  it  sends  up,  at  times,  a  thick  smoke  to  the  head  ; 
And  'till  that  cleats  away,  'tis  not  easy  to  know 
The  fact  or  the  motive,  the  friend  or  the  foe. 
Than  take  up  this  tankard  of  rough,  massy  plate. 
Not  for  fashion  preferr'di  but  for  value  and  weighty 
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When  yot  lift  tip  tbc  corer,  then  thiuk  of  our  VioK,^ 
And  take  a  hard  pull  at  the  orthodox  liquor. 
That  keeps  hale  and  hearty  in  every  climate,  ' 

Aud  makes  the  poor  Curate  as  proud  as  the  Primate* 


III. 

i 

But  when  genius  Widi  judgment  are  called  to  the  feast. 
Make  the  trio  complete  and  cement  them  with  iaait;' 
And  for  taste  let  me  call  on  our  courtly  Collector,* 
Not  the  king  of  bis  company,  but  the  protector ; 
Whoy  with  easy  hilarity,  knows  how  to  sit  < 

In  a  family  compact  with  wisdom  and  wit; 
With  the  art  to  know  much,  without  seeming  to  know  it. 
Joins  the  art  to  have  wit,  without  straining  to  shew  it. 
For  bis  mind  not  case-harden'd  by  form  or  profession. 
Always  yields,  with  a  spring — and  impels,  by  concession. 
True  politeness,  like  sense,  is  begotten,  not  made. 
But  all  our  professions  smell  strong  of  a  trade. 
All  vocation  is  craft,  both  the  black  and  the  scarlet. 
The  doctor,  the  pleader,  the  judge,  and  the  harlot. 

No  collector  of  medals,  or  fossils  so  fine. 
He  gathefs  good  fellows  around  his  good  wine. 
No  collector  of  shells,  or  of  stufF'd  alligators. 
But  of  two-leg'd,  uiifeather'd,  erect  mutton-eaters. 
That  join  heart  in  hand  to  drive  round  the  decanter, 
While  the  bishop  hob-nobs  with  the  lowly  dissenter. 
Here  the  puddle  of  party  ne'er  rises  in  riot, 
Bot  the  oil  of  urbanity  keeps  (he  waves  quiet. 
Neither  faction  nor  feu(i  his  good  humour  espouses, 
He's  the  happy  Mercutio  who  curses  both  houses. 
With  a  pretty  plump  place,  and  a  celliir  well  stor'd, 
Makes  his  bow  to  the  bench,  and  his  bow  to  the  board* 
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In  political  faith  knows  how  much  Co  believe. 
And  when  'tis  convenient  to  liugh  in  his  sleeve. 
His  sense  is  well  set,  not  a  word  out  uf  joint — 
Rather  too  much  in  epigram,  too  much  for  point. 
With  some  effort,  bis  ease — with  some  stiffness,  hjs 

sense» 
His  spirit  is  free,  the  expression  is  tense. 
His  brand  on  our  hogshead^  he  lawfully  puts. 
But  'tis  harder  to  brand  with  his  wit  all  our  butts. 
Tis  our  Irish  primum,  our  raw  manufacture, 
That  keeps  weil  thro'  all  seasons,  nor  needs  an  inspector. 

Thus  in  mind  and  in  manners,  a  man  '  comme  il  faut/ 
He  glides  smoothly  thro'  life,  with  a  serpentine  flow. 
That  still  tend^  to  a  point,  when  it  seems  to  incline; 
And  the  curve  gently  blends  with  the  rigid  right-line. 


EPIGRAM. 

Would  yen  follow  a  calling  from  peril  quite  free, 
Quit  the  land,  and  engage  in  the  toils  of  the  sea : 

You  may  laugh  while  the  billows  rave  round ; 
Since,  trust  me,  ray  friend,  if  old  proverbs  say  true. 
The  boisterous  main  has  no  dangers  for  vou. 

As  you  never  wer9  bora  to  be  drown'd ! 

It*  A.  9* 


i 
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PROPERTIUS. 

BOOK  THE  FIRST.— ELEGY  THE  SEVENTHS 

To  Poniicus^  a  Poef. 

BT  THE  LATE  W«  PRESTOKi  BSt* 


While  you,  my  friend,  in  lofty  epic  strain. 
Resound  the  warriors  of  the  Tkeban  plain  ; 
And  (so  may  heaven  my  life  in  peace  prolong) 
Cop^  with  the  father  of  heroic  song ; 
May  Fate  propitious  on  the  lahour  smile. 
Unfading  laurels  crown  the  Poet's  toil. 
It's  wonted  course  my  listless  being  knows, 
A  fruitless  passion,  and  a  song  of  woes. 
Inspired  by  sorrow,  not  by  wit  or  taste, 
I  mourn  the  prime  of  manhood,  run  to  waste. 
D&f  chases  day,  consumed  in  hopeless  flame, 
I  live  to  love,  and  seek  not  other  fame. 
I  boast  to  love  the  fair  of  lettered  mind, 
Her  pride,  her  scorn  I  boast,  and  words  unkind. 
Let  slic^hted  lovers,  in  succeeding  time, 
With  fix'd  attention  read  th*  impassionM  rhyme. 
On  Memory's  tablet  be  the  lore  imprest. 
From  Love  s  allurement  to  preser\e  the  breast* 
Thou  too — may  Heav'n  the  fatal  doom  remove! 
But^  should  thy  bosom  feel  the  shafts  of  love  ^ 
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ir 

Then,  thy  seren  chiefe,  and  War  with  horror  plum*d; 
Ah !  wretched  Bard,  shall  be  to  silence  doom'd, 
And  long  oblivion;  while,  widi  viedn  desire, 
Soft  strains  ybu  seek,  that  wake  a  mutual  fire. 
Imperfect  utterance  shall  elude  the  heart. 
And  wild  impaticfnce  mock  the  Poet's  art. 
Then  shall  my  verse  allure,  with  greater  charms> 
Than  all  that  noblest  Poets  sing  of  arms. 
No  youth,  in  silence,  round  my  tomb  shall  stray, 
**  Rest  to  thy  shade — ^Bard  of  th'  enamour'd  lay  T 
Nor  scorn  me  thou,  for  Love's  delayed  coittroul 
Torments,  with  usury,  th'  enamourd  soul.  ^ 


.  PROPEimUS. 

BOOK  THE  FIRST.— ELEGY  TftE  ELEVENTJI. 

To  Cjfnthia,  at  Bairn. 

BY  THB   SAME. 


While  Cynthia  ranges  Baia^s  tepid  shores. 
And  paths  that  great  Alddts*  trod  explores ; 
Or  seeks  the  regions  of  the  Grecian^  throng, 
Or  thee,  Misenum^  not  unknown  to  song. 
Do  thoughts  of  me  from  tardy  rest  detain  f 
For  absent  love,  does  any  place  remain  f 

*  When  he  brought  away  the  oxen  of  Geryon,  he  past  near 

t  Thesprotiaas,  who  founded  Ouaur,  near  JBaui, 
VOL.   VI.  C 
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Or  would  the  foe^  with  feign'd  insidious  love. 
My  C^tkia  from  her  faithful  bard  remove  i 
May  varied  sports  employ  the  careless  hour, 
Nor  leave  thee  vacant  to  the  tempter^s  powV* 
Now,  may  thy  pinnace  cleave  the  Lucrine  wave. 
And  Teuikrat*^  now,-  thy  beauteous  members  lave* 
Oft,  when  her  tender  guardian  is  removM, 
The  heedless  fair  forgets  how  much  she  lov'd. 
Yet  thou  art  prov'd— I  know  thy  love  sincere. 
But  when  was  passion  free  from  jealous  fear  ? 
O  pardon,  fairest,  should  th'  injurious  strain 
Give  thy  soft  heart  a  momentary  pain* 
More  dear,  than  she,  from  whom  my  being  came  ! 
More  dear  than  light,  and  health,  and  vital  flame ! 
Thou  art  my  house,  ray  parents  thou  alone, 
Thou  only  comfort,  thatf  my  days  have  known ! 
Does  pleasure  gild,  does  sorrow  cloud  the  hour; 
Tlie  colour  of  my  life  is  in  thy  pow'r. 
Fly,  then,  the  guilty  shore,  th'  envcnom'd  air. 
That  wafts  divorces  to  the  wedded  pair. 
Ye  Heav'ns,  from  Baia  modest  virgins  guide, 
Lest  drowning  honour  perish  in  the  tide. 


OMNIA  VINCn'  AMOR. 

A  GLEE. 

Though  Music's  sweet  persuasive  art, 
With  tuneful  magic  melu  the  heart; 
1  hough  Wine  may  boast  iu  rival  skill, 
To  bid  the  breast  with  concord  thrill ; 
Yet  Love  still  more  reveals  to  me 
1  he  hidden  soul  of  harmony  ! 

•  A  Biter. 


'\ 
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To  J 


i  I  fi 


frXa  said,  <<  I  (kare  noi  wte  ike  Cinmd  mag  tkmL* 


BY  PR.  DRBVITAV. 


^ 


The  crowds  iiiy  fiiencl,  kate  common  lente^ 
They  feel  the  poVr  of  pottnds  and  pencep 

And  as  they  feel|  they  prize  t 
For  wealth*  when  rightly  understood^ 
Is  the  best  bleinng  df  the  good. 

The  wisdom  of  the  wise. 

« 

What's  wealdi  ?    Enoughi  and  somewhat  oret; 
Of  this  I  own  myself  the  lover^ 

And  who  isnot's  a  ninny  t 
What  signifies  the  sun-gilt  cot 
Without  a  pullet  in  the  pot? 

What's  life  without  a  guinea? 

It  is  to  sneak  down  from  a  garret^ 
To  spunge  on  other's  beef  and  claret^ 

To  gety  but  not  to  give. 
To  feel  each  rising  wish  repressed. 
The  wish  to  be  by  blessing,  blest, 

£ut  this  is-— -not  to  Uve. 

c2 


J 


'20 

Tis  not  to  sit,  and  con  a  theme. 
Or  in  a  smooth,  pellucid  stream^ 

Thy  rueful  phiz  behold :     | 
And  when  the  lunar  fight  has  Spread 
A  yellow  radiance  oVr  thy  head, 
.  To  c^tch  poetic  gold* 

WhatcVr  th<»  cynic  may  pretend. 
Money,  a  mcan»,  but  not  an  end, 

Is  happiness  below. 
Oh !  for  a  mine  of  gold  to  give, 
To  live,  and  to  make  others  live, 

And  clear  the*wdrTd  oTwoff 


•  Wk  * 


To  bless  unseen,  unseen  descend      \ 
On  with'nftg  hearts  that  #aftftt  friend. 

Like  dew-drops  from  iLbove. 
And  oft  both  seen  and  felt  to  pour. 
In  one  abundant  Jove-like  showV^ 

And  fill  the  lap  of  love. 

For  sharper  sufferings  than  thv  own^ 
Tis  thine,  O  Penury,  to  groan, 

Stretrh'd  on  the  rack  of  life.' 
Thy  cradled  child  unconscious  sleeps. 
But  woe  for  her  who  wakes  and  weeps, 

The  mother  and  the  wife. 

O  fortune  come,  and  crown  my  fate, 
Wafted  along  in  winning  state, 

Like  Egypt's  queen  of  old : 
When  frequent  dashM  the  silver  oars, 
And  silken  sails  perfum'd  the  shores, 

And  Cydnus  burn'd  with  gold. 
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To  youth,  and  industry,  and  health, 
Sh^  coupes,  the  sovereign.  &9^i\Oi  \*e^t\^ 
•  And  cV'ry  blessing  IjeAnCr^  ''^ 
But  to  enjoy  her  golden  mean 
It  must  be  t'clt,  it  tMRt  bd  ibeh^ 
And  save  it — from  your  heirs. 


IN8GRIP¥K>N 

For  an  Autumnal  Bouquet  of  Field-Flowers  and  Com. 

To  Flora,  gay  n^inph».  ahdIla>C]MnrXovkis  C^T^y 
This  faanresfe^hooMs  ttribal»:»wfitgi^€S>UHy  Jt^rine ; 

On  their  brow»  then  fast ibind  i%i  yn  ilutolAr  lleur^W 
And  Winter  shall  wea^e  ^^g^m  db«(kl«l  |icNr;:|Mi|9»Vl 

Here  rye  lightly  mingles  \ijith  barley  grown  sere. 
And  oats  that,  pale-waving,  o'ersilver'd  the  ground  ; 

While  each  wheatsbeilf  wa^  cobbfd/oifjiUAmg^llil^t  ear, 
For  the  wild  growing  AatttthialrblMiosifiltilound. 

Twine  blue-belU  wtlto|W>p)N9s;'^at«;ii(blu«)«^d  Aurora, 
And  king-cups  fresh  gather'd,  while  pearly  with  dew : 

NTb#a  take  it,  O  Cor^ir^nd  tak«it,  ,Q  Floniii     '^' 
The  garland  of  Nature  may  grace  even  you,  •   •    ■^ 

c  3 
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THE  WAR-SONG  OF  PRUSSIA*. 


MttlU  dies  Tariique  labor  mntabilis  evi 
Rettulit  in  melius-^moltos  alteraa  reviseni 
Lusit,  &  in  solido  rursos  Fortufta  looaTit. 


VIBQIL. 


I. 

Wh£RE  is  now  the  warrior's  breast? 
V^here  is  now  the  heart  of  flame  ? 
Sleeps  it  still  in  torpid  rest. 
Careless  of  Prussia's  ancient  name  ? 
Noy  soldiers,  no !  to  arms  we  go. 

To  bathe  our  red-richt  hands  in  blood ; 
The  dastard  slave  shw  find  a  grave, 
Scom'd  by  the  generous  and  the  good,'*' 
Who  Imsely  turns  his  coward  feet  to  fly, 
N<Mr  knows  in  such  a  cause  to  tnomph  or  to  die ! 


Yet,  we  will  still  repel  the  foe. 

Still  sm  the  vile  UswrMr's  sway ; 
The  wretch,  whom  jeflerday  laid  low. 

May  conquer  yet  another  day ! 

«  Written ^bs!  too  evideotly)  provious  to  flit  ibtal  battle  eT 
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Else  what  remain  ? — The  galling  chaiDy 

The  scoff  of  pride  and  bitter  scom^ 
A  blasted  fame,  eternal  .^Uatne^ 
Our  freedom  lost,  our  laurels  torn. 
And  still,  ere  life  its  hated  load  resign. 
To  tug  the  tedious  oar,  or  dig  the  slavish  mine1 

ift. 

By  our  hapless  country's  call. 

By  Berlin's  iasultedJCii^, 
By  the  sjcomful  smiles  of  GauU 

Scorn  that  tortures,  smiles  that  sting !  '' 
By  all  our  foes ;  and,  O !  by  those 

Who  in  their  countr/s  caujie  have  sh^ 
In  many  a  flood  their  dearest  blood. 
Buried  in  Glory's  crimson  bed  : 
By  mighty  Fred^c)i^  s  sonld^^i^'ii^g  name, 
By  all  our  former  worth,  and  all  our  present  sbam^ ! 


Tremble,  Tile  Usurper !  hide 

Thy  guilty  head  in  dnnnest  nighf; 
Soon  $halt  thou  feel  the  fall  of  pride 
^  When  slave  and  freeman  nieet  in  fight ! 
Tho^  far  and  near,  in  front  and  rear,     .* 

Thy  locust  rallies  ei^ost  thee  rouod^ 
Some  gen'roiis  dart,  thy  venom'd  heirt, 
If  weary  fi«kv^  permit,  shall  wound ;    / 
War^s  ivon  role,^  Death's  funevai  scream  shidl  cease,; 
And  £ur^  smile  secure  iienea^  the  plume  of  peaoel 

SOBftlVO. 

C  4 
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TO  A  TITLED  DESTROYER. 


«  What's  property  ?  dear  Swift!  you  see  it  alter 

From  me  to  you,  from  you  to.  Peter  Walter ; 

Or  in  a  mortgage*  prove  a  lawyer's  share  j  ■  ., 

Or,  in  a  jointure  vanish  j^om  the  heir ; . 

Or,  in  pure  equity  (4lw  case  not  clear)' 

The  Chancery  4akes  your  rents. for  twisQty  :ye«b 

At  hiett  it  falls  to  some  ongracioiu  foa^ 

Who  cries,  «  My  fat^^s  dunn'd,  apd  all's  my  own." 

Shades  that  to  Bacon  could  retreat  afibrd* 

Become  the  portion  of  a  boohy  Lord  !** 


■*<■ 


Thoxt  ruthless  destroyer,  whose  impious  hand 

Has  leveird  the  bowers  so  belov'd  by  the  Nine, 
For  this  deed  shall  thy  name  lasting  infamy  brand, 

V  Shall  cursM  how  deep,  and  how  V^^ter;  be  thine ! 

•     '        ■       '  *  •        .  ' 

When  laugh  earth  and  hetiven  in  their  j;lorie8  arra/d, 
To  thy  jaundiced  eyes  may  the  landscape  still  seem 

Involved  in  a  moUfnfiil  and  menacing  shade ; 
Nor  of  joy,  nor  ofhope,  feel  thy  bosom  »  gleam. 
.  "  '  • »     " 

In  thine  ear,  closM  for  ever  to  choir$  of  the  grove, 

May  the  ominous  bird  croak  from^evenifig  'till  morn ; 
In  crowds,  shunned  like  pestilence,  lone  may'st  thou 
rove. 
Pursued  by  the  laugh  and  the  whisper  of  scorn.  . 
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And  wliea^in  th^  gn&ye  th^.foul  carcase  sl&aU  rot. 
May  ^tlf^.pettle  and  iught;^bj^<^^.'^^Y^  rankly,  arouud. 

And  bur  children,  disdaitxftlUy.spurfiin^  th^  ^ppt> 
Cry  ''  t^e  meanest  of  n).orta]^  i^^aiid  m  this  ground  i'^ 

OJmpotent  curses  I -fof  what  is  tq  t^  ,    / 

Pair  fame,  soug  barmonijpusy  or  nature's  ,gf.y.h]loom! 

Aught  loy^y  or  radiant  thy  soul  loathes  to  %feie. 
And  lives,  like.  a.  toad,  amidst  poison  and  glpom.  - 

But  tho\iglx  lilanunony  ^hy  sovereign  master,  thy  heart 
Has  nearly,  I  know,  rendered  callous  all  o'er. 

There  still  is  an,e  ^pp^t  ui^spcur'd^  -where  the  dart 
Of  AngUiisli  may  ent^r^  and  pierce  to  thq.core. 

No  prayer  do  I  breathe  that  thy  idolizM  gold 

.   May  be  rent  from  thy  grasp;  'twere  the  prayer pf  a 

friend ; 
For  if  such  a  loss  thou  wert  doom'd  to  behold. 
Either  madness  iVrtfcath^aUthy  tnisery  would  end. 

No :  polluter  of  earth !  l9ng  on  earth  may'st  thou  move 

A  living  anatomy  I  lohg'b6.ihy  mind 
Condemned  all  the  lingering  tortures  to  prove 

Which  are  felt  by  the  beings  to  avarice  resign^. 

Yes :  for  years,  tedious  years,  of  thy  riches  the  slave 
May'st  thou  live;  aadiiyaikted  each  hour  to  repine, 

That  thy  hoard  swells  less  fast  than  thy  wild  wishes 
crave. 
That  the  hoard  of  another  is  larger  than  thine* 

In  the  dead  of  the  night  may'st  tl^^  shudder  an^l  weep 
As  thou  dream'st  that  thy  treasures  are  mcitinga^y ; 

Then  in  agony  start  from  thy  feverish  sleep, 
And  fancy  the  robber  thou  hear'st  at  his  prey. 
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Ever  haunted  by  4oiibty  by  sasptcion^  and  fear. 
May  each  mortal  thoo  meet'st  seem  a  pltthdering  elf. 

And  even  the  krndness  of  kindred  appear 
By  artifice  prompted,  and  aimM  at  thy  pelf. 

Nor  end  torment  here,    ^'fhen  at  length  from  its  chiy 
Hiy  sttlkn*  thy  miscreant  spirit  retires. 

Round  the  coffers  ador'd  be  it  destined  to  stray, 
And  feel,  nnimpair'd,  all  its  earthly  desires. 

Then,  O  pain  worse  than  death  i  scattered  wide  mdy  it 
view 

Those  hoards  scrapM  together  with  inferoons  care ; 
While,  carousing  in  midst  of  a  riotous  crew, 

Loudly  scoffs  at. thy  folly  thy  prodigal  heir. 

&•  A.  D* 

Twickenham. 


ANSWER 

TO  AN  INDELICATE  VALENTINE. 


YouH  method  of  wooing  a  Nymph  so  divine 
Was  indeed,  my  dear  Colin,  a  coarse  one : 

And  while  you  set  up  to  be  iweet  VattKlmt^ 
You're  more  like  nis  rough  brother  Onon* 

s.  w.  1. 
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EPISTLE 

Ihfm  a  Scaitisk  Emigrant^  aettkd  in  Amtrka^  to  kk 

Friend  im  ScotkuuL 

BY   A*   BALFOURy  £SQ« 


To  theet  long  lo8t>  but  Btill  remembered  friend. 
From  this  lone  world,  these  bumble  lines  I  send } 
To  happier  climes,  which  I  no  more  shall  see, 
Tho'  half  my  heait  still  hovers  there  with  thee. 
To  chase  the  langoars  of  this  dreary  clime, 
I  seek  the  aid  of  heart-comfKNdng  rhyme; 
But  ah !  in  vain  I  court  wild  Fancy's  fir^ 
No  object  charms— no  sportive  muse  inspire : 
And  like  the  hours,  my  listless  strain  must  flow^ 
A  tedious  tale  of  sad  protracted  wo^; 
For  oh  my  friend !  my  rash  resolve  I  mouni. 
And  weep  for  Joys  that  never  can  return. 
Ah  hapless  hour!  when  first  in  Scotia's  vales, 
I  fondly  listened  to  the  specious  tales 
Of  Independence,  ease,  and  certain  gain. 
On  fairy  fields  beyond  the  western  main; 
Gay  visions  rose,  and  all  my  soul  possest, 
'Till  calm  content  forsook  my  aching  breast; 
The  toils  of  trade  with  oold  contempt  I  spumed. 
With  golden  hopes  my  anxious  bosom  burn*d: 
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For  I  hHil  heard  of  fair  Columbia's  fit  K!s, 
Whrrc  unasHiAted  Nature  plenty  yields  ; 
Where  choicest  fruits  and  flow'rs  spuutaneous  Hpring, 
And  cv'ry  settler  lives — a  ruml  kinfi;; 
Mv  easy  faith  the  flatt'ring  tale  believ'dy 
Ams  I '  too  late,  I  find  these  hope^  deceived  t 
When  last  my  foot  press'd  Caledonia's  strand. 
And  vou»  my  friend,  held  my  half  trembling  hand, 
Tho' hope  delusive  play'd  around  my  heart. 
Yet  still  I  linger'd,  and  was  loth  to  part : 
I  saw  the  partner  of  my  early  joy 
Idcad  on  my  blooming  girl  and  sportive  boy^ 
Slow  from  the  shiire  they  scal'd  the  vesseKs  side, 
My  little  all  launchM  on  the  rolling  tide ; 
Flt>m  friends  and  country  rudely  torn  away — 
My  heart  their  home — my  hand  their  only  «tby« 
Close  ^y  the  mast  I  took  my  silent  stand/ 
My  6xM  eye  ftaxing  on  the  lessening  land : 
Till  lo&t  in  air  the  last  hill's  distant  blue. 
Then  to  my  country  bade  a  long  adiea ! 
Then  from  my  boscnn  burst  the  parting  sigh. 
Again  I  raised  my  fond  inquiring  eye* 
That  c'et  the  dim  horizon  rai^^d  in  vaio, 
A  changeless  scene^  of  sky  and  boundless  m«n» 

Bright  shone  the  sun,  the  faithless  ocean  smil'd. 
And  kindRng  hope  my  pensive  thoughts  beguifd  ; 
Till  the  dark  tempest  and  the  howling  storm. 
Gave  signs  of  danger  in  most  direful  lorm. 
Too  soon  coBlirm'd — ^alas  !  one  fatal  wnvc 
Swept  my  lo\'d  William  to  a  wat*r\'  gravt-. 

No  more  on  <leck  1  mark*d  the  irreen  wave  rlid<*. 
Or  gently  rifvpling  kibs  ihe  vessers  side : 
Methoui^t  I  he  hours  on  leadmi  pinions  crept, 
And  droW^y  winds  in  silent  chambers  slept : 
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My  only  wish  to  leave  the  treach'rous  maiiif 
In  daily  toil  to. banish  mental  paia. 
But  ah  ray  friend !  fixM  to  thi?  4reary  scene. 
New  griefs  ans(?,  fresh  sorrows  intervene: 
My  sanguiBe  hopes  like  air-blown  bubbles  spread^ 
My  lands — a  forest;  and  my  home— -a  shed; 
To  clear  the  ground  and  shape  the  infant  farm^ 
Were  ceaseleto  lahout^  for  a  giant's  arm  ; 
The  axe,  the  ^de,  tinwearied  he  must  wield. 
Whose  task  is,  not  to  tiHy  but  make  the  field. 
The  groaning  wood  must  to  his  strokes  resound. 
For  room  to  fof  m  the  mansion's  narrbw  bound  t 
When  strength  and  toil  the  scanty  spot  has  dear*d, 
Of  rtiggcd  logs  the  humble  hut  is  rear'd ; 
With  painful  haste,  in  rudest  order  thrown. 
And  architecture's  ev'ry  ^ace  unknown  ; 
No  towering  chimney  guides  the  smoke  away. 
No  pendent  sa^n  receives  the  morhing  ray; 
We  think  not  here  of  kitchen,  parlour,  hall. 
No  place  h  privatf^  and  disorder  all; 
Innum'rous  chink^  gape  round  the  rustic  form, 
Whose  walls  expel  not,  but  invite  the  stoml ; 
And  doubly  keeo^the  bitter  tcimpest  blows. 
From  wastes  deep  Juried  in  eternal  snows : 
For  hoary  Wintef  reigns  majestic  here. 
In  stormy  grandeur  claiming  half'  the  year  : 
And  when  reluctantly  he  leaves  his  throne. 
Not  less  despotic,  Suihmer  rules  his  own  z 
impervious  woods  exclude  the  gentle  gale. 
Whose  cooling  breath  would  glad  the  thirsty  vale; 
Reflected  rays  with  scorching  fervour  shine, 
'Till  Nature  sicken,  and  her  children  pine. 
Such  are  the  blessittgs  of  this  boasted  dime. 
For  ages  buried  in  the  womb  <>f  time ; 
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Ani  wlieresoe'er  we  turn  our  anxious  gaz0^ 
Each  feature  $tiU  its  infancy  pourtrays : 
If  we  its  wilds  and  woody  desarts  scan. 
The  brutal  tribes  dispute  the  right  with  man^ 
OVr  his  dark  poison  broods  the  vengeful  snake. 
And  alligators  haunt  the  reedy  lake. 

But  worse  than  these,  and  ah  L  more  dreadful  far. 
The  native  Indian  wages  barb'rous  war ; 
InuiM  to  hardships,  &mine,  floods  and  fire, 
No  dangers  frighten,  and  no  toils  can  tire* 
A  fitithful  fnendf  but  a  determin'd  foe. 
Time  may  retard,  but  not  prevent  his  blow ; 
Staunch  as  the  blood-hound  to  hb  destinM  prey^ 
Heart-sick'nin^  horrors  mark  his  carna^d  way ; 
Hb  keener  optics,  on  the  vrintless  grass 
Ciin  trace  the  footsteps,  ifa  white  man  pass. 
Then  lurking  patient,  'till  the  midnight  gloom, 
The  direful  war-whoop  peab  the  victim's  doom ;  < 
At  the  dread  x'ell  deep  forests  echo  round. 
Each  bosom  tnriUs  and  shudders  at  the  sound ! 

Here  humid  fens  and  long  extended  swamps, 
Wide  o*er  the  scene  difiiiie  unwhole•om(^damp8  ; 
Their  baneful  dews  relax  life's  active  springs. 
And  chilling  ague  shakes  his  fev'rish  wings  ; 
Contagion  flies,  with  pestilential  breath. 
And  sallow  hue — the  harbinger  of  death* 

Ah  me !  my  friend,  why  do  I  live  to  tell, 
'Twas  thus  the  partner  of  my  bosom  fell } 
Fled  is  the  smile  that  soften 'd  ev'ry  ill. 
And  cold  the  tonguo  that  whispered  comfort  still ! 
Sad  was  the  stroke,  and  as  I  mourn'd  the  blow. 
Fate  plung'd  me  deeper  in  the  gulph  of  woe  ! 
My  infant  Anna,  latest  pledge  of  love. 
That  round  my  knees  with  fond  afiection  strove. 
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One  fatal  morn,  far  tn  the  wild  wood  strayM, 
^All  search  was  vain  within  its  boundless  shade — 
Death  seiz'd  the  flow'ret,  midst  the  gloomy  wild—* 
And  mv  sad  heart  of  its  last  hope  bcguil'd ! 
Thus  o  vet  my  griefs  an  €xilc  doom'd  to  sigh. 
No  prospect  brightens  to  my  joyless  eye! 
The  hapiess  land  that  gave  these  griefs  to  flow 
Aflbrds  no  ftiead  to  soothe  a  stranger's  woe* 

Perhaps,  some  breast  that  pants  with  Freedom*sflanM^ 
And  heaves  with  rapture  at  her  sacred  name. 
May  deem  that  place  a  paradise  below 
Where  Independence  lilts  her  dauntless  brow« 
What  is  this  bins,  so  much  Columbia'^  boast  ? 
*Twas  hapless  Selkirk's  on  Fcmandcs'  coast  I 
Tho'  bounteous  Nature  smiling  own'd  his  sway,    ' 
No  joy  was  his,  to  hail  the  rising  day : 
^  here  sequester'd,  each  man  lives  alone, 
The  sweets  and  social  ties  of  life  unknown ; 
The  chords  of  sympathy  are  here  untied. 
By  lust  of  wealth,  and  independent  pride; 
No  geaVous  feelings  here  expand  the  soul, 
Self  all  the  care,>that  self  is  deemed  the  whole ; 
Each  for  his  wants  must  on  himself  rely. 
Nor  look  for  friends,  but  such  as  wealth  can  buy. 
Ah !  how  unlike  that  land  I  left  behind. 
Whose  sea-girt  shores  still  haunt  my  restless  mind  ; 
Where  age  was  chearful,  while  the  nymphs  and  swaiiB 
With  jocund  health  fitra/d  lightly  o'er  the  plains : 
Oft  when  the  sun  ainks  in  the  distant  west, 
1  wistful  gaze,  with  sadd'ning  thoughts  opprest ; 
H'ill  ail  my  soul  absorbed  in  Fancy's  dream, 
1  wait  my  blessing  on  his  sinking  beam, 
That  fades  from  me,  to  light  that  happier  shore^ 
I'hose  native  vales  I  shall  behold  no  more  1 
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Ye  Scotiaii  swainSy  still  to  my  bosom  dear, 
(As  now  can  ^'^itness  this  descending  tear,) 
Be  warned  by  bim  who  rashly  dai'd  to  roam ! 
And  prize  the  bliss  that  hovers  round 'your  home; 
And  may  the  ^efs  that  prompt  this  plaintive  tale> 

Be  ever  far,  from:  ^ 's  peaceful  vale : 

Or  if  a  sigh  s6me  gentle  breast  must  swell, 
Be  it  for  him,  wh6  Writes— A  long  Farewell ! 


VENUS'S  WILL. 

TO ~. 

From  the  French  of  Rouueau* 


Adva17C£D  in  years,  the  goddess  Venus 
Sought  in  a  holy  cloister  rest. 

Bequeathing,  dearest  maid,  between  us» 
Ail  that  her  gpddessship  possessM. 

Of  an  executor  the  duty 

She  trusted  to  her  eldest  son : 

But  he,  sad  rogue !  seducM  by  beauty, 
Injustice  to  my  right  has  done. 

Unfairly  he  the' Cyprian  treasures 
Allotted  to  his  mother's  heirs; 

Toyou  he  gave  the  smiles  and  pleasures, 
To  me  he  left  the.  tears  and  cares. 


K.  A.  DAVENPORT. 
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EPITAPH* 


His  saltern  accomiilein  donis,  ct  Cungtt  ininl 
Mttoerob  Yffti* 


To  the  Memory 


late  of  his  Majesty's  ftoyal  Narj^ 

wbOf 

After  six  Years  of  Difficultjr  and  llsnger^ 

and  at  the  Moment  of 

lupiring  to  d.  more  elevated  and  happier  Rank 

in' his  Frofessionr 

fell  a  Victim  to  the  ^ra|;es  of  an  unrelenting  Femef^ 

August  21»  1807,  in  the  twentieth  Year 

of  his'  Age, 


JBoRV  to  excell  in  evcrv  nobler  part, 
The  ardent  spli'it,  ahd  the  feeling  heart ; 
This  form'd  with  native  candour  to  engage^ 
And  thai  to  give  an  hero  to  the  age ! 
Sought  by  the  valiant,  by  the  good  ajpprovM^ 
In  death  lamented^  as  in  life  belov'd^ 
Go,  Henry,  go, — thy  storms,  thy  perils  o'er> 
Enjoy  that  calm  thy  lot  forbad  before  ; 
Go, — and  'midst  scenes  of  never-fading  youth 
Reap  the  rewards  of  purity  and  truth* 
What  tho'  thy  laurels  wither  in  their  bloom, 
And  Hope  despondent  sickens  o^cr  thy  tomb ; 
Tho'  Fancy  cheers  no  more  the  opening  scene, 
But  vsynljf  pictures  wiut  ihou  ioduUit  Svoc  been; 

VOL.  VI.  n 
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V<(  vkbftlii  TVmminmifr  bids  our  sorrows  fhWf 
^SMiSMl  ^u£Oi>  y^  si^ace  of  otir  woe !) 
Hri^  ^ai  !ier  ^iofcs  a  gleam  of  rapture  starts^ 
IW  >a«^ia  dai<  ilis  httr  chasf  ning  power  imparts. 
¥e:K  ^)^HMC*4  jwath !  tby  merits  shall  remaia 
Ia  ti^iiKX^i  aMhorial  to  relieve  our  pain  v 
Ctu  Jtift  :tttscau/d  with  falsehood  or  with  crime, 
tli^  vjtroKs  destined  to  an  happier  clime, 
i^)f^  sottdly  cherished  shall  remain,  and  prove 
\  iiia;^  ao  time^  no  fortune  can  remove. 


w.  w» 


TO  Ji  LADY. 
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WaBK  first  I  knew  thee  thou  wast  kind^ 

Oh!  who  so  kind  could  be! 
But  all  thy  kindness,  now  I  ftnd. 

Was  worst  of  cruelty. 

(V>r  hadst  thou  then  disdained  me— sure 

rd  been  too  proud  to  love ; 
And  so  the  griefs  I  now  endure 

Had  ne'er  been  doom'd  to  prove,, 

Thus  who  from  earliest  youth  has  dwelt 

Amidst  eternal  snow§> 
The  Heavens  can  brave — no  suffering  felt^ 

Though  fierce  the  north  wind  blows. 

Not  so  who  all  his  hours  has  past 

Beneath  soft  summer  skies ; 
£.\pose  him  to  the  wintry  blast 

He  shiversi  droops,  and  dies. 
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MF^LECnONS  ON  tHE  ADAGE, 


A  HUNDRED  yei^rs !  o'er  itll  the  earth 
To  what  a  change  shall  they  give  birth  ( 
The  term,  thb'  but  a  little  space^ 
In  ancient  Time's  continuous  race  ; 
Yet  this  contracted  narrow  span 
Includes  the  destiny  of  man — 
His  blooming  rise>  and  riper  day, 
Tt^e  prime  •?  manhood,  and  decay ; 
His  widest  plans,  and  valiant  deeds, 
And  the  bright.giory  that  succeeds ; 
His  wishes^  fears,  and  hopes  contains^ 
And  all  his  pleasures,  and  his  pains ; 
They  live,  they  flourish^  and  they  die^ 
Within  the  fleeting  century  I 

Ah!  what  are  men^  so  full  of  boast? 
Another  frail  ephemeral  >host. 
Of  larger  size,  and  longer  day, 
Than  those  that  sport  in  every  ray : 
As  flowers,  that  bloom  a  longer  whil0^ 
Whose  lengthened  suinmer  yet  must  fail; 
Like  moon  beans  dancing  on  the  lake, 
^ill^flitting  rays  their  place  forsake; 
Their  fate  prolonged,  tho'  not  so  bri|^t| 
And  then  for  ever  sink  in  ni^t* 
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tTnmimber^d  years  the  mountains  lastj 
Unnumbered  years  Ihe  rocks  stand  fast. 
The  rivers  run  from  age  to  age, 
Nor,  waters,  nor  their  force  assuage ; 
Even  ivorks  uprear'd  by  feeble  m<en,'  • 
The  p}^ramid,  and  lofty  fane, 
Survive  their  founder's  quickened  fate. 
And  last  illustriously  great  %  " 
Attest,  while  time  its  circuit  runs. 
The  worship  of  succeeding  sons,. 
And  as  they  drop  by  turns  away, 
Intomb  within'their  well-worn  clay; 
While  on  the.  temple's  front  appears 
The  grey  moss  of  a  thousand  years  ! 

A  hundred  years  !  within  that  tcrm> 
Destruction,  with  a^iant  arm. 
Shall  ravage  wide^  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  sweep  off  every  living  soul ; 
Those  countless  millions  of  each  clime. 
Who  snatch,  to-day,  the  joys  of  time. 
And,  active,  eager,  bustle  on 
Thro'  busy  life,  shall  all  be  gone  ; 
And,  ere  a  century  pass  away, 
Ghanging,'bp  changed  to  kindred  clay, 
Beneath  their  stones,  or  hillocks  greeny^ 
Shall  be  as  they  had  never  been ! 

Shall  even  our  memory  expire^ 
Shall  thus  be  quench'd  our  living  fire  ? 
Will  not  the  phcenix  Fame  spring  forth. 
And  give  our  being  second  birth ; 
Our  names  gp  down  to  times  to  comc^ 
And  heal  the  ravage^ of  the  tomb  i    .  . 
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No;  see|  even  here,  the  fii^tionf aili* 
And  lasting  fame  a  fabulous  tale ; 
The  clouds^  that  gather  on  the  sky. 
Thro'  that  long  night,  a  century^ 
At  last  SQ  thiek  a  gloom  produce^ 
That  leissier  stars  their  li^t  refuse ; 
And  even  the  moon,  Aat  orb  so  bright. 
Labours  to  pierce  thro*  tenfold  nightv 

The  many  dying,  die  to  rot. 
And  are  immediately  forgot ; 
Of  all  who  ho(>ed  foi?  fame,  alive,'  * 
How  few  suryiye,  or  should  survive! 
A  few  short  years>  name  may  last, 
Fame's  trump  be  blown^  atid  loud  the  blaist. 
But  weaker  sounds  it  every  day^ 
Until  at  ia$t  it  .die  away ; 
Thus  life  and  fame  togethei  fall^ 
And  perish  their  memorial] 

So  in  a  winter's  radiant  even, 
When  sparkle  in  the  vault  of  Heaven 
J^  thousand  stars  of  brilliant  Kue, 
And  promise  to  be  lasting  too; 
Yet,  long  before  the  dawn  of  day, 
The  feeble  be^ms  luive  stole  a,way. 
They  swift  evanish^  one  by  one, 
And  leave  to  shine,  and  shine  alone. 
The  morning  4star,  that  victor  bright. 
That  triumphs  in  the  field  of  night ! 

I  ■  •■  - 

Where  is  the  fair,  who  charmed  so 
The  youdis  a  hundred  yeats  ago? 

JO  3  .      ••'  -  •• "- 
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WhOy  vainly  pimid,  ftoz9  with  a  frowDi 
Or  smiled  to  enliven  half  the  town ; 
*Mid  minor  beauty  shone  mdre  bright, 
The  lovely  Venus  of  the  nigh^ 
And  fondly  hoped,  tha^  true  the -tale, 
\Vhich  told  her  triumphs  ne'er  would  fail  \ 
That  future  youths  should  toast  her  name| 
And  beauties  envy  half  be^  fame^-r- 
Haply  she  saw  her  head  grow  grey, 
While  others  bore  the  palm  away; 
She  liv'd  her  time,  her  fame  is  gone. 
And  ^ven  her  very  name  ij^nknown. 

So  hath  it  fared  with  valout  highj* 
And  bravest  deeds  of  chivalry ; 
And  many  a  warrior,  long  laid  low, 
In  courage  great  as  Marlboro^ 
Now  sleeps  unnamedj»  unknown,  unblessed, 
In  common  undiflinguish'd  'rest* 

Shall  this  oblivion  of  the  tomb. 
The  foresight  of  a  future  doom^ 
The  soul's  each  noble  purpose  t3iwart, 
And  chill  the  ardour  of  the  heart  ? 
Curb  Fancy's  \ying,  aspiring  high 
•To- steeps  of  Inimortality  ? 
Shall  then  we  fold  pur  arms,  and  wait 
The  coming  winter  of  our  fate  I 

No :  let  life's  summer  honotixt'g)owj^. 
And  hx  the  opening  rosea  blow. 
To  deck  the  meads,  and  scent  the  air, 
And  render  >{alure  doubly  fair, 
While  glide  the  hours  that  swell  onr  agjtf^ 
The  season  of  pur  pilgrimage. 


'       $9 

A  ckarer  boon  let  lull  our  cares. 
Than  shouts  of  fi^e  a  thousand  years ; 
The  heaving  heart  an^  weeping  eye. 
Sweet  proo&  of  teniderest  sympathy ; 
Se  these,  thro'  life,  our  easy  aim, 
iioT6  soothing  tl^an  a  deat^les^  n^m^« 

The  upright  soul,  by  virtue  fired» 
The  honest  mind^  by  all  lulmired ; 
Mild  gentle  manners,  without  art, 
That  low  spontaA^us  from  the  lieart, 
Like  springs  fr9m  an  untroubled  source;^ 
That  cherish  ail  abound  their  course ; 
A  life  led  out'oiF  public  view, 
And  known  but  to  a" chosen  few; 
A  heart  that  loves  that  circle  small. 
But  breathes  benevolence  to  all ; 
Grows  old,  by  all  who  know  approved, 
Bv  friends  revered,  by  kindred  loved  ; 
This  heart, — this  man  shall  smiling  die, 
And  hallowed  be  his  memory ! 
The  tears,  that  fall  upon  his  clay. 
Shall  not  be  qyictcly  wiped  away ; 
But  when  remembrance  gives  to  view 
The  picture  of  a  man  so  true. 
The  gathering  drops«  and  deepening  sighs 
Shall  oft,  and  sadly  pleasing  rise ; 
While  breathes  a  prayer  from  every  breast, 
^  O  that  were  ^ijqub  si^ch  sainte4  rest.^ 
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CATS  PAW. 

Jp  Jimtifm  BuhmtmlJRmify  BdU,  o*  wkai  met  k^ 

m  w*rmmwhk  imr-ftrnhd  Matrtm  mt  S MMj  m^ 

fkt  fttmsmt  Cmmtv  of  Aeb. 

9T    TBS  mST.    IKISCB   XBOWS'*. 


Pvfi&,  xbe  priinr  piinccs  of  lier  pack, 
Tbe  )ovt3b«a  piece  of  while  mad  biad^ 

Of  nil  ilkt  purhi^  kind; 
BtM  fur  ^-m^  |;)u*'d  nasb  wbfe^ 

K  v^  a«.\  u  M*ii  *tf  Cm  sccmv — 
Si^c  Vti  tHM  Guar£a£*s  lip  ; 

Oi  ^uxk^iikd  r)k«<«e  t^  ><^  A^  gni. 

liiv«  JMMX  L>w|''d  i^iualipgfroin  their  boles 
Could  iM>i  Le^  lAioMlMig  ^nM»  their  souk 
Hiun!  U>>^  save  tbe  Kii^ ! 

•  foauttU  Umates  %i  Qtty  ia  Birlw^^iMAui^  nd  kagwi. 
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Humbugged,  and  vexM»  you  vrell  ma^  think, 
Scoff'd  Knaptoexould  but  sit  aqid  blink 

In  patience  as  becakhe  her ; 
Her  ruminating  mind  grew  sad. 
Disgrace  so  foul  might  have  drove  mad 

A  cat  less  wise  though  tamer. 


Her  face  she  cunningly  composed,. 
Sat  stilly  looked  prim,  as  if  she  doz'd, 

The  moraJier  shame  to  smothery 
Yet  whispering,  bloodily  she  swore, 
Yc  dogs  and  eVry  vermin  whore, 

I'll  mark  ybu,  son  and  mother ! 

Ah  !  'Ptiss,  with  cheese  no  more  make  free# ' 
My  moral  cattenvatUa  to  thee, 

.And  |hus  in  inercy  cries  out — 
l)ad  these  scrub  pesterers  of  the  house 
The  heart  or  courage  of  a  louse, 

^  Zooks !  they'd  have  claw'd  thy  eyes  out. 


EPITAPH  ON  COLBERT; 

MINISTER  OF  LOUIS  XIV.        ^ 

jpnom  the  Trenchm 

He^e  lies  the  Gather  of  taxation : 
May  Heaven*  his  faults  forgiving, 
Graat  him  repose ;  which  he,  while  livings 

W(Hdd,  never  grant  the  nation. 

R«  A.  O* 
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LAKIILANDS: 

Origittolfy  written  for  Inscription  in  a  Country  Reitdenct 

in  the  Vicinittf  ofDu^Hn.^ 

BT   WILLIAM  WE|IB,  lESQ. 


■   ■»*. 


WTimx  Miin  imp  jjH  « 


O  fif^  tondfm  ego  te  «spiciQ>  ttufd^^pf^e  Ikt^t ;  '  h 
Hone  veterum  libris,  nimc  soquiQ  ^t  UMtrt^f^^i  bjn^.. 
Pucere  sollicitae  jUcunda  oblivla  vUm ! 


'     I 


The  ortginal  intention  of  the  write|-  was  confined  to  a  tiinple  trans- 
lation of  the  quotation  from  Horace  which  is  given  as  the 
motto,  for  the  purpofe-of  JnscrifltKS  m  Ml  octagon  building  in 
a  favourite  recess  of  his  grounds.  '  Failing  to  satbfy  himself  m 
this  design,  his  ideas  extended  to  ashort  parM>hrase;  but  th« 
result  or  his  ch^^^  of  plan  wi(I  be  fpuj^^  ii^  tpe  {Resent  pub«> 
lication/  Ine  circumstance  is  mentionea  as  accounting  for  the 
form  of  address  which  the  composition  assumes^  as  welTas  somo 
other  peculi^|i^9  tf  uk^uDst,  vhieh  it  hai  n^  beea  deemed 
tss<£tial  to  remove. 


BiDST  thou  me  welcome  9tilly  gliid'seat  qf  ea5o! 
And  brc^tjbe  thy  shade?  their  faal)ow(id  p(>wdr  to  please, 
As  stiH  my  fond  wish  yroos  their  c6vcrt  ble^t. 
And  dcfeply  heart-loy'd  feels  thy  homr  of  rest  f    * 
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5Vhat  ti^o'  not  thine  the  boast  of  wide  clomaina  .     5 . 
Kor  gorgeous  wonder  stablish  here  her  reign ;  ^ 

Tho'  not  for  thee  Creation's  proud  array; 
Tor  thee  nor  Ocean  waves  expand  their  sway, 
Kor  o'ex  thy  head  in  mad  disorder  wild 
And  savage  waste  the  eternal  granite  pil'd ;  10 

for  thee  no  sweep  of  frowning  forest  near. 
No  devious  wiseard  haunt  of  gloom  and  fear  I 
Not  thine  the  giddy  heights,  the  headlong  steeps, 
Nor  chasms  that  shuddering  yawn  to  midnight  deqis ; 
Fantastic  scenes  !  with  living  force  imprest  ^5 

Of  mystic  influence  ofer  the  human  breast ! 
Nor  these  high  honors  thine  !  oh  barely  free 
From  City  concourse  and  from  rabble  glee  [ 
Free  from  the  cloudcrd  dust,  the  clattering  noise 
Of  City  parties  and  their  Sunday  joys ;  ^ 

The  scenes  where  ceaseless  throng,  at  wealth's  loud  cal). 
The  brick-red  villa  and  the^ad  stone  wall : 
Scap'd  too  from  City  taste  !  whose  meddling  hand 
With  cumbrous  frippery  deforms  the  land. 
Marshals  its  mimic  gauds  }n  dull  parade^  f$ 

)t|s  %amp'd  up  brick-pool  and  spruce  starved  cascade  i^ 
Bids  Clunese  bridge  or  Chinese  temple  flare, 
Or  old-new  Gothic  nick-nack  rise  in  air ; 
Kor  knows  the  country  its  primaeval  green^  , 
While  ei^viqus  masonry  usurps  the  scene ! .  30 

Yet  peace  to  such  (  nor  heeds  thy  just  disdain 
These  laboured  whimsies  of  the  sons  of  gain. 
Not  here  intrudes  their  sad  tumultuous  care^ 
Nor  frivolous  joys  thy  bosom'd  quiet  share.        ' 
For  has  not  nature's  self  here  rais'd  her  ahrinei^    ^  3^ 
Breathes  not  around^hee  all  her  calm  benign  ? 
|ier  steps  of  peace  serenest  raptjures  trace, 
JVnd  thriUix^  aijrs  her  living  presence  .grac^»  [ . 


44 


>   .»•/ 


i\C[dc  sprcaitfy  behold !  for  thee  her  various  stores 
With  fond  munificence  profuse  she  pours;  4^ 

O'er  thy,  loved  home  hipr  emerald  mantle  throv9«/  ', 
While  woods  sequestering  veil  its  soft  repose ;  •    ; 

Or  bold  contrasting  swells  the  russet  train     '      '   ;    7 
vJf  uncouth  y owns  or  rudely  wild  champaign. 
Where  not  a  tree  p'erlooks  the  expanse  austere,    '    4$ 
And  not  a  sound  breaks  on  its  peace  severe,    '  "  '';^ 

Save,  simplest  sounds  !  the  sheep-bell's  tinklitig  call,  ; 
jOr  4ns>6ct  hum,  or  streamlet's  rippling  fall ;  =  *  '  .  ' 
^A  world  of  soKtudel  whose  large  jcontrci  - 

To  thrill  extatic  wakes  the  accordant  soul;    -  60 

No  envious  fence  here  checks  the  excursive  range, 
As  gathering  round  successive  glories  change,  • 

y^T  as  yon  triple  cloud-topt  rock  *  ascends,      '  '        - 
Or  lengtlieniug  mountain  range  still  onward  bends,  •, 
O'er  wastes  where  erst  my  loitering  yoiith  has  strayed  53 
To  trace  each  wild  recess,  each  devious  glade,      ■    '  ' 
Each  witching  charm  of  Wicklow's  fairy  reign, 
Each  thrilling  ma2e  of  Powerscourt's  proud  domain,^^ 
Each  heath-clad  steep  that  Liffey's  fountain  crowns, 
Each  fearful  cliflf  whose  lowering  menace  frowns      60 
O'er  the  wild  lake  t  beneath  far  shadowed  deep, 
And  guards  the  horrors  of  its  awful  «leep  : 
Or  in  fond  change,  to  gaze  with  -searching  eyes  -; 

'where  northern  Mourn^s  bleak  forms  aspiring- rise,  '' 
Or  thwart  the  ocean  waste,  mark  Snowdon  rear        6S 
His  hoary  mass  mid  the  blue  fields  of  air 
Pistinct,  with  mighty  nameless  summits  more. 
That  watch  sublime  the  British  sister  shore.  ' 

\c  long»lost  joys  of  no  inactive  ease! 
breams  of  romance  !  your  raptures  still  can  please, 

•  Three-rock  Monntain. 

t  Longb  DtKj,  LnggeUaw,  Glandelovghi  &c« 
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^  Still  ^rt  Metiiory's  call  yq^t  glories  rise    •       *      7i 
And  meaning  phantasies  salute  my  eyes  l 
Nor  yet  unfeeling  fate  my  step  bewrays, 
Though  mers'd  in  toiling  life's  distracted  mase,  : 

From  your  charm'd  haunts  estrang'd,  far  off  to  roamy 
iftx  lost  to  you  to  fix  this  favour'd  home.  76 

Fond  with  its  scenes  your  ties  of  love  unite,  * 

As  swelling  fair  your  boundaries  strike  my  sight. 
And  oft  allure  my  willing  leet  to  climb 
With  unfatiguing  toil  their  heights  sublime  :  80 

(pne  various  rapturous  hour  those  heights  can  gain,    '- 
One  changeful  hour  restores  this  calm  domain. 
Mid  whose  bland  shades  the  eye  retraces  o*er 
Each  ample  range  my  footsteps  roark'd  before^  ;' . 

Or  won  by  present  chariQs,  exulting  roves  85 

^P'er  fields  of  bliss  and  native  pride  of  groves* 

And  sure  no  fields  can  boast  a  livelier  gFccn, 
No  b^awers  can  smile  with  gladness  more  serene. 
No  spring-drest  ^od  feed  more  refreshing  airs, 
(Jtfq  rural  powers  be  sooth'd  with  holier  prayers,        SO 
Than  ^hine,  lov'd  seat  1 — Does  here  some  inmate  ,God  ♦ 
"With  conscious  radiance  cheer  his  pleas'd  abode  ?:. 
Or  does. this  potent  calm  that  broods  around,  . 
^his  thrilling  awe  that  clothes  the  answering  gcpund>: 

^.■.  I  .... 

**  Alludes  to  the  Inscription  on  a  bench  near  a  stream  in  a 
^seqnestered  part  of  the  grounds — imitated  from  Gxa^s  Ode  t 
written  in  the  Album  of  the  Chartreuse  monastery :  .. 

'<  Xt  hujus  etiam  est  secreti  Reiigio  loci ;  .     , 

,  <'  Nativa  et  h«c  quoque  fluenta  Numen  babet/' 

.  •  •  .  .  •  *        ■  • 

.    t  Oh  Tui  sereri  reiigio  locift 
t  Qaocunque  gaudes  nomine '(noQ'levQ  .  ' 

Nativa  naim  cei^  flncnta  ; ..; ,.  .  .,    ..  ^.-^    .r,      * 
a  .     ^JMJaea  jiab«t»,7etsxe«|«le  Sjl  va  s — 
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TTiis  burst  of  throbs  tbaft  tlrro*  the  bcWbli  dirl  9St 

And  with  strange  rapture  agitate  the  h^iit. 
Proclaim  that  here  some  mighti^  hero  laid 
Midst  sympathising  glories  glads  his  shade  f 
.Sbme^sacred  chieftain  of  the  times  of  old« 
Whose  fame»  Who^e  death,  by  history  unfenroU'd,    lOfr 
This  high  mysterious  worship  large  repays 
Beyond  the  uncertain  strains  of  mortals'  prafMf  t 
Sure  is  his  meed  through  gathered  years  on  years, 
'iDrear  boundless  wastes,  where  even  Traditibti  fears 
With  desperate  wing  her  course  forlorn  to  sweep     K^ 
Or  claim  the  secrets  of  the  hideous  deep : 
Still  yet  she  dimly  points  to  yon  cold  plain  * 
Where  kindred  silence  now  and  torpor  reign# 
Where  erst  the  sons  of  war  fierce  contest  waged, 
Where  slaughter  madden'd,  where  fell  havoc  raged,  llO 
Whence  awful  borne  in  sorrowing  warrior  state 
Mid  these  near  shades,  the  victor  chief  elate 
BlessM  their  repose  with  parting  hallowed  breath, 
And  with  high  transport  hail'd  a  hero's  deadi. 
Qltges  uncounted  since  have  worn  away,  ll/> 

And  whelmed  that  fane  long  lost  in  black  decay. 
Memorial  raised  by  pious  hands  in  vain 
When  Heaven  sent  peace  had  calmed  each  hostile  tram^ 
Close  where  these  garden  yews  uphold  their  shade. 
And  clustering  bones  reproach  the  intruding  spade :  120 
,  ..... 

♦  xt  Near  the  four-mile  stone  is  Moreen  (or  Margnrcf  s)t  a  moSt 
**  pleasiBg  situation  :  it  is  within  three  miles  of  the  sea,  of  which 
*<  it  has  a  grand  view,  abo  of  the  city  and  adjoining  county  for 
**  many  miles.  This  place  is  remarkable  for  having  a  desperate 
"  battle  fought  in  it  some  centuries  ago  by  two  of  the  neighbour* 
*'  ing  families,  who  on  their  revenge  being  satiated,  mutually 
^  agreed  to  erect  a  church  m  the  vaHey  where  tJte  engagement  vsof^ 
"  hmd,  and  from  thence  called  tie  croM*church  of  Moreen." 

^jlMnfs  vpoMctiaiie  Ck»mpaiuoD,  p.  391* 
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With  Nature's  incense  stiii  liis  slec^  is  Ue^ft, 
Creatidn's  reverencte  \f  atches  o'er  his  tesft 

Why  else;  thou  chosen  grdatly  favdur'd  "scenfe, 
Thy  secret  charm,  lily  changeless  ^mile  serene  P 
The  cheering  breath  uiat  woos  thy  conscloXis  bowttH, 
The  nameless  witcheries  of  thy  blissful  hotirs  ?         idS 
Why  thus  assi^'d  with  partial  guardian  care 
Each  envied  gilt  thy  bounds  exclusive  fi/hafe  f 
Whence  the  mild  soil  with  living  bounties  stored. 
Or  bosom'd  fossil  Wealth  its  veins  afiiorrd  f  130 

Boons  which  for  thee  parental  earth  benigti 
Rich  pours,  impregned  by  genial  powdr  divine^ 
That  orooding  fond,  her  sluggish  bosom  wierms 
And  each  dull  particle  with  life  itiforms, 
^Spreads  the  gay  bloom  that  wraps  thy  vivid  plaiui  135  ' 
And  with  |^roud  honor  clothes  thy  rural  reign. 
Awe-struck  even  untaught  hind&  revering  own 
The  Sacred  wonders  of  its  mystic  throne, 
Whose  high  pre-eminence  still  smiles  supreme, 
.'White,  pressing  fervent  round,  rich  splendors  stream, 
iSWell  witli  their  willing  pomp  its  ample  ^tate,  141 

Nor  mix  dieir  fortune  with  its  favourdiate, 
£ven  dungeon'd  pleasure-gronnd  of  yon  demesne 
Wakes  but  the  throb  of  pardoning  pity's  pain^ 
^While  hid  from  thee  its  motley  fabricks  rise,  145 

And  tedious  boundary  walls  fatigue  the  eyes  ; 
Harmful  alone  its  gloom  where,,  thwart  those  woods,^ 
HoWth  smiles  rejoicing  midst  his  pomp  of  Aoods, 
Thine  oialy  then,  while  winter's  storm  bereaves 
'Yon  mean  ash  branches  of  their  envious  leaves ;      150 
Discourteous  guard  of  that  forbidding  line 
Where  just  their  acres  with  thy  acres  join. 
Yet  why  on  cureless  ills  vain  murmunngs  waste. 
Or  plaining  brood  o'er  wrongs  of  lordly  taste  i 
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Oh  blest  in  yoR  horizon's  various  roundy  l$i 

Bless'd  in  ^that  mountain's  long  retiring  bound ; 
Bless'd  in  the  smile  oif  Anville's  woodclothed  sweep, 
And  forest  crown  of  haughty  Meripn's  steQp, 
That  o'er  its  subject  regions  towering,  shields 
From  city  smoke  and  care  thy  sacred  fields ;  loO 

;And  through  the  seasons'  ever-circling  train^ 
Hoar  winter's  frown  and  summer's  roseate  rejgn, 
Bless'd  still  supreme  in  each  bright  joy  that  knows 
The  endearing  transport  of  thy  home  depose ; 

/rhe  proud  exuberance  of  thy  glowing  lawn,  l65 

Its  breezy  swell,  its  cherish'd  shades  withdrawn ; 
Thy  frequent  streams  that  with  perennial  wave 
And  lingering  reverence  the  sQOth'd  meadows  lave. 
In  murmuring  peace  their  genial  progress  take, 

-Or  smile  expansive  in  their  bosoming  lake,  itO 

Around,  above,  whose  lucid  gladness  spreads, 
And  radiant  glories  o'er  the  landscape  sheds  ; 
Clothes  thy  mild  wood  walk  gloom  or  terrace  gay 
With  each  lov'd  colouring  of  the  changeful  day, 
With  brighten'd  splendor  cheers  the  orient  beam, 

jspr  breathes  fresh  magic  o'er  eve's  parting  gleam,    17^ 
To  each  calm  glade  gives  aivimation's  mien. 
And  wakes  to  glow  and  life  the  wondering  scene ; 
That  sure  to  more  than  thee  its  joy  displays, 

,  While  Holier  inmates  greet  its  jocund  blaze :  160 

Full  sure,  as  borne  on  evening's  fragraiit  breeze 
Joins  the  soft  murmuring  of  the  heaving  seas,  ,    f 

Such  hymn  as  custom'd  forms  *  ei-st  chauuted  <ileair,  . 
With  heaven-lov'd  spirits'  mingling  strains  I  hea^^,  .  '. 
While  at  each  sacred  swell  symphonious  flows  1^5 

The  charm'd  accordance  of  earth's  pleas'id  repose  ;    .\ 

♦  Kilraacud,  the  Irish  appellationof  the  place  generalljj  ine^MS 
«  The  Church  of  th6  FrUrsV' 
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That  as  I  hear>  bids  vake  each  great  desire. 

And  kindles  into  glow  seraphic  fire ; 

Gives  each  vain  discord  of  the  breast  to  cease> 

And  stills  each  human  passion  into  peace  ;  19^ 

Through  the  thrill'd  heart  while  purest  transports  roll, 

To  highest  heavenward  aim  conforms  the  soul. 

Blest  seat !  from  thee  diurnal  drudge  while  borne, 
And  from  thy  shades  of  peace  regretful  torn  ; 
Tom  from  each  joy  that  glads  thy  social  dome,       195 
Each  fond  endearing  charity  of  Home ; 
Torn  from  the  influence  of  her  charm  serene 
That  beams  high  felt  o'er  all  thy  conscious  scene, 
Her  sympathy  that  spleen's  dread  power  beguiles, 
And  meed  rich  priz'd  of  her  approving  smiles  ;       200 
From  thy  whole  hoard  of  bliss  while  doom'd  to  part, 
Bind  still  thy  spells  around  my  secret  heart, 
Nor  e'er  suspend  their  soft  constraining  power 
Mid  the  vext  gloom  of  Care's  recurring  hour  : 
Through  crowds, -through  smoke,  through  fretful  can- 
kering toil,  20'5 
Through  all  vicissitude  of  human  coil. 
Each  fever'd  throb,  each  fiercer  wish  control. 
And  ^x  thy  empire  o'er  my  willing  soul ; 
Dispel  vain  fears,  all  earth-bom  hope  refine. 
And  raise  the  mortal  to  a  height  divine. '  210 

Since  such  the  fervors  that  thy  peace  invest. 
Such  their  sure  influence  o'er  thy  votary's  breast, 
Bid  thou  me  welcome  still,  glad  seat  of  ease^ 
And  breathe  thou  still  thy  hallowed  power  to  please ! 


▼OL,  T»^ 
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THE  DREAM. 


^nnov^n  many  a  night,  with  wahelol  sighs 
I  watch'd  the  taper's  sickly  gleam, 

^11  Sleepy  in  pity,  closed  my  eyes. 

And  brought  me  such  a — such  a  dream ! 

Methought,  whilst  my  poor  heart  was  Yentinf 
Its  gnefs,  so  often  breath'd  in  vain, 

I  mark'd  thy  scornful  soul  relenting. 
And  saw  thee  weep— to  see  my  paiiK 

And  when,  this  pity  to  improve. 
My  rising  hopes  I  dared  to  name; 

I  heard  thee  chide  my  trembling  love, 
Yet  whisper — Ah  f  1  feci  the  same. 

Oh  then  how  fondly  I  caress^  thee  I 
How  wildly  gazed  upon  thy  charms  ! 

How  madly  to  my  bosom  press'd  thee  ! 
And  died-^ayc,  died  within  thine  arms  I 


Thus — thus  I  triumph'd,  haughty  fair. 
In  spite  of  all  thy  barbarous  pride  1 

Thus  did  thy  very  scorn  prepare 
The  very  raptures  it  denied ! 

Henceforth  my  soul  shall  comfort  borrow 
From  this  dear,  fleeting,  failcied  bliss ; 

Shall  patient  bear  its  days  of  sorrow, 
In  hopes  of  one  more  night  lik«  this. 


SI 
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A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE 


To  F*****  L******»,  EiQ. 


Should  I  resolve  in  verse  to  write, 
•  (In  Pallas*  and  Apollo's  spite), 
I  fear  no  mortal  man  would  chuse 
My  homely  pages  to  peruse  ; 
But«  with  a  thousand  bitt'rest  curses. 
Damn  both  the  poet  and  his  verses* 
Yet  have  I  often  tried  your  patience 
With  vague  allusions  and  translations ; 
And  tho'  I  write  as  never  man  did, 
Still  have  I  found  you  cool  and  candid  ; 
To  you  then,  free  from  cynic  sneer, 
I  scribble  without  thought  or  fear, 
Nor  (tho'  unaided  by  the  Muse) 
Tremble  at  Critical  Reviews ! 
And  now,  altho' fwith  nose  disjointed, 
Au  desespoir,  quite  disappointed, 
I,  as  from  hence  you'll  understand, 
Haye  boldly  "  taken  pen  in  hand/^ 

*  In  Pallas  spite — ^invitStMinervlL 

f  With  hos«  dbjeinttd-HUi  allusioQ  t9  the  M  Mjiagy  *  Yovr 
ttiit  M  wt  tf  IQ^tt." 

X  2 
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To  tell  you,  in  a  sad  narration, 
,        The  horrors  of  my  situation  : 

Hence  do  not  falsely  form  conjectnret 
Of  some  as  yet  unheard-of  lectures ; 
*  Or  >vish  to  know  what  acquisitioni 
I've  lately  made — of  impositions. 

Tho'  plagued  to  death  with  disputatioDt 
And  Ciceronian  declamations ; 
Trust  me  that  ilb  far  worse  surround  me. 
Perplex,  tease,  vex,  distress,  confound  me : 
Worse  e'en  than  those  which  poets  say, 
{Horace,  and  others  of  his  day), 
+  **  The  thief  Prometheus  once  attended, 
**  When  he  from  Heav'n  with  fire  descended,* 
Know  then,  that  lore's  the  sole  occasion  ' 

Of  my  desponding  situation. 
And  that  the  summit  of  attraction 
Has  well-nigh  brought  me  to  distraction : 
But  since  'tis  your's,  as  all  can  tell, 
The  clouds  of  sorrow  to  dispel ; 
A  truth,  who  doubts  (if  ought  there  h% 
Who  dare  dispute  your  pleasantry). 
Send  them  to  Brazen-nose,  to  Towers, 
He'll  vindicate  your  comic  powers  ! 
And,  should  a  disbeliever  crave  it. 
Would  of  this  truth  make  affidavit, 
*'  That  tho'  o'erwhelm'd  with  storms  of  woe, 
J  Or  sighs  steal  out,  or  tears  should  flow ; 

•  Or  wish  to  know.    To  ne  quaesicris  scire. — Hot, 
t  For  particalars  of  that  unfortunate  gentleman  see  Hor.  04>  9- 
•r  Ovid  at  large. 
%  Or  sighs  steal  oat,  &c. 

**  Now  li^hs  fteal  oat  and  tears  begin  to  fiow.^ 

Pope  — Sjtaj  on  Cuticii 
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Yet  spite  of  sorrow,  when  you're  present, 
Should  he  be  hang'd  he  must  look  pleasant.' 

With  you  then  shall  my  hours  be  spent 
In  quips,  and  cranks,  and  merriment ; 
And  Care  (if  e'er  he  should  attack  us), 
We  will  resist  with  potent  Bacchus. 
But  when  the  spring,  all-genial  season, 
Has  budding  foliage  spread  the  trees  on^ 
We  will  nobiscum,  aut  amicis, 
*  "  Sail  ev'ry  evening  up  the  Isis; 
**  Or  rather,  should  it  please  our  taste^ 
**  In  phaetons  to  Woodstock  haste."  » 

Here  as  I  waste  the  midnight  oil, 
And  vainly  till  Parnassian  soil, 
Wrapt  in  a  melancholy  gloom 
I  mourn  my  love'*  untimely  doom. 
While  undisturbed  by  festive  sound 
Here  sacred  silence  reigns  around. 
Save  where  some  Fellow  of  the  Collegt 
Visits  the  dome  of  classic  knowledge, 
Which  once  fair  Cloacma's  seat, 
Is  now  the  M  use's  dun  retreat ; 
Or  save,  where  on  the  house- top  sprawling^ 
Wrapt  in  ecstatic  caterwawling. 
The  tabby  race,  in  am'rous  play, 
Pass  many  a  pleasing  hour  away. 

Oh  would  Calliope  descend. 
My  humble  verses  to  befriend  ; 
Or  would  the  maid  of  form  divine 
Inspire  my  breast  with  fire  like  thine, 

♦  Sail  ev'ry  ev'ning,  &c.    Navibus  atque 

Quadrigis  p«timas  beat  viTer««-*H«r« 
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Then  would  i  sing  of  heroes  taken, 
Who  could  not  wisely  save  their  bacoB* 

Ot  Harcourt  who,  by  *  aid  of  Pallas, 
Surpris'd  great  chieftains  in  his  sallies) 
Would  tell  of  Sullivan's  fam'd  island, 
AVhere  ships  stuck  fast  upon  the  dry  land ; 
And,  to  the  squadron's  great  confusion. 
Sir  Pfter  f  n>et  with  a  contusion.  J 
Or  would  the  gracious  maid  Urania 
Grant  me  to  sing  of  fair  Titania; 
Then  would  I  treat  of  light-heel'd  fairies 
Trippiiig  'twixt  liadcliffe  and  St.  Mary's ; 
While  some  with  tist  and  stick  belabour, 
Aided  by  mouth  and  pipe,  the  tabor ; 
Some  from  the  acorn  sip  the  dew, 
And  some  at  Corpus  visit  you. 

But  soft,  mcthinks  a  voice  I  hear 
§  That  checks  mc  in  my  bold  career, 
Bids  me  attend  to  Wisdom's  rule, 
Nor  out  of  season  play  the  fooL 
Yet  may  I  safely  tune  my  string 
While  trifliwg  themes  like  these  I  sing; 
But  oh  !  would  Fate  for  once  propitioui 
Grant  me  th'  enjoyment  of  n^y  wishes, 
II  In  humble  track,  and  at  a  distance, 
Devoid  of  Clio's  kind  assistance. 


♦  ^y  aid  of  Pallas.     Aut  ope  Palladcs.— Hor. 
t  Mot  With  n  coTiiusion.    See,  if  the  reader  Ibink  it  worth  whiit» 
that  fi[(illant  Commander 's  Letter. 
^  This  E|)i8tic  WHS  written  during  the  American  war.  xd, 

i  Tliat  checkv  tne,  &c.     Phoebus  volentcm  praslia  me  loqui 

lurropuit. 
I  At  ft  diitance.    Longo  sed  proximus  intervallt. 
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^e  loftier  strains  I  fain  would  follow^ 
Of  you,  Bathojw^s*^  great  Apollo. 
Sweet  bard  of  Avon,  be  my  guide. 
As  down  the  stream  of  Fame  I  glide ; 
But  if,  by  adverse  tempests  tost, 
My  bark,  ill-fated,  should  be  lost, 
Drop  the  soft  tear  o'er  my  remains, 
And  mourn  my  loss — in  elegiac  strains. 


THE  DEXTEROUS  EVASION. 


A  HE  Doctor  was  just  on  the  very  last  stair 
Towards  the  room  of  his  Son,  when  of  doxies  a  pair 

Escap'd  by  the  opposite  door; 
Whilst  the  youth  had  just  time  to  lay  hold  of  a  book| 
And  in  it — assuming  a  sanctified  look — 

He  began  most  intently  to  pore. 

When  the  Doctor  beheld  him,  he  cry'd,  overjoy'd, 
"  Tp  see  you,  dear  Richard,  thus  wisely  employ'd 

Your  affectionate  father  much  pleases. 
But  what  were  you  reading  ?  Your  Blackstone?"  "  Why, 

No,  Sir, 
I  was  merely  beguiling  an  hour  or  so,  Sir.'' 

**  But  with  what?"  "  ,Why  some  Fugitive  PkcesJ^ 

»•  W.  !• 

*  Grt at  Apollo.    Magnus  ApoUo. 


« 
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BLINDNESS : 

A  POEM. 

IT   THE    LATE    ANNA    SEWAR|>*. 


Loi90,  for  my  circling  years,  the  Lord  of  Day 
Illum'd  Creation  with  his  glorious  ray  ; 
And  long,  of  Youth  and  Health  the  rosy  hours 
Sau  liberal  Toil,  with  proraisory  powers, 
Preparing  against  faded  age  the  peace 
Of  modest  competence,  when  strength  might  ceas€* 
Then,  as  with  cheerful  hope  my  earnest  sight 
Imbib'd  the  blessings  of  the  sacred  light. 
Slow  on  that  sight  the  mists  prelusive  stole. 
Dim,  and  more  dim  the  gathering  shadows  roll, 
Till,  with  the  last  thick  drop,  the  visual  boon 
Sunk  into  darkness  'mid  the  blaze  of  noon ! 

Hqw  have  I  Ipv'd  the  changeful  year  to  trace. 
Each  laughing  beauty,  each  terrific  grace  ! 
To  see  gay  Spring  her  vital  influence  pour, 
Green  the  bleak  field,  and  gild  the  balmy  shower ; 
Tint  the  young  foliage  with  her  tenderest  hue, 
And  feed  the  opening  flowers  with  richest  dew. 

•  Tkif  Poem  was  written  in  February,  1806,  at  the  re<|uest  of 
an  ingenious  Engraver  and  Drawing-master,  who  lost  his  sight  by 
the  gutta  serena  in  his  !^8th  year,  and  was  therefore  obliged  to 
change  his  profession  for  that  of  Music,  under  the  patronage  of  the 
PucHKSS  or  Lkkds. 
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Charm'd  did  I  mark  bright  Summsr  climb  the  sky, 
LeAve  half  the  river's  pebbly  channel  dry; 
On  breathing  meads  the  tutted  hay-cocks  pile, 
'Till  the  ripe  Year's  consummate  glories  smile* 

View'd  jocund  Autumn  rear  her  rival  sheaves. 
With  gold  and  purple  tip  the  unfadcd  leaves ; 
Crown  amber  mornings  with  seren-st  noons 
And  night's  dark  zenith  with  protracted  moons ; 
Shake  the  rich  fruit  from  every  loaded  bough. 
And  with  the  wheaten  wreath  adorn  her  brow; 
'Till  colder  gales  thepal'd  horizon  roam, 
And  stain>  and  smear  the  gold-empurpled  bloom  ; 
While  sweeping  mists,  conglobing  as  they  pass, 
Bend  with  their  silent  drops  the  long,  coarse  grass. 
And  turn,  as  on  screen'd  plat  it  timid  blows, 
To  livid  hue  the  lone  and  lingering  rose  ; 
Bare  the  rude  thorns  on  all  the  russet  hills, 
And  crust  with  ice  the  borders  of  the  rills. 
Pensive  I  mark'd  when,  with  reverted  eyes, 
Disorder'd  garments  and  foreboding  si«;hs, 
The  last yi/ir  Season  left  hill,  dale,  and  plain, 
The  yielded  victims  of  the  Iron  Reign. 

Saw  Winter  rove  the  desolated  heath, 
Swol'n  floods  arresting  with  petrific  breath  ; 
Send  round  the  mountains  all  his  winds  to  howl,      • 
Pale  the  slow  morn,  and  bid  the  long  night  scowl : 
But  oft  the  glowing  hearth,  the  neat  repast, 
I  saw,  1  lelt  deride  his  power  to  blast ; 
Since,  if  without  the  furious  tempests  pass, 
Boom  thro'  the  vales,  and  rattle  on  the  glass, 
Within  was  the  gay  talk,  the  flowing  bowl, 
And  Friendship's  smile,  that  summer  of  the  souL 

Ah,  dear  vicissitudes  !  to  me  ye  live 
Only  on  Memory's  record  ;  yet  ye  givt 
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TRm  netrospe ctive  pleasure,  ne'er  to  ris* 
In  the  sad  Few  of  «?er-rayl€ss  eyes. 
Whose  infant  orbs,  not  opening  on  the  light. 
From  light  maternal  sprung  to  ceaseless  night ; 
Lost  to  their  sense  each  charm  boon  Nature  shows. 
That  dawns  and  spreads,  that  varies  and  that  glows. 

Then  grateful  let  me  prove,  indulg'd  to  find 
Exemption  from  those  pangs  which  rack  the  mind^ 
Springing  from  foil'd  solicitude  to  reach 
What  Genius  canpot  paint,  nor  Wisdom  teach; 
Pangs  which  the  fruitless  thirst  to  know  inspires 
With  ever  craving,  never  fed  desires. 

Comparing  thus  severer  with  severe. 
Arrested  be  my  groan,  exhal'd  my  tear ! 
*.  Yet,  f/et  Creation  stands  a  blank  to  mc, 
Her  face  now  cover'd  with  a  sable  sea  I 
Still  am  I  dbom'd  thro'  life's  rough  paths  to  stray; 
A  long,  deprived,  and  desolated  way ! 

But,  to  relieve  inevitable  woes, 
To  my  internal  sight  auspicious  rose 
A  beauteous  pair;  Music,  the  Maid  sublime. 
With  stores  increasing  from  the  morn  of  Time  ; 
Such  melodies  as,  slowly  rising,  stole 
OH  Saul's  distracted  sense  with  sweet  controul, 
'Till  frantic  Rag(?  and  fell  Despair  were  flown, 
And  Hope  resum'd  her  abdicated  throne. 

So  Music  it  was  thine,  by  high  behest. 
To  sooth  and  tranquillize  the  stormy  breast, 
Ere  Harmony  began  her  mazy  rounds, 
Blending  accordant  and  discordant  sounds, 
'Till,  thro'  the  ear,  the  mingled  currents  roll, 
One  sweet,  one  perfect,  one  revolving  whole  ! 
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IHARIA ; 

OR* 

THE  MOTHER'S  DIRGE. 

DIRGE  THE  FIBST. 
BY  WILLIAM  CAREY,  ESQ. 


From  bubbling  streams,  or  springs  that  rit* 
In  mountain  grot,  or  willowy  vale. 
Bring  water,  while  I  close  these  eyes, 
And  kiss  these  lips  so  cold  and  pale. 
From  tufted  grove  and  shadowy  glen, 
Untrodden  by  the  feet  of  men, 
From  sedgy  banks  and  fragrant  fields 
Bring  every  flower  that  Nature  yields ; 
And  scatter  every  breathing  sweet 
On  lov'd  Maria's  winding  sheet. 

Blest  Spirit,  newly  freed  from  pain, 
While  o'er  thy  faded  cheek  I  bend, 
Belov'd,  and  watch'd,  and  wept,  in  vain, 
A  moment  more  thy  flight  suspend. 
Behold,  while  hovering  on  thy  wing, 
With  water  from  the  silver  spring 
I  wash  thy  limbs,  I  spread  thy  bier ; 
And  lay  thee  down  with  many  a  tear. 
Clad  in  thy  shroud  of  spotless  white. 
To  slumber  tbiough  thy  weary  night. 


Co 

Thy  lender  smile,  thy  soothing  Toice, 
Thy  playful  innocence,  no  more, 
Thy  fond,  fond  mother  shall  rejoice : 
Thy  little  dreams  of  joy  are  o'er. 
Of  all  the  graces  of  thy  mind. 
No  token  wilt  thou  leave  behind  v 
No  trace  of  thee  will  soon  remain. 
But,  in  this  breast  a  mother's  pain  ; 
A  mossy  grave,  an  humble  stone. 
To  t«li  thy  years  and  name  unknowib 


MARIA; 

OR» 

THE  MOTHER'S  DIRGE. 

DIRGE  THE  SECOND. 

BT  THE  SAUB. 

How  fragrant  is  the  breath  of  Spring ; 
The  lark  and  linnet,  on  the  wing. 
Their  wild- wood  carrols  sweetly  sing  : 

Oh  list,  how  sweet,  my  Daughter  I 

The  morning  sky  is  ting*d  with  gold. 
The  landscape  lovely  to  behold. 
The  groves  their  vivid  buds  urfold — 

Awake,  arise,  my  Daughter ! 
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Art  thou  so  fast  in  slumber  bound  I 
And  is  tby  chamber  so  profound  ? 
So  barred  from  light  and  closM  from  sound  f 
So  cold  thy  bed,  my  Daughter  I 

No  sun  thy  narrow  house  can  cheer : 
No  spring,  no  summer,  there  appear, 
No  change  of  seasons  marks  the  year, 

No  voice  is  heard,  my  Daughter  ! 

No  play-mate  can  to  thee  repair; 
Thy  bed  no  lov'd  companion  share ; 
The  worm  alone  has  entrance  there. 

The  silent  worm^  my  Daughter ! 

Of  late,  I  mark'd  on  Avon's  side, 
The  bending  lilly's  silver  pride 
Reflected  in  the  chrystal  tide : 

And  thought  on  thee,  my  Daughter ! 

Alas,  in  one  revolving  hour 

A  chilling  blast,  an  angry  show'r. 

Beat  down  the  lovely  ruin'd  flow'r — 

How  like  thy  fate,  my  Daughter ! 

Thy  spring  is  past — ^it  swiftly  fled — 
For  pain  and  sorrow,  on  thy  head, 
The  vial  of  affliction  shed, 

And  blighted  thee,  my  Daughter ! 

But  ah,  the  graces  of  thy  mind, 
Thy  sense  and  gentleness  corabinM, 
Thy  looks  of  love,  and  voice  so  kind. 
Can  I  foTgeti  my  Daughter  ? 
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Since  1  mttst  quit  this  hial  pla^e. 
Oh  could  I  once  more  view  thy  hct^ 
And  fold  thee  in  a  last  embrace. 

And  press  thy  hand,  my  Dangler! 

Or,  could  I  ope  thy  lowly  shrine. 
And  Lay  my  burning  cheek  to  thine, 
Tba  world,  1  think,  1  c^oold  rengn. 

And  !4eep  with  thee,  my  Daughter ! 


MARIA; 

oa, 
THE  MOTHER'S  DIRGE. 

DIUGE  THE  THIRD. 

BY. THE   8AM£» 

TwA8  at  this  hour,  this  heavy  hour. 
But  yesterday  'twas  at  this  hour, 
The  beams  of  noon  serenely  shining, 
When,  yielding  to  the  fatal  Power, 

My  sweetest  Flower 
Droop'd  low  her  head,  her  life  resigning, 

I  watch 'd  her  eye— that  beauteous  eye, 
I  watch'd  the  sun-set  of  her  eye, 
'Till  Death  o'er-shadow'd  ev'ry  feature. 
I  caught  the  long-drawn,  struggling  sigh, 

The  plaintive  cry, 
AbA  lait  dtiep  moan  •f  parting  natura. 
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Oh  lovely  May  !  sweet  month  of  May, 
*Twas  in  the  merry  month  of  May, 
That  Heav'n  bestow'd  my  precious  treasure  ; 
I  kiss'd  her  new-botn  tears  away, 

And  bless'd  the  day. 
With  all  a  mother's  pride  and  pleasure. 

How  bright  my  child,  my  dearest  child ! 
While  sucitling  thee,  my  dearest  child. 
The  days  of  joy  to  joy  succeeded  ! 
When  Hope  upon  my  Angel  smil'd. 

The  Winter  wild 
FassM  howling  o'er  my  roof  unheeded. 

Three  years  my  breast,  my  flowing  breast. 
Three  years,  I  gave  to  thee  my  breast ; 
The  fountain  of  thy  sweet  nutrition  : 
My  bosom  was  thy  halcyon  nest, 

Thy  nightly  rest. 
The  haven  of  thy  lov'd  fruition* 

In  Loda*s  bowers,  her  sunny  bowers. 
Light  wreaths  1  wove  in  LoJas  bowers. 
For  thee  upon  the  turf  reclining  ; 
Green  buds  refresh'd  by  genial  showers. 

With  wild-wood  ffower*  • 
The  rose  and  hyacinth  entwining. 

But  now,  no  more,  ah  never  more. 
Thy  smile  shall  gladden  me  no  more^ 
Thy  pale  remains  from  me  they  seven 
To-morrow — sweetest  child,  adieu! 

From  moftal  view 
The  grave  shall  cover  tnee  for  ever. 


^0 
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TO  A  LADY. 


SENT  WITH  HAMMONiyS  LOVE  ELEGIES* 


XtfBT  costly  presents  win  the  fickle  fair. 

Let  heaps  of  wealth  the  sordid  bosom  move  ; 

To  thee,  my  Marian,  no  such  gifts  I  bear ; 
I  have  no  wealth,  no  treasure — but  my  love* 


!!• 


Yet  take  (all  I  can  give)  these  tender  plaints 

That   breathe   from  Hammond's  sweetly-mournful 
tongue ; 

Such  as,  beyond  what  Fiction  feebly  paints. 
Nature  inspires,  and  her  Tibullus  sung* 


IIT. 


Oft  shalt  thou  steal  to  read  in  secret  here« 

When  from  all  else  but  love  thy  thoughts  are  free  : 

on  shalt  thou  drop  the  sympathixing  tean 

And  while  thou  pityest  Hammoud,  think  of  m«. 


IV. 


Oft  too*  whilst  I  in  5s*^rn>w  waste  my  youth 
A  wrptch«d  exil^  f^r  fmm  thee  aiiid  bli$s 

Tbou*h  kiss»  periiaps  ll^^^^  m  of  mv  trtitk ; 

OH«tVA!lk»Uc  ikiikM! 
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O !  whilst  on  earth  she  beuds  her  modest  eye. 
That  I  could  gaze  upon  those  blushing  cheeks ! 

That  I  could,  fix'd  in  silent  rapture  by. 

Fondly  devour  each  nectar'd  word  she  speaks  I 

VI. 

O  ineffectual  vows  !  O  cruel  doom  ! 

From  all  my  soul  holds  dear^  so  soon  to  part  ? 
Meantime,  perhaps,  some  lovelier  youth  may  com« 

And  drive  me  hopeless  from  my  Marian's  heart. 

Yet  rest^  too  credulous  heart !  my  Marian  swears, 
That  none,  but  me,  shall  in  her  bosom  reign ; 

Farewell  then,  now  farewell  to  all  my  cares  1 
Farewell  to  love-lorn  Hammond's  plaintive  strain* 


EPIGRAM. 

TO  A  DULL  Story-teller, 

You'rb  proud,  because  when  you  relate 
Your  dull,  long-winded  stories, 

From  those  who  chance  to  hear  you  prate 
Of  laughter  loud  the  roar  is. 

But  check  your  pride,  egregious  calf ! 

Believe  my  words  are  true — 
It  is  not  at  your  tale  they  laugh, 

They  only  laugh  at  you. 

B.  A%  D. 

TOL.  VI.  9 


RlilNS 
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OF  ATHENS, 


/ 
BT  THE  REV.  HENRY  ])0YI)| 

TRANSLATOR   OF   DANTX* 


ARGUMENT, 

Introduction.  General  proposition  and  division  of  the  subject. 
Situations  most  favourable  to  freedom.  Ofigin  of  Athenian  Li* 
berty.  Effects  of  the  Republican  Spirit.  Causes  of  the  corrnp* 
tion  of  their  Orators,  Poets,  and  Fhilosophers^  with  its  iufloeoce  oa. 
their  moral  opinions. 


Oh  !  for  a  voyage  to  tV  Antipodes, 
Where  over  day's  fair  eye  her  flimsy  toils 
*  The  giant  spider  of  Iberia  spreads  ! 
To  see  him  trembling  for  the  pendent  woof, 
And  watching  anxious,  on  the  waving  verge 
Of  his  detested  snares,  with  blood  distain'd 
Of  poor  Peruvian  flies,  lest  with  bold  plumo 
The  British  eagle,  soaring  to  the  sun, 
Should  wing  too  near  his  long  aerial  flight 
And  sweep  his  meshes  to  the  winds  away ! 
Ye  Equinoctial  Isles  !  Taproband 
And  Java  !  send,  Oh  send  your  opiate  drugs 

♦  Written  in  the  summer  of  ITPO,  at  the  time  of  the  dispute 
with  tlie  Spaniards,  about  the  trade  of  Nootkd  Sound. 
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Of  drowsiest  potency,  the  minds  to  lull 
Of  these  fallen  tribes^  lest  from  their  torpid  tranc* 
Britannia's  thundfer  wake  them  !  Envious  night 
Oh !  draw  your  wide  Cimmerian  curtain  round 
Tenfold,  lest  on  the  optics  of  the  soul 
Deep-seal'd,  the  day  star  senA  her  glance  afar 
And  trouble  their  repose !  For  in  the  beam 
Those  phantoms  flutter  with  unwelcome  wing, 
Which,  like  the  forms  that  haunt  the  assassin's  dream. 
Proud  Despotism  abhors, — ^The  sense  of  wrong. 
Vindictive  zeal  and  ^nger,  manly  scorn 
Of  adulation,  love  of  equity. 
And  feeling  for  th'  opprest;  for  these  expand 
The  mind's  infantine  powers,  and  bid  them  grow 
Soon  to  gigantic  size,  like  the  blest  touch 
Of  bright  Ithuriel's  spear,  by  Milton  sung. 

With  amorous  ditties,  such  as  Hindoo's  God 
Breathes  in  sweet  magic  o'er  the  softened  dime, 
Compose  their  slumbers  I  Her  enervate  notes 
The  Gallio  muse  will  lend,  which  sooth'd  the  swaios 
Of  Narbonne  and  Tolosa's  tribes  of  yore. 

♦  They  can  be  spar'd,  for  now  the  Gallic  muse 
Flings  by  the  Lydian  flute,  and  thro'  the  trump 
Breathes  the  long  Eleutherian  strain,  that  wake^ 
The  startled  nations  round,  to  royal  ears 
Discordant,  as  the  screech  owl's  fatal  dirge 
Which  sung  the  fall   of  f  Duncan.     Oh}  what 

change ! 

*  Some  warm  expressions  in  favour  of  the  aspect  whieh,  in 
1790,  the  Gallic  revolution  seemed  to  exhibit  will,  perhaps,  b% 
pardoned  by  those  who  contemplated  it  mneteen  years  ago. 

t  Macbeth. 
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The  royal  Pedagogue  has  lost  his  rod  ! 

His  school  is  all  broke  lo'jse  !  the  very  walls 

Long  echoing  to  his  pupils'  groans,  are  laid 

Flat  as  the  battlements  of  Jericho  ! 

Ah  ili-starr'd  tutor,  was  it  then  for  thee 

To  let  thy  train  forsake  thy  rigid  lore, 

To  join  the  Saturnalia  of  the  West 

And  catch  contagion  from  that  *  madding  band. 

Which  claim'd  a  right  of  gamboling,  unknown 

To  thee  and  thine  ?     And  now,  like  swarming  beet 

They  "  sport  amid  the  liquid  noon/'     Elate 

With  most  triumphant  minstrelsie,  they  scorn 

The  Dust  abundant  by  thy  minions  flung 

To  check  their  wild  excursions,  and  allure 

The  rebels  to  their  hives.     The  tinkling  tones 

Redoubling  from  Sequana,  and  the  din 

From  Liger*s  banks  they  scorn !  for  hark,  afar 

The  Belgian  swarm  has  burst  away  !  no  more 

They  dread  the  winged  harbingers  of  ill. 

Ah  !  may  the  rovers  find  the  genuine  flowers 

That  give  the  rich,  mellifluous  store,  belov'd   ^ 

By  gods  and  men  !  for  much  I  fear,  the  love 

Of  freedom  long  deny'd,  may  lead  them  on 

To  taste  their  bane  in  those  seducing  fields 

Where  grow  the  venom-breathing  flowers,  adorn'd 

With  lovely  petals,  whose  alluring  scent 

Spread  desolation  thro'  the  x\ttic  hives 

And  laid  H^mettus  waste  !     Oh  for  the  muse 

Of  Maro,  to  direct  your  roving  flight 

Where  no  gay  blossom  lures  the  busy  kind, 

To  vegetable  poison,  for  the  sweets 

Of  the  wild-breathing  thyme  !     Had  he  but  liv'd 

These  wonders  to  behold,  to  spy  the  rise 

^  Tht  Amerituui 
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Of  Freedom  in  the  west,  while  Tyranny, 
Terrific  Dog  star !  rising  with  the  sun, 
And  blasting  half  the  zones,  with  lamp  reversed 
And  half  extinguished  fires,  sullen  retreats 
To  set  in  Ind.an  seas,  and  shun  the  breath 
Of  the  sweet  balmy  Zephyr^an  mom, 
His  lyre  had  then  no  gentle  pasans  tunM 
To  Capias  *,  nor  his  consecrating  spell 
Embalm'd  a  man  of  blood.     Yet  still  from  him 
Why  may  not  we  his  lucid  order  learn 
At  least,  altho'  his  raptures  be  deny'd  ? 
Why  may  not  we,  tho'  with  a  rustic  hand 
Limn  a  rude  sketch  of  his  didsHtic  strain — 
His  theme  must  vield  to  ours,  for  cultur'd  fieldi 
Are  less  than  cultur'd  minds.    Alas !  the  want 
Of  one  whose  song  could  dignify  the  theme  ! 
Yet  we  may  tell  beneath  what  genial  star 
(As  the  majestic  long  Platonic  year 
Circled  her  constellations)  in  the  soil 
Of  the  prolific  mind,  the  lib'ral  seed 
Was  sown  with  sapient  hand ;  how  tall  it  grew 
And  mantled  o^er  the  Attic  Hills ;  how  soon 
The  kindly  germs  of  intellectual  growth 
With  genial  coalescence  grafted  there,  • 
Acknowledged  the  paternal  stock,  elate 
With  Amaranthine  blooms ;  what  care  produc'd 
The  legislator  and  the  soldier's  breed 
Renown'd  for  patriot  valour ;  how,  at  last 
Fair  Freedom's  lamp  went  out;  what  genial  cause 
Its  splendor  best  reliunes,  (as  Maro^s  f  swain 
By  immolated  steers  the  swarms  renew'd 
Which  Nemesis  destro/d  ;)  what  cautious  skill 
The  propagation,  tendence,  nutriment 

•  Attgaslus.  f  Aristaeui,  see  Virg.  Geo.  4^ 
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Of  this  ethereal  seminary  claim. 
Which  gives  immortal  vigour  to  sustain 
The  varying  seasons,  till  old  tyrant  Time 
Sooth'd  by  her  charms,  his  deadly  scythe  resigns. 

Conduct  me,  Clio !  not  to  vine-clad  hills. 
Pasture  of  herbage  deep,  nor  genial  mould 
That  loves  the  plough,  and  pays  the  peasant's  toil 
'Till  his  wide  granaries  refund  the  store  : 
It  was  not  there  that  Freedom  first  drew  breath, 
Tho'  sometimes  there  she  dwells.    Oh  may  she  dwell 
Long  on  the  banks  of  Liger  !  may  she  learn 
To  love  the  lo wings  of  the  lusty  droves 
And  sport  amid  the  vines  !     But  on  the  verge, 
The  sea-beat  verge,  where  old  *  Cecropia's  hills 
Over  th'  ^gean  look  with  barren  frown, 
With  +  us  she  first  saw  light.     Even  now  she  loves 
With  light  step  o'er  the  lofty  range  to  stray. 
From  the  hill's  breezy  brow  to  catch  the  gale, 
And  listen  to  the  carols  of  the  lark 
Which  wakes  the  toiling  train.   .  She  loves  to  brace 
The  nerves  of  her  laborious  band.     From  toil, 
From  hard  necessity  she  bids  them  learn 
How,  from  encroaching  despots  to  defend 
Their  pittance,  dearly  earn'd,  and  firmly  hold 
With  grasp  of  steel.     Tho'  in  th'  ungrateful  soil 
The  vegetable  tribes  in  pigmy  files 
Scarce  colonize  the  long  extended  hills. 
And  clothe  their  giant  limbs  with  scanty  robe^ 
Let  not  their  naked  majesty  be  scorn'd ; 
For  there,  by  sharp  necessity  compress'd. 
Like  flame  by  frost,  with  unoppressive  might. 
The  mental  energies  ascend  the  sky, 

*  Attica,  so  called  from  Cecrops. 
t  Viz.  in  Europe. 
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*  And  oft,  like  meteors,  o'er  the  cultur'd  plaio 
Terrific  hang.    But  from  the  lighter  hand 
Of  him,  who  from  the  long,  luxuriant  vale 
Her  tribute  culls  with  ease,  unnerv'd  by  dread 
The  cheap-earned  blessing  falls,  as  cheaply  lost ; 
Scared  at  the  free-man's  angry  look  he  flies. 
The  freeman,  in  the  bounty  of  the  plain 
Battens  at  ease,  till  slack'nmg  sloth  untwines 
Those  nerves,  that  hurl'd  the  lance,  or  bent  the  bow. 
Meantime  to  barren  hills  exil'd,  the  slave 
From  toil  new  strength  obtains,  the  vig'rous  task 
Invigorates  the  mind,  and  down  by  hordes 
Destructive  as  the  torrent  from  the  heights 
Of  Appenine,  on  their  degen'rate  foes 
Once  victors,  down  at  once  the  vanquish'd  come, 
And  vengeance,  vengeance  fires  the  cultur'd  plain. . 

Twas  at  that  season  when  the  pamper'd  sons 
Of  Israel,  scom'd  their  Theocratic  law, 
And,  drunk  with  licence,  or  in  love  with  change^ 
Clamour'd  for  monarchy,  just  as  the  lamp 
Of  Liberty,  to  mortal  vision  lost, 
Extinguisn'd  seem'd  on  Carmel^s  lofty  brow. 
Or  in  mid  ocean  setting,  far  above 
The  windy  contest,  and  conflicting  brine. 
An  Angel  bore  it  with  unrufH'd  beam 
To  fair  Cecropia's  shore.     (A  nobler  freight 
Than  his,  who  wafted  o'er  the  iEgean  main 
His  deities  from  Ida  to  the  strand 
Where  the  wide  Tuscan  roars.)  Twas  then  he  saw, 
He  saw,  and  pitied,  from  Boeotia's  plains. 
By  a  fell  band  of  Thracian  pirates  driven 
Her  antient  habitants  f  in  fiying  hordes, 

*  Frequent  invasions  of  Asia  by  the  Scythians, 
t  This  is  an  historical  fact. — See  Pausanias  in  Atticts. 
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O'ex  wide  Cecropia^s  limitSy  o'er  her  hillff 

In  wild  precipitance,  till  stretchM  afar 

Below,  th'  interminable  waste  of  waves 

(Shiplessy  or  by  the  solitary  sail 

Of  Corsair  only  crost)  impos'd  a  pause 

On  their  disastrous  flight.    Not  like  the  host 

Of  Israel,  when  the  Red  Sea  stop'd  their  course, 

Did  they  long  stand  aghast,  but  on  their  fues 

TumM  head  and  stood  at  bay.    For  mid  their  bands,. 

In  show  like  a  plebeian  militant, 

Walk'd  their  new  guardian.     "  Stop  your  flight/' 

he  cries, 
**  Turn  on  your  fell  pursuers  I  Yonder  pass 
*'  Seize,  and  prevent  the  torrent  of  your  foes 
**  Who  to  the  rocky  porch  innum'rous  pour, 
"  Which  seems  to  court  their  entrance.     From  yon 

brow 
••  That  glooms  above  the  valley,  downward  sweep, 
'*  And  bid  invasion  tremble!  At  yon  pass, 
*'  Where,  with  fraternal  frown,  the  hostile  hills 
*'  Menace  above  their  heads,  prevent  their  haste, 
**  And  under  rocky  ruin  thundering  down, 
Their  ranks  o'erwhclm  I"  They  heard,  their  swelling 

hearts 
In  full  concordance  to  the  descant  bold, 
Danc'd  a  new  measure :  Like  the  rallying  storm, 
W' hich  midst  two  mountains  eddies  on  the  plain. 
They  doubled  on  their  foes.    Their  trembling  foes 
OviT  the  long  vales  fled  in  loose  array. 
Or  left  their  lives  behind.     Anon  the  song. 
Of  triumph  rises,  but  the  Paean  soon 
Was  dash*d  with  discontented  murmurs,  breath'd 
From  mingled  voices  round.     "  Why  o'er  those  hills 
*•  Delightless  roam,  or  with  repeated  toil, 
*•  Force  the  delusive  glebe  to  render  up 
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**  Her  scanty  boon,  ambiguous,  hard  to  gain. 
And  easy  lost  ?  Why  not,  with  better  hopes 
And  better  omens,  while  security 
"  With  night  and  peace  combin'd>   have  wrapt  out 

foes 
**  In  deep  Elysian  charm,  with  close  intent 
'^  And  stealthy  pace  fall  on  them,  and  expel! 
"  (As  late  expell'd)  the  ruffians  from  our  homes, 
"  And  to  our  homes  return  ?" — But  now  began 
A  louder  strain,  as  from  no  mortal  voice, 
Deep  as  the  thunder's  prelude  heard  afar. 
And  solemn  as  her  tones.     ^'  Be  those  bleak  hills 
"  Your  home  for  ever !  Here  the  sweeping  storms 
"  Will  bring  you  health  and  vigour,  high  resolves, 
**  Aspiring  thoughts,  and  mental  energy, 
"  Upon  their  frory  pinions.    Court  no  more 
"  Tanagra's  bowers  of  bliss,  the  green  retreats 
**  Thro'  which  Ismenos  wanders  to  the  main 
"  Enchanted,  ling'ring  on  with  sweet  delay  ; 
"  There  live  the  Syrens,  there  the  Lotos  grows, 
"  Of  which,  whoever  tastes,  renounces  straight 
^^  The  glorious  image  of  the  gods  in  man, 
**  His  mem'ry  and  his  worth.     Be  that  revenge, 
"  To  see  your  foes  in  these  Circaean  toils 
*'  Entangled  more,  as  each  revolving  moon       ^ 
"  Marks  their  embarrassment,  till  time  itself 
"  Without  your  toil  destroys  them,  or  presents 
"  An  easy  prey." — They  listened  and  obey'd. 

Soon  rose  their  hamlets  on  the  breezy  hills, 
The  Mother  city  by  the  toiling  main 
In  rustic  pomp  ascends,  unknown  to  fame : 
For  yet  the  length  of  the  Piraean  walls 
Slept  in  the  quarry,  and  the  Attic  name 
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No  startling  panic  to  the  neighboring  tribes 
Brought  in  the  sound.    The  long  Hymettian  vales. 
Each  held  her  band  of  harmless  villagers. 
Whose  sole  ambition  was  to  turn  the  glebe. 
To  prune  their  olives,  or  their  flocks  attend. 
Or  on  a  festive  morn,  in  ruflic  glee, 
To  foot  the  green  sward  morrice,  or  to  share 
The  smoking  victim  by  the  simple  Fane. 
These  future  arbiters  of  nations,  doom'd 
To  bear  the  freighted  thunders  of  the  state 
From  old  Felorus  to  the  Caspian  bound, 
Nurst  by  content,  with  unambitious  aim, 
Followed  their  task  inglorious,  nor  perceived 
That  unextiujguishable  spark  within 
With  horrible  displosion  doomed  to  shake 
The  thrones  of  £lam,  *  to  their  basis  deep. 
Oft  with  mute  rapture,  on  the  ^gean  wave, 
Its  fluid  mirrour  to  the  purple  dawn. 
Unfolding  wide,  they  gaz'd,  unconscious  then 
^Of  tneir  own  dawnmg  triumphs,  yet  involved 
In  Time's  prolific  womb,  o'er  these  blue  waves, 
And  mid  those  cloud-cap'd  isles,  to  break  away, 
In  glory  like  the  springing  mom.     But  now 
^gides't  mind,  the  glowing  thought  inspires 
To  raise  his  people  o  er  the  neighb'ring  tribes, 
TcAbid  them  taste  the  deep  enchanting  cup 
Of  liberty,  and  feel  their  powers  expand 
From  the  nectareous  draught.     From  woody  haunts 
The  valley's  deep  recess,  the  sunny  hill 
And  river's  brim,  much  wondering  at  the  call. 
They  reach  the  city ;  here  the  mountain  tribes 
Salute  their  brethren  of  the  shore,  and  learn 

*  Peniat  t  Th«seui» 
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From  them  in  rustic  wonderment,  the  tale 

Of  things  beyond  the  deep.    The  distant  bands 

Late  by  the  deep  morass  or  rocky  mound. 

Or  swelling  river,  each  from  each  disjoined, 

In  hostile  inroad  oft  commingling,  meet 

In  amity  at  last.     Love's  rosy  dawn 

Dispels  th*  unsocial  gloom.    The  rustic  bard. 

Whose  song  had  charm'd  the  village,  half  confus'd 

And  flush'd  with  modest  diffidence,  his  lyre 

For  a  more  numerous  audience  strings  anew. 

The  woodland  orator,  who  pleaded  oft 

The  cause  of  the  wrong'd  hamlet,  wielding  bold 

His  petty  thunders  in  the  rustic  ring 

Of  sun-burnt  sages,  thunder-struck  himself 

Mute  and  benumbM,  a  theatre  surveys 

Whose  vastitude  appalls  him.     But  when  fate 

Had  clos'd  the  reign  of  Codrus,  and  the  laws 

Were  sanctioned  by  the  people's  vote,  he  leam'd 

A  bolder  key,  and  taught  the  ductile  crowd 

To  spurn  at  kings.     O  muse,  attune  thy  lyre 

To  bolder  measures !  dart  thy  visual  ray 

Beyond  the  limits  of  a  mortal's  glance. 

To  that  dark  region,  where  the  spirits  dwell, 

Whose  potent  breath  i^  this  sublunar  scene 

Swells  up  tb^  imperial  bubble,  till  it  breaks 

Spontaneous,  or  before  a  stronger  gale 

Evanishes  to  nothing.    There,  a  power 

Malignant  still  to  man,  averse  to  worth, 

To  virtue,  and  to  happiness,  beheld 

Th'  unfolding  glories  of  Cecropia's  state, 

Then  thus,  pernicious  in  his  views,  addrest 

The  Denizens  of  darkness,  leagu'd  of  old 

With  him,  to  dash  the  councils  of  the  just. 

With  mingled  venom*    ^'  Haste !  inspire  the  crowd 
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^  Witli  dread  of  lordly  rule!  inflate  their  pride, 

^  Kindle  their  clsums,  till  on  the  brink  they  stand 

*•  Of  wildest  Anarchy,  thus  to  defeat 

**  The  views  of  oar  great  enemy,  and  turn 

•*  His  fevour'd  purpose  from  its  noblest  aim. 

•*  (As  always  was  our  use) — cross  not  his  views 

*<  But  seon  to  second  them,  and  fill  the  sail 

«'  With  every  breath,  till  the  encreasing  storm, 

**  O  erscts  the  vessel  of  the  state.     Their  claims 

««  Of  freedom  shall  inflate  their  pride,  till  earth, 

**  Sea,  air,  and  even  the  ample  cope  of  heav  n^ 

**  Seem  all  too  little  for  their  dignity, 

**  While  Duty  is  forgot,  or  only  lives, 

*<  Among  the  sages  of  the  wrangling  schools 

**  Contemn'd,  except  the  few  and  scanty  rules, 

**  By  strict  necessity,  or  fate  impos'd ; 

**  Without  whose  powerful  bond,  society 

"  And  law,  would  sink  in'dissolution  lost. 

"  So  shall  the  name  of  freedom  be  revil'd 

**  And  heaven's  best  blessing  for  th'  abuse  despis'd/* 

Kow  the  dark  spell  the  demagogue  inspires. 
And  wins  it  passage  thro'  the  kindling  crowd ; 
Beneath  the  soft  adulatory  breeze, 
In  ev'ry  breast  the  genial  notion  spreads. 
Of  his  own  consequence,  the  clainis  of  man, 
The  thought  that  scorns  dependance,  love  of  truths 
Hate  of  tyrannic  sway,  then  thirst  of  pow'r 
To  curb  all  tyrants,  while  the  demon's  hand. 
Ambition's  tares,  and  love  of  conquest  sow'd, 
Midst  the  celestial  growth.     Another  form 
The  wizard  iy)w  assum'd ;  in  suppliant  guise. 
From  fair  Ionia's  flowery  verge  he  came. 
With  loud  complaints  of  Persian  tyranny. 
And  ill  beseeming  bonds  by  Grecians  worn* 
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Then,  ^  wafted  on  the  cool  noctnnml  bretM> 

That  ushers  in  the  dawn,  ideal  pomp 

Of  oriental  triumphs,  beauteous  slaves, 

Barbaric  gems  and  gold,  the  rustling  pride 

Of  Asian  looms,  with  gaudy  interchange 

Haimted  their  dreams.    And  there  the  viewless  haiui 

Bade  the  cool  Zephyr  thro'  the  spicy  grove 

AVhisper  at  will ;  and  all  the  mingled  stores 

Of  the  Assyrian  summer,  with  the  pride 

Of  India's  aromatic  world,  beneath 

The  burning  line,  displayed.    The  gorgeous  view 

Kindled  imagination,  woke  the  fiame 

Of  young  ambition,  from  her  slumbers  call'd 

The  dormant  fiend,  pale  avarice,  ne'er  again 

To  know  a  tranquil  hour.     "  To  arms !  to  arms !" 

The  thronging  passions  cali'd  :  to  arms  they  flew ; 

f  Niphates  trembled,  and  the  horny  flood       ^ 

Of  Tigris,  shrunk  beneath  his  oozy  bed, 

To  hear  the  distant  din:  the  distant  din 

Was  not  an  empty  menace.     In  the  flames 

Of  Sardif  the  Memnouian  towers  beheld 

Their  coming  doom :  soon  levied,  but  in  vain,     , 

From  distant  Susa  to  the  Hellespont 

The  congregated  East  her  fury  spent, 

On  martial  Europe.    That  unmanly  crowd 

Was  stubble  to  the  flame  which  burst  abroad 

Involving  land,  and  main.    And  now  the  pride 

Of  conquest,  and  of  independance,  wak'd 

By  stem  coll  ision^  in  the  mutual  shock 

Of  popular  contention,  took  the  lead 

And  humbled  Greece  herself,  while  far  above 

*  lafluence  of  the  Inrasion  of  Persia  on  the  Greeks, 
t  Commciiceinent  of  the  Penian  wac. 
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Its  former  pitch  their  intellectual  powers, 

Alike  sublimed  ill  science  and  in  taste 

Majestic  rose.     Religion  yet  preser/d 

Some  influence  o'er  the  soul ;  her  lifted  hand 

Still  to  the  bleeding  patriot  shew'd  the  palms, 

That  shade  Elysium,  and  the  wreaths  prepared 

To  bind  his  beamy  locks  beyond  the  tomb. 

Still  in  the  temple  nurst,  the  tuneful  bard. 

Paid  for  his  education  by  his  lyre. 

To  heav'nly  themes  attun'd,  and  virtuous  lore, 

Ylfhich  warm'd  alike  the  soldier  and  the  sage, 

In  studious  groves  inspired,  or  fighting  fields. 

To  win  the  meed  of  everlasting  fame. . 

But  other  poets  with  their  mortal  strains 

Forgetful  of  their  heav'nly  origin. 

And  privilege,  profan'd  them  both,  and  fed 

The  vilest  passions  with  Circaean  song, 

Bland,  or  incentive;  and  the  sacred  lore. 

Which  first  the  savage  tribes  their  duties  taught 

Forgot,  or  scorn'd.     The  heaven-taught  orator  ^ 

With  fulminating  power  possess'd,  to  rouse 

The  bury'd  riiajesty  of  mind,  that  scorns 

The  despot's  frown,  and  from  his  lion  gripe 

Reclaims  the  spoils  of  man,  with  magic  spell 

Oft  call'd  the  wand'ring  particles  to  life. 

That  frame  the  rising  state :  his  warmth  inspir'd 

The  moulded  form.     With  Promethean  fire 

Instinct,  the  glorious  resurrection  rose 

And  shook  the  world.     But  far,  oh  far  unlike 

His  boasted  sire,  the  spurious  demagogue, 

In  periods  all  mellifluent  as  the  stores 

Of  antient  Hybla,  pour'd  his  varied  strain 

He  luird  them  with  soft  topics  fram'd  to  soothe 

Their  swelling  pride ;  or  fir'd  with  lancy'd  wrongs: 
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He  taught,  that  o'er  the  falFn  to  tyrannize, 
Oppress^  and  plunder,  to  their  stores  to  bring 

♦  Th'  accumulated  riches  of  the  isles, 

That  moumM  the  loss  in  vain,  was  what  they  oVd 
Their  own  supernal  worth,  their  well  earned  post, 
As  guardians  of  the  state.    The  lesson  fell 
Not  in  unheedful  ears,  Ambition  learned 
Beneath  the  sacred  mask  of  liberty 
To  roam  at  large,  and  Avarice  close  behind, 
Usurp'd  the  rev'rend  form  of  public  care. 

.  Now  moody  discontent  began  to  fire 
The  plunder'd  provinces,  vindictive  rage 
Lour'd  in  tl^  red  horizon  round,  nor  less 
The  sons  of  Athens  with  undaunted  brow. 
Beheld  the  gathering  storm.     By  far  too  mean 
For  Attic  pride  it  seem'd  to  own  a  fault, 
Or  promise  retribution.     Right  and  wrong 
(Imaginary  limits  !)  were  forgot, 
Or,  if  remember'd,  scorn'd.    The  claims  of  state 
The  claims  of  pride,  (their  sole  criterion  now,. 
Of  moral  arbitration,)  urg'd  them  on 
The  menace  to  anticipate,  f  and  dare 
(Tho'  foremost  in  offence)  the  first  to  wield 
The  keen  vindictive  sword.    Then  roam'd  abroad 
In  all  its  tyrant  majesty  the  pow'r. 
Of  savage  Indepenpence,  unrestrained 
By  virtue  or  religion.     Ruthless  deeds. 
Which  level  humankind  beneath  the  tribes 
That  roam  the  moonlight  wilds  in  search  of  bloed,. 
Disgraced  the  triumphs  of  the  Grecian  world. 

*  During  the  Persian  war»  the  Athenians  were  entrnsted  with 
the  collectbn,  from  the  different  states,  of  .the  taxes  tQ  carr^  it  pn» 
Their  abuse  of  this  power  was  a  principal  occasion  of  the  succeed- 
ing civiill  wars  of  Qrcece. 

t  Vide  Xh«cxdui  Z*  i. 
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Beneath  the  vizor  of  their  country's  love. 

Ambition  burn'd,  with  overweening  pride, 

And  keen  exterminating  rage  unquenchM 

With  less  than  seas  of  bloody  tho'  unincens'd 

By  any  wrongs,  but  dire  necessity 

Of  war  alone.    Their  clear,  enlighten'd  heads. 

And  hearts,,  with  hatred  fir'd,  a  spectacle 

Of  hideous  contrast  to  the  loathing  eye 

Of  heaven  presented.    In  less  ample  bound, 

And  still  less  ample,  (in  her  love  to  man) 

Heaven  gave  her  rage  to  range.     In  vain  she  strove 

To  subjugate  the  oriental  powers ; 

When  virtue  left  her  shores,  her  swayjbad  been 

No  blessing,  but  a  curse.     In  vain  she  tryed 

Her  freedom  to  preserve,  when  justice  fl^ 

And  moderation  was  no  more.     What  then 

Was  freedom  to  a  madding  multitude 

Unprincipled,  by  every  demagogue 

That  knew  the  Syren  spell,  calm'd,  or  enflam'd 

At  will  f — What  was  it  but  the  ruffian  law 

Which  -^ol  gives  the  winds.    When  Corns  storms, 

'*  Boreas,  and  Cacias,  and  Argestes  loud  i*' 

Such  was  the  fam'd  Athenian  Liberty, 
When  •  the  mild  sun  of  Aristides  set 
And  left  her  dark,  at  random  to  direct 
The  steerage  of  the  state,  and  such  must  be 
For  ever  the  result,  when  popular  pride 
Or  popular  frenzy  by  the  soothing  charm 
Of  artful  demagogue,  or  bard  enflamM 
Soars  to  a  moon-struck  height.     We  still  must  own 
That  oft  conspicuous,  every  mental  charm 
Blooms  in  the  genial  soil :  fair  intellect 

f  When  the  infiawce  of  hb  cowieli  wai  IomU 
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And  fancy  there  their  solden  fruits  display 

In  wild  luxuriance  to  the  charmed  gaze. 

There  talents  were  not  lost.     No  merit  pin'd         .^ 

Unknown.     Emerging  on  the  buoyant  flood 

Of  wide  fermenting  freedom  up  they  soar 

And  wanton  in  the  tempest ;  but  with  them 

Ascend  the  passions  too  and  give  the  scene 

A  double  tint  of  horror.    There  the  claims 

Of  man,  in  his  extravagance  of  pride 

Or  drunk  with  rage,  in  wildest  conflict  meet; 

And  all  are  heard  in  turn,  and  all  in  turn 

Prevail.    The  milder  offices  of  love 

The  fruits  of  social  compact,  which  adorn 

And  dignify  the  man,  are  all  contemn'd, 

Postpon'd,  or  quite  forgot— ^-Yet  heaven  forefend 

The  Muse  should  taint  with  blame  those  heavenly 

boons, 
Given  to  her  parent  Freedom,  tho'  disgraced 
By  wild  excess,  for  oft  the  noblest  things 
Degenerate  to  the  worst.     Heaven  meant,  perhaps. 
By  proud  Ambition's  splendid  scenes,  (her  claims 
Tno'  heightened  by  vindictive  rage)  to  rouse 
The  dormant  thought,  the  vapid  mind  to  wake 
Its  fires,  to  bid  the  mental  engine  play, 
And  give  it  that  unwearied  spring,  design'd 
The  grandest  movements  to  support.    The  Bard 
And  Demagogue  with  potent  breath  combined  • 
,  Her  vital  energies  preserved.    But  here 
Had  moderation  given  her  cooling  drop 
Too  soon,  to  check  the  process,  had  the  state 
Sunk  in  the  dead  calm  of  domestic  blisSy 
And,  listening  to  the  lore  of  virtue,  furPd 
Her  banner,  and  her  civic  garland  flung 

*  See  Foftscript  to  the  Poem 


82 

Away,  perhaps  the  disappointed  world 

Had  never  heard  the  animating  call 

Of  eloquence,  had  ne'er  enjoy'd  the  strain 

Of  Sophocles,  or  his,  whom  *  Pella  Burst, 

Or  t  his,  whose  javelin  pierced  the  Tyrant's  linet 

At  Marathon.    Fair  science  and  the  arts. 

Perhaps  had  languished  in  their  favourite  cHme. 

They  love  to  lift  their  proud  heads  in  the  storm, 

And  wave  sublime  amid  the  windy  war 

Of  popular  fury  and  contending  states.- 

From  the  conflicting  clouds  that,  justling  seem 

To  brew  destruction  to  the  subject  world, 

They  drink  the  nimble  lightning,  and  return 

Th'  electric  bounty  with  ambrosial  fruits, 

Beyond  whatever  bent  Hesperia's  boughs. 

Hknce  bright  examples  to  the  following  times 

Hold  out  their  animating  lamp,  and  light 

The  spark  of  Emulation.     Hence  the  tribes 

Of  Thufe  catch  the  academic  glow,, 

In  viewless  wafture,  o'er  opposing  climes. 

Yet,  what  avails  each  intellectual  charm. 

The  fervid  emanations  of  the  soul 

Alct  all  in  bright  assemblage,  all  sublim'd. 

Ay  art  and  nature  all  intensely  bent,. 

To  some  grand  purpose  ?-«-A  11  is  vanity-^ 

An  idiots  breath,  that  labours  to  exalt 

A  bubble  in  the  sun,  when  virtue  fails 

lb  give  the  grand  consolidating  charm 

On  pure  Religion  raised,  her  £rmest  base. 

Oh  Pallas,  worshipp'd  by  Gecropian  swains. 
Patron  of  independence,  arts  and  arms, 
All  hail !  the  touch  of  thy  celestial  spear 
Gave  to  the  Attic  mind  expansion  due 

*  Euripides,  t  4£sebyltta» 
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'I'hy  bright  associations  to  receive. 
And  in  one  comprehensive  view  to  blend 
Far  distant  things.     No  vulgar  images 
PlayM  on  their  kindling  fancies,  and  enlargfd^ 
(Not  with  a  grJIiual  slow  ambiguous  hand) 
Their  apprehensions,  but  with  plastic  touch 
From  grandest  objects  grouped  with  happiest  skilly 
Sublimed  their  mental  facultfes^  and  rais'd 
To  Demigods,  these  favourites  of  the  skies. 
Caught  for  a  moment  in  the  tyrant^s  net 
They  spurn'd  th'  insidious  wile,  and  broke  away^ 
Like  the  young  lion  from  the  silken  snare. 
The  mighty  image  of  their  brethren's  wrongs 
Came  in  the  visions  of  the  night,  unbid, 
And  troubled  their  repose.     In  contrast  bright 
With  thtm  the  pictur'd  scenes  of  glory  came 
Conquest  and  wide  dominion,  and  the  spoils 
Of  Persia,  borne  above  the  swelling  surge. 
With  most  triumphant  wafture.    Thence  the  glow 
Of  moral  indignation^  with  theMiopes 
Of  wild  ambition  mingling  in  the  mind, 
Due  fermentation  gave,  the  noblest  fund 
For  generous  deeds  or  glories ;  mix'd  indeed 
With  baser  lees.    But  thei^  terrestrial  dregs^  > 
Gave  colour  and  consistence  to  the  whole ; 
Due  byas  and  direction ;   else  debased 
Within  the  nameless  verge  of  savage  life, 
Or  broken  down  in  spirit,  they  had  quak'd 
Before  some  homebred  tyrant.    Ye  who  tend 
The  first  disclosures  ef  th'  ingenuous  mind, 
With  cautious  hand  the  «obk  germs  unfold  I 
Warm  them  with  all  that  opes  the  mental  powers, 
Fair  prospects,  noble  claims,  examples  bright. 
Like  spring  inspiring  vegetable  life, 
Benignant  breathing  o'er  a  waste  of  blooms  I 
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Stern  prdcept,  still  with  unrelenting  hani 
Apply'd,  perhaps  would  chill  the  noble  growth^ 
And  close  the  blossoms,  like  the  catting  gale 
Which  dries  the  virgin  tears  of  gentle  May, 
And  leaves  the  soft^y'd  Goddess 'of  the  Spring 
A  spectre  of  despair.     A  skilful  hand 
It  needs,  to  give  the  infent  passions  play. 
To  cherish  hope,  to  bid  ambition  rise; 
The  baleful  look  of  envy  to  illume. 
With  emulation's  ardent  glance ;  to  rouse 
And  keep  them  in  due  governmtot,  UUe  him 
Who  curbs  the  wild  winds  in  their  mid  career. 
By  the  judicious  glimpse  of  distant  claims 
The  little  sage  and  champion  are  inspired 
With  hope  to  generous  and  heroic  deeds ; 
Their  various  duties  from  their  various  clainis, 
Are  best  unfolded.    What  from  them  is  due 
They  soonest  learn  by  opening  their  young  minds 
To  noblest  expectations,  fairly  formed 
From  their  original  and  destined  end. 

We  sung  before  the  noble  lessons  taught 
To  the  Athenians  by  their  gifted  btfrds^ 
Till  Clio  turn'd  a  Parasite  and  fir'd 
Their  minds,  by  flattery's  spell,  to  proud  demands 
An-^  ruthless  deeds.     We  sung  the  demagogue, 
The  friend  of  public  virtue  £n*st,  but  soou 
The  minister  of  vengeance  and  of  pride 
Soothing  the  lawless  crowd,  for  sordid  ends 
Of  self.    *  Ye  bloody  and  disastrous  scenes, 
Each  day  disclosed,  while  thro'  his  annual  range 
Full  thirty  times  yon  star  diurnal  roird. 
Ye  shew  the  triumph^  of  inflated  pride 
Without  the  sense  of  duty  I  Not  toe  bands 

^  The  PelDpqymfHUn  w»r« 
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Tliat  FOfttn  the  western  wilds,  and  oft  carouse 
In  kindred  gore,  a  feller  picture  showed 
Than  this  ilTumin'd,  haugbty  race,  elate 
With  freedom,  fiEime  and  intellectual  rank, 
Above  the  Grecian  and  Barbaric  name. 

Not  a  less  perilous  effect  pursued 
This  over-weening  spirit,  when  they  chose 
To  cultivate  their  reason,  and  to  learn 
>linerva'$  lessons  from  their  sages'  voice. 
The  voice  of  stern  philosophy,  no  less 
Was  tun'd  to  adulation,  than  the  strain^ 
Of  temporizing  demagogues  and  bards : 
Their  taste  fastidious  long'd  for  nectar^d  sweets, 
Fine  theories,  by  artful  sophistry 
DisguisM^  and  florid  fictions  to  allure 
Their  steps,  that  scom'd  the  bare  and  beaten  road 
Of  truth.    Not  yet  the  heavenly  Da^-spring  rose 
That  lights  the  world :    And  Keason^s  glimm'ring 

ray 
His  substitute  was  oft  abus*d  and  sconi'd^ 
Hence  (to  allure  and  court  the  madding  crowd) 
Not  in  the  search  of  truth,  but  in  pursuit 
Of  fame,  their  sages  trim'd  the  midnight  lamp* 
£ach  sophist  seem'd  ambitious  to  explore 
The  sovereign  good ;  all  seemed,  but  were  uot  all 
Her  votaries  sincere.    By  some  the  light 
Of  truthi  eternal  seemM  obscur'd,  and  iMt 
*  In  ei>dless  disputation,  to  allure 
The  list'ning  n^ultitude  with  eu4less  trains 
Of  sophistry,  till  even  tl^e  n^ighty  power 
Of  Him  Wnp  governs  ^11  below,  was  call'd 
In  question^     f  Some  to  pleasure's  flowery  path 
Their  sensual  pupillage  beguil'd;  t)ie  rest 

*  Fliitoaists  and  Sceptics.  t  Epicureans* 
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*  By  Zeno's  lore  elated,  felt  their  pride 

Expand  to  wild  extrava^;aiice  ;  the  cause 

The  same  in  all ;  for  every  sage  was  bent 

To  please  with  gaudy  forms,  or  smooth  coDcdli 

The  general  ear,  ambitious,  each  from  eaA 

To  gain  the  palm  of  eloquence,  not  truth. 

And  rise  triumphant  oVr  the  rind  schooL 

Thus  ciTOur  oft  was  Teil'd  in  specious  mask 

Of  beauty,  not  her  own,  and  led  the  mind 

By  shews  of  seeming  good,  and  seeming  fiur. 

Far  from  her  destination.     Reason  hence 

Due  comprehension  gaiu'd^  by  exercise 

Strength'ned,    tho*  much  d^caT'd  ;  bat  die  fin*  ' 

sense 
Of  puljlic  honour  glowed  no  more,  by  vice. 
By  soraid  interest,  or  by  sensual  joy 
Debas'd.     Oh«happier  for,  when  from  the  bard 
Tho'  spoil'd  by  fiction^  tho*  by  flattery 
Disguis'd,  they  leam'd  some  useful  truths !  at  least 
The  power  of  providcuce  they  tkfH  confessed ; 
In  human  things  they  saw  the  hand  of  heaven 
Reach in<7  to  this  sublunar  scene.    The  hope 
Of  palms  elysian,  or  the  wholesome  dread 
Of  penal  retribution,  o'er  thdr  minds 
Still  a  6iint  inffuepce  held.    But  now,  their  chiefr 
Were  Atheists i  and  by  private  views  alone 
Dirrctcd,  f^t  the  laws  relax,  or  bound 
Their  vassalage  in'strictcr  bonds,  depraved 
And  by  corruption  broken  to  the  chain. 

Tlirn  the  sly  f  Macedonian  took  his  time. 
And  like  the  fabled  Jove,  with  showers  of  gold, 
Thro*  the  protid  fort  of  ptiblic  honour  won 
Ilik  ta^y  way,     Por  yean  on  years  they  pin'd 

♦  Sfoici.  t  Pliilip. 
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Beneath  his  yoke  and  his  saccessors,  feiien. 
Fallen  from  their  haughty  rank^  yet  haughty  still, 
Tho'  parasites ;  elate  in  thought,  they  scom'd 
The  victor  whom  they  flatter'd.    Still  thdr  schools 
Maintained  the  palm  of  eloquence,  their  baitls 
TJnrivall'd  trode  the  comic  stage,  tho'  shorn 
Of  their  first  honours^— s^ill  in  straiaeems 
Of  wordy  war  they  gloried,  tho'  the  shield 
The  dinted  shieid  of  Marathon  was  hung 
On  high,  and  mad  Bellona's  trump  was  mute- 
Thus  while  that  liberal  spirit,  which  oppob'd 
Tyrannic  power,  w^  nurtured,  while  the  range 
Of  reason  was  enlarg'dj  the  lurking  pest 
Still  minM  within,  and  blasted  all  their  views  ; 
For  still  the  ohe  thing  needful  was  away, 
That  over-weening  spirit  to  subdue. 
Which  oft  suggested  they  were  mart  than  men 
When  they  were  hu;  for  still  beyond,  or  short 
Of  the  right  mark  they  aim'd,  of  that  best  guide 
Which  clears  the  mental  eye,  bereft. — ^Tho'  far 
Their  glory  spread  y  tho'  high  their  spirit  fl^m'd  ; 
Tho'  intellectual  fame,  was  all  their  own. 
The  Muse's  charm,  and  all  the  various  arts 
That  sweeten  or  embellish  life;  the  quids 
Of  life  itself  wi^  wanting,  to  restrain 
Their  passions,  and  their  habitudes  to  forno 
To  virtuous  lor^.    This  failing,  down  they  sunk, 
Down,  widi  ac|t:elerated  force  1  £yen  then 
When  to  its  highest  pitch  their  glory  sweli'd, 
'Twas  but  the  fiilse  reflection  of  a  day; 
Or,  like  th'  en^broideiy  of  yon  western  clouds, 
Beryl  and  ruby,*  when  the  slanting  beam 
Of  Sol,  fast  journeying  to  the  nether  climes^ 
The  promd  paviMon  of  mild  Eve  adorns 

(r  4 
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With  fading  glories. — Is  it  then  in  fate 

This  gravitation  of  all  human  things 

From  bad  to  worse,  before  they  re-ajscend  ? 

Must  they^  still  varying  like  the  seasons,  change 

From  summer's  livery  to  the  faded  vest 

Of  autumn,  and  the  naked  majesty 

Of  winter,  ere  the  sun  returning,  climbs 

The  vernal  signs  again  ?  And  must  the  ipin^ 

Lie  fallow  thus  for  ages,  ere  the  seeds 

Of  intellect  and  sentimental  worth 

Be  sown  ?  And  oh  !  what  countless  weeds  disgrace 

The  noble  crop !  A  wilderness  of  tares 

Marring  the  bounteous  harvest !  Say,  is  this 

The  lot  of  man  ?— rOh  let  not  thou^tless  me^i 

Repine !  This  constitution,  tho'  severe 

It  seems,  by  sovereign  wisdom  was  bestowed. 

And  bears  the  marks  of  sovereign  goodness  stiU« 

We  were  not  fix'd  in  this  sublunar  vale, 

This  twilight  of  the  intellectual  world. 

To  walk  by  Reason's  pure  abstracted  light. 

And  guide  our  wand'ring  steps  by  her  strict  rule  j 

Where,  at  the  best  she  deals  a  clouded  beam. 

Our  progress  here,  without  one  devious  turn. 

At  her  behest  ip  guide,  is  not  by  man 

Attainable.     Xh^  sight  of  ot^er  s  harm, 

The  pungent  memory  of  bur  own,  engraves 

The  moral  lesson  deeper  in  pur  hearts 

Than  pUre  abstracted  reason  ere  coujd  pierce. 

The  cau'se  is  obvious— tho'  the  intellect 

By  Reason^s  rigid  precepts  be  informM, 

Like  bright  A  returns  rising,  clean  and  cold. 

It  lights,  but  fails  to  warm  us.    Torpid,  still, 

And  deep  entranced,  the  slurab'ring  mind  rcmainS;| 

Tho'  seemingly  awake,  >vith  eyes  \msea)'d, 
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Like  *  Dante's  prisoners  in  the  wintry  gulph 
Below,  beneath  the  bitter  blast  reclin'd, 
Whose  beamless  eye-balls  glare  with  frozen  teaiv* 
But  when  example  v^akes  our  sympathy. 
And  bids  the  current  of  our  feelings  now, 
Or,  for  our  own,  or  others'  numerous  ills. 
It  mixes  kindly  with  our.  inmost  souls; 
kindles  our  sonsibiiity,  awakes 
Our  moral  feelings,  and  with  prudence  join'di 
Cements,  and  forftis^  and  to  consistence  brings 
Benevolence,  else  vague,  and  apt  to  fleet  , 

Away,  like  shadows  of  a  morning  beam. 

Bfi^ides,  it  gives  our  intellectual  powers 
More. scope  for  action,  with  attention  deep 
To  recognize  past  errors,  and  to  spy 
Where  first  the  unalarming  speck  began. 
That  ripen'd  to  disc^iy^:  the  narrow  vent 
Whose  imperceptible^mail  breach  let  in 
The  tumbling  deluge,  ere  the  flaw-  was  fear'd*  ' 
Hence,  by  analogy  we  learn  to  guide, 
0r  the  republic,  or  pur  "home  concerns. 
With  better  caiition  arm'd,  to  shun  the  shelves. 
And  lurking  shoals  ituit  w.reck'd  our  hopes  befora^ 

The  various  calls  6f  life,  the  calls  of  state' 
forbid  delay,  and  tearcely  leave  u^  time 
1poT  due  dehberaticj^,     We  must  act 
Pften  on  dubJM>us  idews:  when  reason  fails, 
Our  best  guide  is  ^perience.    This,  tht/  latt^ 
Points  out  the  imperfection  of  our  plansi 
pids  us  unravel  all  our  former  worK^ 
>^nd,  like  Penelope,  begin  anew* 

*  Inferno,  C  32. 
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POSTSCRIPT 


to  Tm 


RUINS    OF  ATHENS. 


Tbougb  under  «  republic,  talents  may  ezhibU  themselves  by 
arach  more .  attonishin^  exertiens  than  in  a  roonarcliy ;  yeC  in 
monarchies*  arts  and  sciences  l^ave  oftei^er  found  their  origin  than 
in  republics ;  and  ig  mpnarch}e«,  |h^|r  me  is  n^ore  gen^ndl  j  ex* 
tensive,  and  beneficial.  Examples  are  obvious.  Astronomy  took 
its  rise  in  Chaldea,  geometry  in  Egy^pt  And  though  poetry  and 
eloquence  rose  to  perfection  in  Grfeceaad  Rome,  and  though  we 
allow  that  the  bards  and  orators  of  Slater  days  were  only  imitators 
of  Homer,  and  Demosthenes,  it  is  yet  to  be  tried,  *  whether  the 
splendid  exhibitions  of  Mirabeau  are  equally  beneficial  to  society, 
with  the  humble  labours  of  a  FUchiei^,'  or  a  Saurin, 

« 

The  common  argument  for  a  democilusy,  from  the  corruption  of 
courts,  may  readily  be  retorted  :  t^QcauCe  of  corruption  is  power, 
diffuse  that  powef  among  the  people^  wi|ly>u^.a  necessary  constitu- 
tional restraint,  and  partial  cqrruption  becomes  general.  The 
court  of  Persia  was  depraved,  in  many  instances,  but  the  manners 
c»f  the  people  were  much  more  pure  4fian  those  of  the  contem- 
porary Oreeks  themselves :  foe  perticulajcs  see  Hbbodotus.  It  is 
to  be  observed  Mso,that  where  the  Persians'  religion  was  established, 
it  admitted  of  no  intercommunity  of  foreign  rites  of  foreign  opi* 
nion»— the  general  cause  of  popular  cprruptipn. 

*  The  reader  must  not  forget  that  this  was  written  at  the  com* 
mencement  of  the  French  Revglutipn.  The  trial  has  been  niade^ 
fatally  for  Europe,  which  is  now  suffering  under  the  lamentable 
consequencest  £ni 

1809. 
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TO  MRS.  F******* 


No  more  from  Henrietta's  eyes. 

From  every  grace  the  fair  that  arms^ 
Bid  me  retire  with  caution  wise. 

Nor  brave  her  conquering  charms* 

Yet,  6  my  Friend !  had  not  my  soul 

To  Beauty's  power  been  clos'd  by  Fate,        ^ 

I  sure  had  own'd  ^er  tm^it  controul| 
And  you  had  warned  too  late. 

F«r  I  upon  her  lovriy  mien 

Have  gaa'd ;  her  voice  my  ear  I'etains; , 
And  he  who  once  has  heard  aiid  seen, 

A^Uist  wear  eternal  chains. 

But  I  ^Qipi  thraldoiQ's  dread  am  free. 

Not  even  her  magic  can  prevail; 
Nor  could  ny  heart  securer  be 

If  casM  in  ten-fold  mail. 

The  force  of  Love  I  well  may  scorn  | 

Hi»  time  to  wound  my  breast  is  0*^5 
For  every  nerve  of  feeling  torq, 

I  now  can  {ieel  no  more. 

Love,  Fam^  Ambition,  all  forgot,  > 

There's  iiought  on  earth  my. wishes  cntfB 

3ui  one  calm«  sacred,  narrow  spot; 
Th^tspoty  the  silent  grave. 

n.  A.  J>AVSVP0itT. 


93 


IMITATION 

FIRST  PYTHIAN  OP  PINDAR. 

(rmAovEVT.) 
BY   LEIGH   HUNT,   ESQ, 


I 


f 


As  it  b  seUom  faand  m  EngliA  FMniBib4fait  Hm  fllMpbe  tmi 
Antifttrophe  are  without  the  Upodtt  I  tfaiolMQaie-  reaaoo  ihopld  be 
given  for  the  excliuioo  of  the  latter  ftanas  firom  the  foUowiiig 
Ode.  In  the  original  we  have  the  three  staozas»  i.  e.  the  Stsophe« 
Antistrophe.  and  Epode,  entire-;  bat  FiMhr  knew  not  the  fetters 
•f  rhyme :  he  could  weave  sacb  words  into  one  line  and  sn^h  into 
another  without  stopping  the  rapiditj  of  compositioa :  his  hnmble 
translator 'found  that  the  akerstion  of  tbesnetre  from  the  Stroph^ 
and  Antistropbe  necessary  to  ItNnm  tfa»  Epodfr  was  a  very  troable- 
aome  bar  to  the  rapidly  of  hig  ooiq^osit«}|v  and  diat  it  was  nuch 
easier  to  move  forwards  in  the'  regular  and  nniform  metre  of 
Strophe  and  Antistropbe*. than  bj-tmiBgi  out  of  the  way  to  find 
a  different  harmony.  West  in  his  trans^tiovt  of  this  vei^  Ode 
confines  himself  to  the  Decade,  as  the  metre  less  difficult  to  him 
mi  that  minute  than  the  varied  stansa'  of  the  original :  for  latitude 
and  variation  of  metre  is  not  always«n  assistant  of  composition,  unless 
in  an  irregular  blank  poem,  like  that  for  instance  of  Mr.  Southcj, 
entitled  '  Thalaba',  whioh^  by  the  byy  has  scarcely «•  more  distinct 
division  of  melwal  wiBiberi .  tiian  <tlie  effusiintt  of  the  Son  of 
Fmgaly  and  in  my  humble  oppionr  would  have  an  infinitely  m6te 
•stensive  number  of  readers,  if  it  were  printed  in  the  manner  of 
yroiey  like  Oasian  and  Telemacbus. — ^But  that  the  usage  of  the 
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Strophe  and  Antistropbe  alone  may  not  teem  nnprecedeoted  among 
our  English  Bards,  we  have  only  to  produce  an  Ode  of  a  sublime 
poet,  in  which  a  single  Strophe  and  a  single  Antistrophe  are  the 
only  two  stanzas ;  the  Ode  to  Mercy»  by  Collins :  Pmdar  himself 
sometimes  rejects  the  £pode»  as  in  the  sixth  aqd  last  Pythian 
Odes,  and  the  last  Olympic,  which  it  Monottrophaic,  and  consists 
of  two  Strophes  entirely  differing  in  metre. — ^After  all,  when  we 
consider,  that  Odes  are  now  no  longer  danced  to ;  (for  the  pro- 
fession of  a  Poet  in  these  days  it  not  quite  so  joyous)  that  we 
have  no  movements  round  the  altars  from  left  to  right,  6lc.  &c« 
to  express  the  motion  of  the  spheres  and  planets;  and  that  the 
Strophe  (jrtfi^)  and  Antistrophe  (Mm-avFft^)  took  their  names 
from  and  entirely  depended  on  th^  mevementSt  it  would  rather 
be  judged  proper  to  expel  these  stanzas,  or  rather  their  titlett  froiB 
modem  lyrics ;  and  indeed  I  should  think  it  my  daty  to  take  mv 
leave  of  them  at  once,  were  it  not  that  I  have  as  smcere  a  wisa 
as  any  translator  or  imitator  of  Pindar  ever  indulged,  that  the 
regnimrity  and  harmony  afmemureta.  his  works  should  be  particolarlj 
impressed  upon  the  mmdt  of  those,  who  imagine  that  the  Ode 
en  the  Passions,  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  or  any  other  irregular  Ode  in 
tlie  language,  is  a  true  and  excellent  imitatioB  of  the  llieban's 
manner,  and  that  the  disproportioned,  uncertain»  and  perplexed 
metre  of  Cowley  is  justly  dignified  wi^  the  title  of  Findanc.  As 
these  gentleman  cannot  read  the  Greek  of  Pindar,  (for  if  they 
could,  they  would  not  have  entertained  their  trregiUar  notions  to  long) 
let  them  turn  te  his  animated  translator  West,  or  the  original  Pio» 
darics  of  Collins  and  Gray,  and  they  will  find,  that  the  feet  of  one 
Strophe  stand  in  the  exact  position  of  those  of  the  other ;  that  the 
Strophe  and  Antistrophe  are  always  of  equal  length ;  and  that  the 
harmonV  of  the  teoood  Epode,  whether  it's  loies  vary  or  no  ia  it* 
self,  oiify  repeats  (he  harmony  of  the  fira^ 
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wAim^  Umra9  uruamf  &iC4 


STROPHE  UU 


••• 


Harp  of  gold,  thou  joy  divine 
Of  Music's  lord  and  the  Aonian  maids^ 
Whose  tresses  thro'  the  beaming  glades 
Bndit  with  the  glossy  violet  darkly  shine; 
*  Thriird  with  thy  strain,  the  mirthful  dance 
Bids  it's  entwining  charm  advance; 
And  when  deep  murm'ring  from  thy  full-swept  strittj^ 
Strong  gales  the  swelling  prelude  fling, 
Thy  raptur'd  choir  the  sign  obey, 
And  pour  the  hosts  of  sound  thro'  Heav'ns  unfathom'tlF 
way. 

ANTISTROPHE  Ist. 

t  Quenching  it's  eternal  five 

The  lighl'ning  sinks  with  all  it's  shafted  light;  ^ 

The  lord  of  tne  aerial  flieht 

Mods  on  the  sceptre  of  tn'  immortal  Sire ; 

*  Gray  bu  imitated  the  original  theught  of  these  liues  ia  Ae 
lit  Kpodo  of  his  Progress  of  Poetry ; 

Thee  the  voice*  the  dance  mhey 
Tempered  to  thy  warbled  lay^ 

U  manifestly  iho 

«r«€  MMii  fttf  i?«nci  «6. 
•r  IhiuUr. 

t  Dray  Imm  imitated  more  closely  the  original  of  these  linesf 
kU  Jjidiior  thiuks,  wMkly :  bat  I  caunol  oonceife  tbis^^^thoo^ 
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And  dropping  down  on  either  side 

His  mighty  plutnes  in  yielding  pride^ 

O'er  his  bent  visage  and  his  orbs  of  flame 

Dark  shadows  pour  in  thrilling  dream ; 

Whelm'd  in  the'  impetuous  stream  of  sound,  ^ 

He  lifts  his  arching  back  and  drops  in  sleep  profound* 


STROPHE  II. 

Wisdom  and  the  melting  Muse 
Together  mingle  a  resistless  charm  ; 
*  The  lord  of  battle  dr«ps  his  arm, 
And  heav'nly  souls  their  loftier  fancies  lose* 

he  has  omitted  one  beaatiful  phrase,  Bu^ofm  mh  wXdffVh  wfaicli 
the  attentive  West  has  but  poorly  translated,  if  I  remember  right; 

While  gentle  sleep  his  closing  eyelid  teals; 

besides  the  entire  onussion  of  that  majestic  description  of  the 
posture  of  the  royal  bird  while  dropping  to  slomber, 

vyfw  varro*  M«ffi,  &c. 

yet  I  cannot  but  think,  that  Pindar  is  not  a  little  indebted  to  his 
imitator  for  the  translation  of  his  ntXmw  mv  ^  tin  m  vi^W&c* 
"iirhich  our  Bard  has  thus  rendered; 

Quench'd  in  dark  clouds  of  slumber  lie 

The  terror  of  his  beak  and  lightnings  of  bis  eye* 

.    ♦  Km  yaf  0m» 
rat  Af9t»  Tfa;^iMV  aneBt  Xiyirt 
tyxtm  MtfMf ,  »nu  KOfhmf 
um/Aart     ■  m 

Gray  has  numbered  this  also  atnong  the  powers  of  harmony  |-«^ 

On  Thrada's  hills  the  lord  of  War 

Has  curb'd  the  fory  of  his  car, 

Axid  diopp'd  bis  thizsty  lance  «t  thy  coramaad* 
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•  But  they,  from  whom  immortal  Jove 

Has  tum*d  his  radiant  siniles  of  love, 

Whether  in  earth  or  Ocean's  dark  profound 

Hear  Discord  shriek  in  ev'ry  sound. 

Such  he  t>  the  Gods'  relentless  foe, 

tills  the  Tartarean  gulph  with  howls  of  madd'nihg  woe.- 


ANtJSTROPHE  II. 

Fierce  i¥ith  hundred-handed  strength, 

And  raging  with  a  hundred  mouths  of  pain^ 

Hcy  loud  and  irefuUy  insane. 

Bashes  with  chains  of  fire  his  mighty  length. 

1*0  him  of  old  Cilicia's  cave 

A  refuge  for  existence  gave. 

Now  Cuma,  wild  with  circling  Ocean's  roar, 

And  hot  Sicilia's  angry  shore, 

And  ^Etna's  column,  lord  of  air, 

Weigh  on  his  shaggy  breast  ponderous  and  huge  despair. 


STROPHE  III. 

Where  the  beams  of  day  expire, 

Prom  darkling  caves  big  with  horrendous  shade^ 

Fierce  hissing  o'er  it's  gleaming  head 

Spout  fiames  of  wild  ititolerable  fire. 

Mingling  the  rolling  smoke  with  gold 

The  blazing  sulph'rous  sheets  unfold ; 

*  Horace  seems  to  ascribe  to  music  a  very  different  effect  0^ 
kicked  minds.  Vide  Od.  II.  Lib.  Si 

f  lyphiEM. 


And  oft  the  vol  vent  flames  sublimely  bright, 

Breaking  the  dread  repose  of  nighty 

Deep  in  the  wave  with  wildest  CFawi .; 

Torn  from  tl/  ardurous  rock  the  feaiTul  splinters  dash. 

)■ 

Lifting  short  his  painful  head 
The  huge  Viilcanian«^OQfttcr  hyrls  on  high 
Tremendous  whirlpools  to  the  sky ; 
^Vhen  bleeding  on  the  flint's  sharp  rugged  bed^ 
And  howling  undern^th  his  woods 
An  echo  to  the  sulp'h'rous  floods, 
He  clothes  the  purple  rock  with-  clotted  gore* 
Deep  listening  to  his  fearful  roar^     >, 
Th'  Etnean  Genius  lifts  his  awful  eye, ,  a 

And  shakes  the  rocky  st«ep,  and  thunder^ .  thn>'  the 
sky.  .  , 


EPIGIIAM. 

When  the  Devil  engaged  with  Job's  patience  In  battt^ 
Tooth  and  .nail  strove  to  weiry  him^  pu^  of  his  Ufe,  - 

He  robbM  him  of  children,  slaves,  houses*,  and  cattle ; 
But,  mark  me — ^he  nc*er  thought  of  taking  his  wife* 

But  Heaven,  at  ledglli.  Job's  forbterance  rewards ; 

At  length  double  wealth,  double  honour  arrives ; 
Heaven  doubles  his  cbildr^,  slaves, houses,  and  herds-— 

But  we  dqA^t  kear  a  word: of  a  couple  rf wives, 

t  :  jit  W«  X* 
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RETROSPECTION, 


Moveraor*  nescio  ^uo  pactd,  ipsis  locis»  ^mbaty  qnortiin  admi* 
ramur,  mdsunt  vestigia.  Cx«f  ft«« 


STROPHE  L 

O!  that  to  ]^^er  spl^cre  of  lijg^ty 
That  scorns  the  mountain^  crestctl  6erght| 
Where  never  eagle  dipt  her  plunie  fn  ]goId, 

Upborne  on  wings  of  rapture  i  might  soar. 
The  world  beneath  with  tranceful  gaze  behoild. 
Then  close  my  eyes  in  night,  and  see  no  more! 
So  might  I  from  those  frozen  snows. 
Where  Norway'is  son's  disdain  repose, 
fo  where  with  blood-^etifl^'liA  tusked  mouth. 
Laps  the  fierce  boar  the  billows' of  the  South, 
With  panting  soul^'and  orbs  that  mock'  lit  space,^ 
Each  deedful  Acetic  of  carfh,  thatFlurie'  }ifis  stampf^ 
retiUce !  ' 


AKTXSTROPHE  I. 


I  •  / 


Yet  whither,  whither.  $liaU  I  turn 
The  ardour  of  my  longing  eyes, 

Yonder,  where  Lybian  deserts  bum, 

Or  thfiTtr,  where  Alpine  ramparts  rise^ 


•  •» 


99 

Or  where,  of  kingly  floods  supreme, 
Nile  rolls  his  many-raoutbed  stream ; 
Or  Scylla  holds,  with  savage  sway. 
Its  wild,  unvoyageablc  way ;  ^ 

Or  where  in  reason's  spite,  in  porop  of  pnde, 
The  angry  Persian  lashed  the  rebel  tide, 
,  Or  Macedonians  haughty  conqueror  hurl'd 
The  light'nings  of  his  spear  o'er  the  wide-\yond'ring 
world  f 


SPODE  U 

But  where  that  mighty  dome, 
That  swept  the  southern  sky,  ^. 

With  shadowy  frown  o'er  Tiber's  darkling  flood  ?— 
Low  in  the  dust  its  glories  lie! — 
Is  this  then  all  thy  boasted  grandeur,  Rome  ? 
For  this  was  half  a  globe  immerg'd  in  blood  f 
For  this  did  Brutus  from  pollution  start. 
And  Cato  sheath  the  digger  in  his  heart  ? 
Ah !  self-devour'd,  self-murther'd,  self-betray'd, 
Smcar'd  with  the  wounds  thyown  misdeeds  have  made, 
The  warning  voice  has  gone  id  vain— - 
Thy  silken  sons,  a  dastard  train,    . 
Ifl  Pleasure's  lap  supinely  lie 
And  quaff  the  cup  of  revdry  I 
Offspring  of  Scorn,  from  night  to  mom, 
Your  curst  carousals  madly  4teep,— * 
In  soft  tepo'se  your  eyelids  close, 
Hereafter  tliey  shall  wake  to  weep : 
E'en  now,  e'en  new  from  yonder  Nonheni  shores 
The  hordes  of  Carnage  rush,  and  hungry  Vengeance 
roars  J 

R2 


■  <•  < 


1      ,    '*    •  •  - 


« 
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fTBOPHC  TL 

Tet  tW  ^ark  Kom's  raven  fwaj 

Hath  swept  thy  boar  d  pomp  awaj^ 
Tho'  Supentition's  bkak  and  cowering  vuig 

Thy  shadowy  throne  with  gloomy  pride  oViipieai^ 
"We  yet  may  a»,  if  chance  our  footsteps  brinj^. 
To  mourn  thy  triamphs  lost,  thy  glories  iled. 
Where  Tolly's  lips  thy  senates  mor'd. 
Where  Horace  tun'd  the  lyre  he  lov*dp 
Or  Mantua's  Swan,  in  Caesar's  happier  day, 
Sweird  with  unruffled  plume  its  pastVal  lay* 
.  Where  Julius  fell,  and  chaste  Lacretia  poiir'd 
Her  agonizing  soul  on  Honour's  beamy  sword ! 


ANnsnioPHE  n. 

But  lo !  from  Asia's  hills  afar 

Descends  a  long  continued  train. 
Is  it  the  bickering  march  of  war, 

I'hat  throngs  with  troops  the  tenj(ed  plain  f 
.  No  thunders  rive  the  withering  air. 
Nor  helm,  nor  panoply  is  there, 
AVith  pensive  pace,  a  pilgrim  band. 
To  fair  Medina's  distant  strand, 
And  Mecca's  hallow'd  fanes  devout  they  pour, 
Trom  Carmers  cliff,  from  Tartan  Caspia's  short) 
Tyre's  golden  gates,  Sabaea's  balmy  bloom. 
And  kiis  with  holy  joy  the  dark  Usurper's  tomb. 
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£PODE  H,  ^  , 

Lift  high  the  swelling  strain, 
And  ioftif  r  notes  prepare, 
For  see,  vrhere  Albion  quits  the  westering  tide : 

So  leaves  the  lord  of  beasts  his  lair* 
-So  shakes  the  tcrrours  of  his  golden  mane : 
Queen  of  the  Isles !  fair  Honour's  bloomy  bride 
I  know  thee  now — I  know  each  craggy  seat, 
Faith's  firmest  throne,  and  Freedom's  best  retreat ; 
I  know  the  heroes  of  thy  patriot  line, 
I  know  each  raptur'd  bard,  each  sage  divine : 

Whether  thy  Shakespeare's  thunders  roU^ 
Or  Otway  charms  the  subject  soul. 
Or  Newton  kens  the  milky  way, 
Or  Milton  drinks  the  gales  of  day. 
What  tho'  aronnd  thy  native  mound 

The  frowns  of  Danger  Mrldely  spread, 
Tho'  billows  scowl,  and  tempests  howl. 
And  hover  o'er  thy  fearU>ss  head  ; 
Still  may'st  thou  urge  thine  empire  o'er  the  main* 
Kor  hurl  tny  voUied  mos^  nor  lift  the  lance  in  vain ! 

soiaiKO* 


EPIGRAM. 

VROM   THS   FRENCH   OF   OOMBAULD. 

By  showering  wealth  and  titles  splendid 
On  thee  I  the  basest  of  the  bad ! 

It  seems  that  Fortune  sure  intended 
To  drive  insulted  Virtue  mad* 

u.  ▲•  X>« 
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VERSES, 

ADDRESSED  TO  A  LADY  OF  QUALITY 

triTR   A    DRAWING   OF   LUNCARTY   IK   PBRTU8I1XRE,  THE  8CX2V1 
•f  TH£   WAULIKB   ATCHISVEMENT8    OF   HSR   A17C£810B>. 


BT  E.  CARLYLE. 


These  ckssic  niatgins  of  the  silver  Tay 
First  saw  the  prowess  of  the  godlike  Hay*  ; 
Here  with  his  gallant  stripling  sons  he  stood, 
AVbile  fluw'd  around  him  streams  of  Danish  blood. 

*  The  battle  of  Luncarty  was  foagbt  in  tb«  tenth  eentar  j  b«* . 
tween  the  Sc»ts  and^Dauely  soon  after  the  latter  invaded  Scotland 
in  the  rcdga  of  Kenneth  tiie  third  King  of  Scothind.  llie  Scots 
waited  for  the  Danes  after  their  landing,  on  the  planis  of  Lun- 
carty  four  miles  above  Perth,  when  a  bloody  battle  ensot* d»  at 
which  the  Scots  were  giving  way  oa  all  sides.  Ihty,  a  peasaut, 
accompanied  by  two  of  ms  sons,  saw  what  was  likely  to  he  the 
issue  of  the  day,  and,  armed  with  only  such  weapons  us  his  occu- 
pation ftimished  hira  with,  by  the  force  of  his  valour,  conrage» 
and  heroic  behav^iur,  he  was  not  only  instrumental  in-  bteiuming* 
the  tide  of  the  battle,  but  his  prowess  so  animated  the  retiring 
troops  of  the  Scots,  that  they  rallied,  repulsed,  and  etfcctualiy 
obliged  tlie  Danes  to  retire  in  great  di^torder  to  their  ships,  >vliich 
lay  at  anchor  at  the  mouth  of  the  Tay.  As  soon  as  Kenneth  heard 
•f  the  gallant  atchievemeat  of  the  heroic  peasant,  he  created 
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Kail  land  beloved!  thy  plains  produced  a  maiiy 
Who  "  march'd  in  freedom's  cause,  and  led  the  van;*" 
Whose  arm  uplifted  broke  th'  invading  baud. 
While  Independence  blessed  his  native  land  ; 
Oh  I  could  kneel  and  kiss  the  sacred  soil. 
Which  grew  prolific  from  the  Heroe's  toil; 
Which  nerv'd  the  sinewy  giant  ami,  that  broke^ ;  :  ^ 
The  wretched  bondage  of  a  foreign  yoke. 
And  sav'd  his  country  when  around  her.pour'd 
The  savage  lesjions  of  a  race  abhorr'd. 
And  as  amid  these  wrecks  of  time  I  trace. 
With  pilgrim  footsteps,  this  respected  place. 
Which  saw  the  splendid  actions  of  your  sire. 
Actions  succeeding  ages  still  admire  ; 
By  airy  beings  spok^  methinks  I  hear» 
These  sounds  celestial,  warble  in  my  ear: 

*  Oh  may  the  noble  lineage  thus  begun, 

*  Increase  in  splendor  by  each  virtuous  son; 

*  And  may  each  beauteous  daughter  still  unite^ 

*  An  AngeJ's  goodness,  with  the  Hero's  might; 

*  And  as  ©14  Time  advances,  may  the  name 

*  §tiU  bloom  immortal,  in  the  fields  of  Fame!** 

llii^  Earl  of  Erroll,  and  gave  hicn  as  much  land  as  a  Falcon  fl^ir 
over  bqfore  Ue  alighted.  The  ^igtit  of  the  bird  happened  to. 
be  over  the  rich  p|ajn  of  4lowrie,  commonly  called  the  gaxden  ut' 
Scotland.— -From  an  origin  so  trply  noble  are  descended  the  fami* 
lies  of  the  Karh  of  Erroll  and  K>&Oio.vl  and  the  Marquis  of  Twee- 
iale ;  and  if  true  benevolence,  e]|;alted  dignity^  and  personal 
b«autyt  any  way  distinguish  the  huu«an  character,  the  descends 
fiuts  of  so  noble  a  progenitor  prove  themselves  not  only  enuoble<i 
\^  the  Kin|(  of  Scutluud  but  by  the  King  of  Kings* 

11^  ^ 


{05 


METRICAL  REPORT 


Of  a  Medical  Conversation  httxoeen  ttoo  Apotkecariei^  <mm 
"  zcet  Day  in  October f  whUe  their  Patient  vxu  eafiring  of 
m  Dropsy. 


Pulse  doubly  felt,  and  stay  protracted 

To  hear  from  Nurse  how  draughts  had  acted; 

From  the  sick  sufferer  both  retire — 

And  rang'd  before  the  parlour  fire, 

"  Well,  Sir,*'  says  iEsculapius  Drug, 

And  drew  his  chair  to  Galen  Smug, 

**  Well,  Sir, — I  think — but  take  this  seat, 

*Tis  warmer."-— **  Dear  Sir/'—"  I  entreat:-^ 

Freely  to  state  the  case  before  us.— 

(This  black-dyed  cloth's  so  very  porous. 

And  worn  withal  so  very  thin, 

Vm  almost  wetted  to  the  skin). 

But  really,  Sir,  and  much  I  dread  it. 

This  case  will  do  us  little  credit, — 

(Had  I  of  such  a  soaking  thought, 

My  large  umbrella  I'd  have  brought.)" 

♦*  Why,  Sir,"  (says  Galen),  "  I  confe»« 

My  apprehensions  are  not  less; 

For  though  I've  tartar  tried,  and  squills. 

Fast  as  'tis  drain'd,  the  venter  fills ; 

What  process.  Sir,  occurs  to  you — 

Mix  the  same  dose,  or  try  some  new  ?* 
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*»  Why,  Sir,  (rm  getting  somewhat  diycr; 

Some  coab  here  to  the  parlour  fire). 

In  hydrop  cases,  taUs  quaUs^ 

Our  nostrum  is  the  diptuUs: 

It  rummages  th'  abdomen  well, 

And  aqueous  tumors  will  expel, 

Either  by  peristaltic  moticm. 

Or  9re  (A — almost  an  ocean/' 

**  True,  Sir; — And  yet  on  old  Huck  Ssomders, 

When  he  had  dropsy,  gout,  and  jaundice. 

About  six  days  before  he  died. 

The  drastic  you  propose,  was  tried : 

And  when  'twas  done,  the  Doctor  swora,     .  ^ 

*  Had  be  as  many  lives,  and  more 

Than  cats  entail-*-^ /«i£ini«  credit)^ 

To  save  them  all,  he'd  not  repeat  it«* 

But  maugre  tfcis — in  draught  or  pill 

ni  give  ft'^'dupermidum ml**        ' 

**  Ultinmm  wfe— that's  my  notion— 

I  too  will  send  a  potent  potion: 

At  least,  it^s  action  will  be  brief, 

And  Nature  now  asks  bold  relief.*' 

They  parted,  to  meet  thene  no  more— 
The  patient's  sufierings  soon  were  o'er  ! 


EPIGRAM. 

When  Rochester  doubted  if  one  of  his  fry. 

By  disease  or  a  cord  would  from  life  be  ejected  ; 

«  My  Lord,"  quoth  the  wag,  **  that  depends  whether  I 
By  your  mistress  or  principles  first  am  infected." 

G.  ^«  D. 


lor 


BACCHANALIAN  ODE. 

TO  M.  MENABIX 
VJLOU   THX   F&ENCH  OF   RACAV* 


rTow  tbat  Winter^  with  gloomy  and  rigorous  fway^ 
Hurls  his  tempesU*  his-ricet,  and  his'  snow  all  the  day^ 

And  keeps  us  besieg'd  by  the  fire. 
Let  us  dpown  ia  the  glass  all  our  cares  as  we  ought. 
Nor  give  taxes,  and  parties,  and  statesmen  a  thought^. 

Nor  who  fights  and  whQ  conquers  enquire* 

I  know,  dear  Menard,  all  the  works  that  you  writef . 
Fruits  immortal  of  many  a  slumberless  night, 

Will  live  till  the  world  mect;s  its  doom: 
But  what  will  it-boot  you,  dear  friend,  that  your  nadff 
^all  surely  be  read  in  the  temple  of  Fame, 

When  you  feed  the  worms  of  tho  tomb? 

Quit,  quit  then  a  toil  which  in  vain  you  bestow  I 
Of  our  nectar  delicious  in  torrents  shall  flow 

The  ruby-red  sparkling  stores. 
More  ruddy  and  bright  will  our  nectair  be  found. 
Than  that  which  young  Ganymede,  passing  arouadi 

In  the  cups  of  the  deities  pours, 

^ris  wine  that  so  swiftly  speeds  onward  the  years, 
That  each  scarce  a  day  to  our  fancy  appears : 
1'is  \Yinc  makes  us  youthful  once  more; 
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^s  wine  that  alone  from  the  bosom  bids  fly 
The  regret  and  remembrance  of  things  now  gone  by. 
And  the  dread  of  the  sorrows  in  store. 

Let  us  drink^  dear  Menard,  let  us  fill  high  our  glasses^ 
For  Time,  stealing  on,  imperceptibly  passes; 

He  leads  to  the  close  of  our  course* 
Twere  in  vain  to  entreat  for  a  moment  of  grace. 
The  years  will  as  little  their  footsteps  retrace. 

As  rivers  run  back  to  their  source. 

The  Spring,  cloth'd  with  light,  and  with  verdure,  and 

bloom, 
^lall  quickly  again  chase  the  frost  and  the  gloom; 

The  sea  has  its  ebb  and  its  rise; 
But  when  that  at  length  rosy  Youth  quits  the  ftage^ 
And  his  empire  resigns  to  the  sceptre  of  Age, 

For  ever,  tor  ever  he  flies ! 

The  laws  of  stem  Death  seize  resistless  on  all ! 
Alike  on  the  sovereign's  palace  they  fall. 

And  the  reed-covcr'd  hut  of  the  swain. 
The  Fates,  when  they  please,  destine  man  to  the  grave. 
And  the  thread  of  existence,  in  monarch  and  slave, 

By  the  same  steel  they  sever  in  twain* 

By  their  tyrannous  power  nought  on  earth  is  rever'd, 
It  strikes,  and  the  thin<Ts  that  /eternal  appeared 

Like  the  visions  of  shimberers  sink  : 
By  that  power,  dear  Menard,  we  too  soon  shall  be  led. 
In  the  regions  of  darkness  and  silence  to  tread, 

And  the  stream  of  oblivion  to  drink* 

R.  A.  DAVENPOaT, 
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ODE 


TO 


W   IMWATION   Of  HORACSi   BOOK  II.  OD,  iS. 


Otium  PiYos,  &c*  Ice  •  r 


Fon  ease,  the  weatied  Seaman  sighs 
When  cloudy  night  involves  the  skies, 

Nor  moon,  nor  stars  appear; 
IVhile  glaring  o'er  the  troubled  deep 
>f  ale  Fancy  sees  fresh  tempests  sweep, 

And  heightens  every  fear. 

For  ease  the  hardy  sons  of  war. 
The  fierce  Croatian  and  Hussar, 

'Mid  carnag'd  fields  implore. 
For  ease,  a  blessing  never  sold. 
Beyond  the  price  of  gems  or  gold, 

Those  toys  the  vain  adOre. 

For  neither  gold  por  gems  combin'd 
Assuage  the  tumults  of  the  mind 
Which  forced  the  wretch  to  roam. 


•> 
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And,  oft,  Disease  and  haggard  Care 
From  lowly  poverty  repair, 
To  haunt  the  regal  dome. 

How  happy  he,  how  truly  blest ! 
Whom  of  paternal  fields  posscst 

No  gilded  follies  lead. 
Whom  in  a  state  nor  low,  nor  kigh, 
"An  elegant  sufficiency*'  * 

Protects  from  worldly  need. 

Frail  tenants  of  Life's  fleeting  hour. 
Why  do  we  aiiti  beyond  our  power 

At  grandeur  here  below? 
Why  seek  for  ease  in  distant  skies, 
Then  learn  (too  late !)  the  bopn  wc  prize 

Tis  Virtue's  to  bestow. 

The  stings  of  conscience  can  wc  fly  ? 
Can  wealth,  can.  luxury  supply 

The  loss  of  innocence  ? 
Ko ;  ever  present  to  our  view 
Remorse  must  still  our  steps  pursue. 

And  haunt  the  dire  offence* 

The  soul,  whom  Virtue's  dictates  sway. 
Enjoys  the  sunshine  of  the  day, 

Nor  pines  at  distant  ill ; 
Assur'd  that  sorrows  arc  his  share, 
That  man's  best  state  is  mixed  with  cari 

By  Heaven's  unerring  will. 

Great  Russcl  fell  in  manhood's  bloom. 
While    —by  Fate's  mysterious  doolit, 
Yet  lingors  <m  the  stage, 

^  ThompsoB* 


*fl». 
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And  v^liile  tl^c  boon's  denied  to  Tht% 
perhaps  all-bounteous  Heaven  to  me 
j  Extendi  a  peaceful  age* 

For  Thee, — ^wbat  various  joys  combine. 
Power,  rank^  and  honors  all  are  thincj 

Hereditary  wealth ! 
For  me, — an  humbler  lot  will  please. 
An  honest  name,  domestic  case, 

frieud^i  competence  and  health.— 


W •  K 


TO  THE  MEMORY 

OF  THE 
JtlOHT  RON.  CHARLES  JAM^S  fOX; 


^ii^n  sibi,  ted  toto  genitom  ae  credere  Mondiw 


^V  iTH  boundless  stores  of  native  genius  fraug)h1^,       j 
By  Klience  cherisVdy  a,nd  by  reason  taught*    .  .^ 

Whose  publfclabours  conscious  duty  steer'd, 
Whose  social  hours  Benevolence  endear'd  ; 
Sincere  of  so)il,  by  interest  unconfinM, 
Friend  of  his  Country  and  of  all  Mankind^ 
Fox  rests  at  length  from  earthly  cares  remov't^. 
And  tastes  that  p^ace  his  gentle  Spirit  lov'd* 
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Long  on  his  (mat  bad  wasting  sickness  prcy'dj 
His  pains  encreas'd,— the  vital  springi  decayed. 
But  lingering  Death  th'  uplifted  stroke  dela/d  i 
Th'  imperfect  accents  died  npqn  his  tongue. 
And  all  around  in  silent  angui^  hung. —  . 
Yet  pure  Devotion  taught  his  soul  to  rise' 
In  humble  resignation  to  the  skies; 
Still  Hope  immortal  brightened  on  his  mien. 
And  sooth'd  the  terrors  of  the  solemn  scene  ; 
Without  a  sigh  this  being  he  resign^, 
— -Or^only  sigk'd  for  those  he  left  behind. 

Lamented  shade  !  if  'raid  the  Realms  of  Joy 
A  scene  so  low  coelestial  minds  employ ; 
If  Britain'^  woes  a"kindred  pity  share. 
Be  still  her  orphan  Sons  thy  guardian  care* 
In  some  fond  breast  thy  various  worth  infmse, 
Thy  manly  eloquence,  thy  patriot  views  ; 
Thy  pride,  that  scorn'd  aspiring  vice  alone, 
Thy  love,  that  made  another's  wrongs  thy  own, 
Thy  matchless  soul,  from  guile,  from  envy  free. 
Inspired  by  Truth  and  sacred  Liberty. 
Teach  us,  with  Peacc^j^d  iemp^'caJtc  Freedom  blestf 
Secure  in  native  dignity  to  rest ; 
Teach  us,  that  war  with  thoughtless  zeal  pursued 
Mars  social  bliss, — blasts  ,y  niversal,  good ; 
That  reason  acting  on  a  wider  plan 
By  kindred  charities  ennobles  man. 
Bids  public  weal  on  private  good  encrease, 
And  leads  thro* "  paths  of  Pleasantness  and  Peace." 

w.  F« 

81FT,  f7.  18«C 
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TO 


•   •   •  •  • 


ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY,  JAN.  — 1807. 


t 


Deprived  of  all  on  earth  I  valued  most^     . 

Bv  disappointed  hope,  and  cares  deprest,. 
Each  brighter  dream  of  (l^pectation  crost^ 

Say  'what  shall  soothe  my  lYQunded  soul  to  i^st? 

In  vain  amid  the  circles  of  the.  gay 

I  seek  a  short  oblivion  of  despair. 
To  scenes  of  solitude  in  vain  1  {stray. 

The  form  of  vanish'd  Pleasure  haunts  me.  there. 

Kc'membrance  still  recalls  the  cherish'd  hours, 
When  not  a  cloud  obscur'd  this  tranquil  breast; 

But  vain  are  all  her  visionary  powers. 
Which  only  tell  me,  that  I  once  was  blett. 

Yet  tho'  impervious  clouds  deform  the  skies. 
And  drooping  nature  fades  before  the  gloom, 

Tho'  unexpected  storms  around  me  rise, 
And  not  a  ray  the  distant  scenes  illume, 
vot.  vx.  I 
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Tho'  Hope  no  more  the  opening  prospect  cbeers, 
And  Fancy's  brighter  visions  all  decay, 

Vot  shall  Affection  to  my  latest  years, 
With  cherished  rapture  bless  thy  natal  day. 

Where'er  I  roam,  iwhate'er  my  earthly  state. 

For  thee,  my  love,  the  heartfelt  prayer  shall  rue, 

For  thee  invoke  a  milder,  happier  fate, 
And  every  bliss  which  heaven  to  me  denie^. 

Oh  !  never  may  thy  gentle  bosom  know 

The  pangs  which  rend  the  disappointed  heart, 

But  ever  as  the  varying  seasons  flow 
Each  opening  hour  some  new-bom  charm  impart. 

Be  thine  each  purer  joy  the  world  beatows, 
An  age  unvex'd  with  malady  or  strife, 

Contvnt,  alternate  pleasure  and  repose. 
And  all  that  graces,  all  that  sweetens  life. 

These  joys  (such  joys  for  thee  should  Heaven  ordain, 

In  pity  to  the  anguish  I  endure) 
May  yield  a  transitory  pause  from  pain, 

And  iootke  peihaps  the  ills  thty  catmot  cw€. 
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TO 


ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY,  JAN.  —  1808. 


WiiiLE  Hope  half  sunk  beneath  successive  fears 
Scarce  mark'd  the  cohmr  of  approaching  years; 
While  chill  Suspense,  and  varying  Cares  repress 
The  dawning  visions  of  this  anxious  breast; 
Amid  each  pang  of  absence  and  delay 
Still  was  I  wont  to  hail  thy  natal  day ; 
Still  for  thy  peace  1  pour'd  the  fervent  prayer, 
And  on  that  wish  sil^pended  half  my  care— 
— And  shall  1  now,  when  fears  no  more  annoj 
Lost  in  the  sweet  reality  of  joy ; 
When  blest  beyond  the  lot  of  man  I  see 
My  every  wish  at  length  obtain'd — in  thee  ; 
Say,  shall  I  brood  indifferent  o'er  that  fate. 
From  which  alone  my  bliss  must  take  its  datef' 
Behold  unmoved  thy  natal  morn  appear, 
Nor  bless  the  hour  that  owns  a  birth  so  dear? 
No — 'till  the  vital  bpark  shall  cease  to  glow, 
For  the«  th'  unvary'd,  heartfelt  prayer  shall  ilow — 

O  dearest  wish  of  this  unchanging  heart, 
O  more  than  power  or  riches  could  impart, 
Source  of  each  pleasure  fav*ring  heaven  can  give, 
**  For  whom,  and  whom  alone  I  ask  to  live  V 

i2 


116 

Long,  very  long,  may  this  auspicious  morn 

Rich  in  accumulated  joys  return  ; 

Rich  in  the  purest  joys  that  life  bestows, 

That  love  awakens,  or  that  friendship  knows* 

May  rosy  health  with  cheering  hand  diffuse 

Warm  o'er  thy  cheek  her  animating  hues, 

Encreasing  years  thy  sum  of  bliss  tncrease, 

And  crown  thy  latcbt  age  with  smiles  of  hope  and 

peace ! 
Yot  should  just  Heaven  a  different  lot  ordain, 
(For  life  has  often  some  alloys  of  pain !) 
Should  hastening  age,  or  malady  oppress, 
And  mar  our  dreams  of  social  happiness;— 
— In  every  worldly  ill,  in  every  care, 
This  breast  shall  ever  feel  an  equal  share ; 
Shall  make  its  greatest  bliss,  its  highest  pride, 
Thy  joys  to  heighten,  and  thy  griefs  divide. 

w.  p. 


TO  MRS.  T 

ON    ll«ADIirO    H^^l    BEAUTIFUL   POEM    OF    PSYCHE 
OR   THE    LEGEND   OP    LOVE. 

Whek  feeling,  taste,  and  genius  all  conspire 
To  claim  the  undisputed  meed  of  praise, 

In  vain,  where  all  must  envy  or  admire. 
The  feeble  tribute  of  applause  we  raise. 

For  who  shall  paint  her  worth,  whose  matchless  mind. 
Warm  with  the  elegance  of  classic  lore. 

By  reason  strengthen'd,  and  by  love  refin'd, 
Divides  the  palm  which  Spenser  own'd  before  f 
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Blest  page !  where,  whilst  the  varied  graces  shint. 
Fair  Virtue  wears  her  most  attractive  hues, 

Where  glowing  Wisdom  stamps  tb*  impressive  Hue, 
And  Truth  entwmes  the  flowen  which  Fancy  strews, 

'Tis  thine  to  bid  incautious  virtue  fly 

The  paths,  where  fell  deceits  in  ambu^  movey 

Ambition's  lure,  Suspicion's  venom'd  eye ; — 
— ^And  prize  the  calmer  sweets  of  social  love. 

For  thee,  sweet  muse,  whose  artless  strains  display 
Each  chaste  affection  of  the  female  heart, 

Thine  are  the  joys  which  never  can  decay. 
The  joys  which  virtue,  science,  truth  impart. 

These,  while  the  lighter  pleasures  of  the  hour 
A  sickly  gleam  of  dubious  rapture  cast, 

Shall  yield  their  soft,  consolatory  power 
To  bless  the  future,  auci  endear  the  past. 

^.  p. 


EPIGRAM, 

FROM  OWEN.      LIB.   V.   EP.  VI, 

Orpheus,  his  wife  to  snatch  from  IJellj 

Its  utmost  horrors  brav*d ; 
But  never  yet  did  Poet  tell 

Of  Man  by  Woman  sav'd. 


£••«•• 
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EPIGRAM. 


To  lad}  Sarah's  t'other  night 

I  went  an  hour  to  spend ; 
\Yhen,  seizing  by  n»y  button  tight, 

Thus  spoke  a  country  friend. 

^^  Who  is  that  man,  round  whom  appeart 

Such  an  admiring  crowd, 
Who  catch  his  tale  with  eager  ears. 

And  often  laugh  aloud? 

"  How  ready  every  mortal  looks 
With  bows  and  smiles  to  greet  him ! 

By  all  the  good  and  holy  books 
They  seem  as  if  they'd  eat  him  ! 

"  He  has  some  charm  !  What's  his  condition  ? 

Come  tell  me,  if  you  know  it. 
Say,  is  he  traveller,  politician. 

Wit,  orator,  or  poet  ?** 


"  No,  he  is  mote,  far  more,  than  these. 

For  they  would  vainly  try 
With  all  their  powers  combin'd  to  please. 

If  he  were  standing  by  ! 

"  His  praises  many  a  tongue  shall  swell. 

His  merit  so  abounds  I 
He  is!—"  "  What  is  he?  quickly  tell  I" 

" — Worth  five  score  tkousaad  pounds  !'* 


R.  A.  D. 
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FAITH  AND  AFFECTION  •, 


Fast  by  the  shores  of  England  lay 

The  ship  securely  moorVl; 
Nor  fear'd  the  seamen j  night  or  day. 

The  loudest  winds  that  roar'd: 
Carousing,  and  from  care  all  free. 
For  all  their  native  land  might  see. 

But  far  across  the  ocean  borne. 

With  seamen  from  his  home, 
CeasM  not  the  African  to  mourn 

His  idle  wish  to  roam; 
For  well,  no  friend  nor  home,  he  knew. 
That  he  on  England's  shores  might  view. 

He,  thoughtless  once  of  future  time. 

And  woes  he  ne'er  had  known. 
With  strangers  for  a  distant  clime— 

— A  boy — forsook  his  own ; ' 
And  in  his  floating  new  abode 
Over  the  seas  delighted  rode* 

*  The  circamstances  of  these  linei  were  stated  in  the  Bew»- 
papers  and  magazines  about  a  year  ago*  The  boy  caoie  from  the 
Cape  ot*  Good  Hope  in  one  of  his  Majesty's  ships  the  Zealaftd* 
then  l^ing  at  the  Nore,  as  serrant  to  an  Officer  on  board*  Mid 
was  known  to  be  possessed  with  the  faith  of  his  country* 

I  4 
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,  No  chains  of  slavery  he  wore, 

No  tyrant's  call  obey'd; 
The  bonds  himself  he  sought  he  bore  i 

And  in  a  garb  array'd 
That  mi.^ht  his  willing  office  tell, 
He  serv'd  a  gentle  master  well. 

* 

But  change  of  climate  never  can 
Drive  nature  from  the  mind: 

Soon  thn/  the  plains  in  dreams  he  ran| 
And  woods  he  left  behind  : 

There  with  his  comrades  would  rejoice. 

And — started  at  his  mother's  voice. 

Short  was  the  solace  then  he  found 

In  his  own  hills  and  dales; 
And  to  the  melancholy  sound 

Of  dashing  waves  and  sails, 
Arous'd  from  that  delusive  sight, 
He,  list'ning,  wore  away  the  night. 

So  to  his  shudd'ring  dreams  awhile. 

And  to  his  hopeless  days. 
He  meekly  bent,  and  with  a  smile 

Could  e'en  on  England  gaze: 
For  tho'  despair  was  all  around, 
His  heart  it's  liberty  had  found. 

Not  the  deep  shades  of  night  he  chose 

To  veil  his  purpos'd  deed; 
But  the  bnglii  morning; — from  his  woes 

For  ever  lo  be  freed — 
He  from  the  vessel's  lofty  side 
Vlung'd  lar  into  the  foaming  tide. 
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Nor  plungfd  unseen;  nor  him  the  wavd 
Swept  from  the  aching  view 

So  swiftly  but  perforce  to  save 
The  fearless  seamen  flew: 

But,  shunning  aid  of  cord  or  plank. 

With  calm  complacent  mien  he  sank. 

So  he  again  a  mother  sought 

In  his  own  home  to  view ; 
For  the  wild  faith  he  there  was  taught 

Was  all  of  death  he  knew  : 
And  she,  for  whom  his  heart  had  pin'd, 
Altho'  a  Hottentot — was  kind ! 

ICABCH  n,  1805. 


STANZAS, 

WRITTEN   IN   THE   CHAPEL   OF   ROSLIV. 

Through  the  cold  twilight  of  the  haunted  aisle 
The  lunar  beam  of  shadowy  Autumn  falls, 

And  the  low  winds,  like  whispering  voices,  steal 
Thro'  the  arch'd  casements  of  the  gothic  wallg. 

And  ghastly,  mid  the  visionary  gloom. 
The  awful  phantoms  of  forgotten  years 

pend  o'er  the  slumbering  warrior's  ruin'd  tomb, 
And  bathe  the  marble  with  unearthly  tears. 
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Hark  in  the  deep  pause  of  the  fitful  storm 

Celestial  music  warbles  to  the  night ; 
And  trauced  Fancy  views  a  lovely  form, 

On  yon  proud  battlements'  *  tremendous  height ! 

Her  white  robes  flutter  in  the  eddying  air, 
Love's  holiest  lustre  lights  her  humid  eye, 

The  dewy  ringlets  of  her  golden  hair 

Stream  in  tiie  blast,  that  thunders  thro'  the  sky. 

To  catch  the  first  j^limpse  of  the  polished  helm, 
That  binds  her  absent  warrior's  kingly  brow, 
Alone  she  watches,  tho'  the  tempests  whtlm 
'  The  waving  woods,  and  trembling  cliffs  below. 

Ah  !  little  dreamM  she  the  Iberian  gales. 
That  shook  the  blossoins  of  the  orange  grove. 

Par  far  from  her  and  Roslin's  fairy  vales, 

Blew  o'er  the  cold  grave  of  her  murdered  love  f. 

And  still  when  falls  the  pale  autumnal  even. 
The  lone  Enthusiast  lingers  in  the  dell. 

To  hear  soft  ihingling  with  the  breath  of  Heaven    ^ 
The  widow'd  mourner's  aerial  vespers  swell. 

Edinburgh. 

-ADELINE, 

♦  Roslin  Castle. 

t  In  allusion  to  St.  Clair  of  Roslin  nho  undertook  a  pilgrimage 

to  the  Holy  Land  with  the  heart  of  Robert  Bruce,  but  was  driven 

by  contrary  winds  upon  the  coast  of  Spain,  and  en>zagiug  iu  the 

tervice  of  the  Spanish  King,  was  slain  in  a  battle  wiih  tiie  Moonl 
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ONES 


TO  MISS  STEWART 


•CCAIIONED     BY    READING    AV   ODE   TO   DR.   FIRGT   BKIIIOP    Off 

DROMORE. 

BY   THE    LATE    WILLIAM    PRESTON,    ESQ* 


How  sweet  the  praise  that  Percjf  p;ain<(. 
From  lips  of  Truth  in  tuiicful  strains! 
Su^  praise,  when  he  from  earth  retires, 
Awaits  him  in  seraphic  choirs : 
A  praise  on  earth,  alas,  too  rare, 
Giv'n  by  the  innocent  and  fair. 
And  all  unlike  the  venial  meed 
Sold  to  the  base  or  bloody  deed : 
An  incense  truly  worthy  heaven. 
By  Virtue  wreathed  to  Virtue  giv'n. 
A  Percy's  genius  well  may  find 
The  wreath,  by  fairy  fingers  twin'd, 
The  virtues,  that  inform  his  heart. 
The  applauses  coral  lips  impart. 
But  sooth  to  say,  respected  sage. 
These  studies  well  thy  cares  engage. 
Their  converse  suits  thee  well,  ere  long 
Ordain'd  to  join  the  shadowy  throng: 
But  alien  from  the  youthful  ears 
The  music  of  departed  years. 
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Why  fair  enthusiast,  art  thou  led. 

To  change  the  living  for  the  dead  ? 

When  Fancy's  torch  would  guide  thy  feet 

To  Melancholy's  chill  retreat,- 

The  cloister's  damp,  the  vaulted  gloom. 

Where  sleep  the  tenants  of  the  tomb ; 

TTis  like  some  false  Magician's  light, 

That  dames  misled,  and  prowest  Knight, 

Far  from  the  cheerful  ways  of  men 

To  brazen  tower,  or  dragon's  den. 

Thy  sex  and  age  are  wont  to  prove 

The  praise  of  beauty,  lays  of  love. 

Why  then  do  chivalry  and  arms, 

Why  boast  the  dead,  for  thee  such  charms? 

Go  join  the  sportive  and  the  young 

By  youths  be  lov'd,  by  Bards  be  sung  ; 

The  fair  enthusiast  shall  inspire 

The  sportive  reed,  the  serious  lyre. 

The  times  of  old,  by  Fancy  drcst, 
With  admiration  frll  thy  breast. 
Yet,  trust  the  muse,  our  modern  days 
Deserve,  at  least,  their  share  of  praise. 
Not  fated  were  our  sires  to  find 
The  fairest  grace  of  female  mind  ; 
Genius  and  taste  our  joys  refine, 
By  polish  female  virtues  shine; 
And  oft  in  private  life  we  know 
What  scarce  a  cealra  or  age  could  show. 
And  northern  climes  and  modern  days, 
Can  emulate  the  Grecian  praise  ; 
Nor  hear  we  Sappho's  love-sick  song. 
But  numbers  like  the  Alcaic  strong, 
That  scorn  the  dance  and  myrtle  bower 
For  solemn  themes,  and  virtue's  power. 
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While  tender  hearts,  with  feeling  fraught. 
Yet  more  endear  each  noble  thought* 
Nor  does  domestic  worth  refuse 
Alliance  with  tl/  elated  Muse. 
But  brings  the  train,  in  other  times 
That  secm'd  to  fly  the  child  of  rhymes^ 
Yet  even  in  these  luxurious  days. 
Are  female  happiness  and  praise; 
Duty,  that  soothes  a  parents  life. 
The  soften'd  friendship  of  the  wife. 
Firm  Patience,  Resignation  mild. 
And  Hope,  Religion's  fairest  child. 
And  these  a  brighter  wreath  bestow, 
Than  Genius  wins,  or  Victors  know. 


EPIGRAM. 

ON  A  TALL  YOUNG  LADY. 

On  Nature !  Nature !  how  the  world  you  cheated 
When  Delia's  form  majestic  you  created ! 
Why  thus  capricious  didst  thou  spoil  the  whole. 
And  give  so  large  a  maid,  so  small  a  soul ! 
Thus  the  fantastic  Monarch  of  the  Nile, 
Rais'd  the  fam'd  Pyramid's  gigantic  pile, 
(A  prouder  work  the  world  has  never  known) 
Aud  all  to  hold  a  Uttk  chat  ofttomc. 
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FROM  THE  ITALIAN, 


**  Amiam  6  bcUa  lola." 


lo  Love,  to  Love  incline  thine  heart. 
For  time,  alas !  my  Julia,  flies 

More  swiftly  than  the  feather'd  dart 
By  which  the  agile  panther  dies. 

Thy  blooming  youth  is  but  an  hour, 
Too  quickly  gone,  returning  never! 

Thy  matchless  beauty  but  a  flower, 

Which  passing  minutes  soon  shall  sever. 

The  Sun  may  quit  th'  ethereal  plain. 
And  low  in  ocean  quench  his  light, 

Yet  on  the  morrow  shall  he  reign, 
In  all  his  wonted  glories  bright. 

The  woods,  at  Winter's  stern  command, 
Must  quickly  yield  their  verdant  hue; 

But  gentle  Spring  is  still  at  hand. 
Their  pristine  beauties  to  renew. 

But  Man  no  second  noon-tide  knows. 
No  second  Summer,  Man  shall  chear ; 

Age  his  meridian  hours-must  close. 
And  death  for  ever  end  his  year. 


127 

And  there,  where  low  shall  lie  his  head, 
In  the  cold  confines  of  the  tomb. 

In  the  dread  mansions  of  the  dead. 
The  voice  of  love  shall  never  come* 

Then  let  us,  Julia,  whilst  wc  may, 
Devote  our  hearts  to  love  and  joy. 

And  gather,  while  they're  fresh  ^ud  gaji 
The  roses  of  the  amorous  boy* 

Avaunt  each  aged,  envious  sire, 

Who'd  frown  upon^ourharmless  bliss  ; 

Not  all  your  wisdom,  all  your  ire- 
Shall  rob  us  of  a  single  kiss* 

Then,  ah !  to  love  incline  thine  heart. 
For  time,  alas  !  my  Julia  flies 

More  swiftly  than  the  feathered  dart 
By  which  the  agile  panther  dies. 


••  V.  I. 


EPIGRAM. 

To 


LoMo,  long  at  yovr  feet  did  I  sigh ! 

But  at  length  I'm  indifferent  grown* 
E'en  thus  did  poor  Niobe  cry,  J 

'^i  she  found  heiielf  Uurn'd  i^to  itojoe* 


a  w.i» 
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JUVENAL, 

8tli  SATIRE 

IMITATED^ 

BY   DR.    DRENNAN. 

^  Slemraats  quid  ^Miant." 


Say  ye  who  perch  on  lofty  Pedigree, 
What  fruit  is  gathered  from  the  parchment  tree? 
Broad  as  it  spreads,  and  tow'ring  to  the  skies. 
From  root  plebeian  its  first  glories  rise. 
What  then  avails,  when  rightly  understood 
The  boast  of  ancestry,  the  pride  of  blood? 
Through  the  long  gallery's  pictur'd  walk  to  tready 
And  pompous,  ponder  on  the  mighty  dead ; 
Where  greatness  rattles  in  some  rotten  frame. 
And  the  moth  feasts  on  Beauty's  fading  flame? 
O'er  the  pale  picture  and  the  noseless  bust, 
Oblivion  strews  a  soft  sepulchral  dust ; 
The  line  illustrious  seems  to  stain  the  wall. 
And  the  sublime  of  soot  envelopes  all. 

What  could  the  trophy'd  lye  to  *  *  ♦  ♦  aton« 
For  British  honour  mortgag  a  with  his  own  ?.     '  ;      *• 
His  nightly  cares,  and  watchings  to  sustain        ''*-■'.. 
A  bank  at  Pharoah,  and  a  chess' campaign  ?  •        •  •  •'  i 
While  Wolfe  Vn  high  in  pictdr'd  glory  lies,- 
The  cry  of  yict'ry  nails,  andi  smiling  dyes. 


129 

Dare  *♦•••••  y  claim  the  honours  of  his  kind  } 
The  pompous  lineage  shames  the  pigmy  mind. 
His  coat  armorial  chalk'd  upon  the  floor, 
Costs  what  would  satiate  a  thousand  poor : 
Well  pleased  the  Peer  one  moment  to  amuse. 
Then  yields  the  pageant  to  the  dancci^s  shoes. 

Base-born  sucn  men,  tho'  fill'd  with  regal  blood ; 
ThjB  truly  nohle  are  the  truly  good : 
And  he  whose  manners  through  his  morals  shine. 
May  boast  himself  of  the  Milesian  line. 
Let  plain  Humility  precede  hi^  Graces 
Let  modest  Virtue  walk  before  the  MacCm 
Office  and  rank  arc  duties  of  the  mind, 
The  rights  they  claim  are  debts  they  owe  their  kind ; 
And  not  a  voice  among  the  nameless  croud, 
That  may  not  cry — ^Tis  I  who  make  them  proud* 

To  rule  strong  passions  with  a  calm  controul. 
To  spread  around  a  sanctity  of  soul, 
That  meets,  serene,  the  foam  of  public  strife. 
And  perfumes  every  act  of  lesser  life  ; 
Virtue  to  feel,  and  virtue  to  impart, 
That  household  god  who  consecrates  thb  heart. 
Flies  from  the  fretted  roof,  the  gilded  dome, 
To  rest  within  an  humbler,  happier  home— 
— Behold  the  gentleman !  confessed  and  clear, 
For  Nature's  patent  never  made  a  Peer, 
The  mean  ennobled,  nor  adom'd  the  base ; 
Merit  alone,  with  her,  creates  a  race. 
Conspicuous  stars,  in  chart  of  hist'ry  plac'd 
To  cl^r  ike  dreary,  biographic  waste, 
th  their  own  right,  they  take  their  seat  sublime  ^ 
And  break  illustrious  through  the  cloud  of  time. 

From  nicknam'd  curs  these  titles  first  began^ 
A  spaniel-^'Cato :  then  my  iord-<-a  man, 

Tpt,  VI.  K 
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The  syif-satne  irony  was  irsrsfd  to  suit 

The  fawning  biped,  and  the  fawning  brute^ 

AVhilc  Pompey  snores  upoii  itfy  \tidfi  I'ap, 

The  infant  lordlicg  feeds  or  staWes  on  pap. 

Puppies  went>red  are  Cissai^ctinto  hme^ 

And  T»»>*    ♦♦•♦••♦•*  ^^  gj^aft  *  *  ♦^^  ♦  if'i^ 

Nande. 
Stitl  as  the  name  grow^  sD^rd  and  gathefS  dirt 
The;^  shift  their  ti3e,  as  tftey  change  tHfeir  afhirt : 
Some  newer  honour  ibake^  them  ^hit6  a^d  fair; 
•  ♦  *  *  •  Y  soaps  Tofia^anid  Jack  is  eleaiBM'  by  ♦  •  •  *  •• 
But  how  can  Wasn  of  He^£^ldry  efface  ' 
The  name  of  ♦  •  *  *  *,  and  dignify  disgrace  t 
Can  peerage  blazon  o^er  the  pensioned  page, 
Or  give  a  ^loss  to  ignominious  age  ? 
Himself,  the  prirtie  corruptot  of  his  law^, 
Himself  the  grievance  that  incens'd  he  draws  ^ 
Not  to  be  blam'd,  but  in  a  tender  tone, 
Not  to  be  prais'd  but  with  a  heart-fch  gtoan  ; 
He  lives  a  lesson  for  all  future  titfle^ 
Pathetically  great,  and  paiiiftilty  iUblim^ 

O  why  is  genius  burs'd  with  length  of  days! 
The  he^  still  flourishing,  the  h<iart  deCays  ; 
Protracted  life  makes  virtue  Jess  secure, 
The  death  Of  witi  i$  Seldom  premature. 
Quench'd  too  by  'yea,rs  gi^atitic  Jf^******^  2etf» 
Th'  unwieldy  Elephant  was  teught  to  kiietl  ^ 
Bore  his  strong  tow'r  to  pWase  a  servilie  couft»   ' 
And  wreath'd  his  lithe  proboscis  for  their  ip6r%. 

Of  »  ♦  •  •  .♦  and  ♦•»*»♦*»  fly  ttf  oppfbbricH^ 
farae>  '     / 

And  if  you  seek  th^  glory^  dr«ad  the  shame* 
The  much-prais'd  pres^  has  niiad^  abortive  meiD^ 
The  hand  herculean  lifts  thb  jpUuy  pen  ; 
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For  clang  of  ann^ut;'  and  for  deedU  sublime 
Much  pointed  pe)iQdy.  ]|9.^cU  .syllabic . ebimit*     • 
Return  to  bimrfrcnn^bompur  satire  vpiio^ 
Rich  in  the  blood  of  ,cpiicubine$  and  iqngs  :',  . 
With  greatness  rising  froin  a  ^randsire^s  bon^ 
And  bastard  honour  from  a  bastard  .throne. 
<£acb't<^2id>ji^^init)i^.true  succession  shows^ 
Th'  imperial  purple  fiame&  upon  his  nose* 
"  Avaunt/'  'he  cries, "  ye  vulgar,  and  y^  ba^i 
Learn  the  prerogatives  of  roy^l  vaoe ;  - 
From  YprJc  |U)d  Lancaster  .cbnjoin'd  I  comfy 
Sink  down,  ye  dreg^!  I  float  at  t<;|p^the  scumJ 
Live  long,  great  JB^yj^blow  of  the  royal  line, 
Long  as  the  coa^ar^  t^K'd,  wt^ch  mak^  ycpii'shinfi 
Yet  grant,  that  som^j.ti]e  lo^yest jof  the'tlitpngf 
Have  known  th»  rigbjt, je^-.wu11  as  Celt  thp  wrppj^; 
That  he  wb^  ruj'd'  with  iron  rod.  th^.  .s^iey* 
And  at  whose  feet  the  broken  scc^ptre  U^9;  i,  . 
He,  too,  whose  .^riug  democratic  pe^n, 
Gives  common  sense  ob^q  mor^  to  comiuon  men^ 
Who  smiles  at  genjius  v^  infusion  hurrd. 
And  with  light  iQver  .^ leifittes  the  world  ; 
Grant,  that  such  j^en,  ,th<)  Adams  of  thjeir  line,^ 
Spring  from  tlief  earth>  b^t  ovirn  a  sire  divine* 
While  you,  with  ancestry .  ftro^nd  you  plac'^ 
In  bronze;,  or  marble^  porfi^l^^in  or  paste. 
May  rise,  at  death,  to.f^abastQfi  fame, 
And  gain  the  smoke; of  Hoj^gTr.not  the  fijame. 

Thus  far  for  him  the  pr^i^d  inflated  Iprd. 
With  father  coixcubin'd^,  and  mother  wfiQr^a !  ,     '   ' 
In  all  so  high  in  rank»  -or  n^an,  or  woman,. 
No  sense  so  rare  as  .wbat.^/i  caU  the  coqpaon. 
$coming.th4t  l^vel,  tbi^y  ti^stm^  the  skies,      . 
Like  the  puft  .ktg.  mime  li^tom  WM^es  it  lisff^ 
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Initios  Rnd  arms  tlic  varnisbecl  silk  may  toRV 
Within  'tis  nought  but  pestilential  air. 

What^  honor  f '  virtue  to  its  height  refin'd. 
The  felt  aruma  of  the  un^iccn  mind, 
That  chcais  the  senses,  tbo*  it  cheats  the  sight; 
AikI  spreads  abroad  its  elegant  delight. 

Turn  from  the  past — and  bring  thy  heaoA 
Thyself — the  ancestor  for  times  tO'  come. 
Not  the  low  parasite^  who  prowls  for  bread. 
So  mean  as  he  who  }Scn%  upon  tha  dead  ; 
From  some  diy'd  momHiy  draws  his  noble  daim, 
Snuils  up  the  foetbr  and  believes  it  fame. 

Be  just,  be  generous,  sdr-dopendant,  braver 
Think  nothing  meaner  than  a  titled  sla^-e ; 
Coolly  resolve  to  act  the  patriot  part. 
Join  Sidney^ |w&r,  to  RusseKs  lealoos  heart: 
>Vith  proud  complacence  stand,  like  Pidmer  pure? 
Or  with  mild  dignity  of  honest  Ifuir, 
Before  the  brazen  bulls  Qf  law,  and  hear 
The  si\va|jo  sentence  with  a  mile  sewre  ; 
A  smile  that  deems  it  mercy  to  be  huri'd 
M'h^^re  oiie  ir.xiy  tread  against  the  pKsent  wori4» 

What  is  l:iV\krr  f  its  zest  and  spirit  gone. 
The  Ho^er  faded  and  the  essence  iown  \ 
What  prrcir*.??  balm»  what  aromatic  art. 
Can  cleanse  (K^Uutiou  from  the  public  hearty 
Better  to  make  the  farthe:st  earth  our  hone. 
With  nature's  commoners  at  large  to  roam^ 
Than  join  this  social  war  of  clan  to  cka, 
Wherv  civil  lite  has  barbarii'd  the  man. 

Behold  yon  isle,  the  glory  of  the  West, 
By  nature's  hand  ia  lin^ly  vetdors  drest, 
liVw  lo  tae  world  it  spreads  its  barboni^d 
^  ud  proudly  swdb  abow  th*  AtkMic  lidc^ 
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Where  to  Ae  Ocean  Sbannon  yields  hit  ttore 
Aud  scorns  the  channel  of  a  subject  shore; 
Green  meadows  spread — resplendent  rivers  rum*- 
A  healthy  climate  and  a  temp'rate  sun* 
There  Misery  si-ts  and  eats  ker  lazy  root. 
There,  man  is  {^roud  io  dog  his  brother  brute: 
In  sloth  the  Genius  of  the  isle  decays. 
Lost  in  his  own,  reverts  lo  former  day$ ; 
Yet  ^tiiiy  like  I^ar,  would  in  his  hovel  ruld, 
Mock'd  by  the  madman,  Jested  by  ihe  fool — • 

There,  meot  th'  extremes  of  raiik — there  social  art 
Has  leveird  mankind  by  their  selfish  heart* 
There,  no  contented  middle  rank  we  trace, 
The  sole  ambition  to  be  rich  and  base. 
Some,  o'er  their  native  element  elate 
Like  ice-form'd  islands  tower  in  frozen  state  ; 
Hepd  all  natvve  with  their  gelid  breath. 
And  what  seems  harbour  is  the  jaw  of  death. 
The  wretched  mass  heat  down  the  struggling  mind, 
Kor  see,  nor  feel  their  country,  or  their  kind, 
But  bow  the  hack  and^  bend  the  eye  to  earth, 
And  strangle  feeling  in  its  infant  birth. 
Through  all,  extends  one  sterile  swamp  of  soul. 
And  fogs  of  apathy  invest  the  whole. 

Thrice  blest  in  &te,  had  Strongbow  never  bpra 
His  band  of  robbers  to  green  Erin's  shore ! 
In  savage  times  the  seat  of  learning  known. 
In  times  refin'd,  itself  the  savage  grown. 
Left  to  herself,  she  of  herself,  had  join'd 
Surrounding  nations  in  the  race  of  mind  ; 
With  them,  workM  off  the  rough  barbarian  soul, 
With  them,  progressive  to  a  common  goal. 
Her  petty  chieftains  conquered  by  the  throue, 
For  §innm(m  interest,  while  it  meant  its  own ; 
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Bj  laMj  mt  kngtli,  the  King  to  Peo|ile  chain'd, 
fits  duties  modeird  and  their  ri^ts  raaintunTd  ; 
From  strong  cottision  of  internal  strife 
Had  sprung  an  energy  of  pnhlic  life ; 
(For  pain  and  traYail  that  precede  the  birdi 
Endear  sweet  Freedom  to  the  BM>ther  earth) 
Then  man  bad  raisM  his  spacious  forehead  fai|^» 
Lord  of  himself,  the  sea,  the  soil,  the  sky, 
Twin'd  roiind  his  sword  the  wreath  of  eiric  art. 
And  pror'd  the  wisdom  of  a  fearless  heart; 
Ko  penal  cos5e  had  then  impal'd  the  land ; 
No  stranger  Conrt — no  King  at  second-h^^. 


TO  HISS  £.   H.  WITH  SOME   GOITAB  MUSIC, 

^  OT  in  the  trifling  tinkling  lyre 

Is  Music  sought  or  found  : 
The  voice  must  with  the  note  CDn$pire> 

And  minde  sense  with  sound. 

Far,  far  beyond  the  finger's  art 

One  thrilling  weeping  tope. 
That  makes  the  strings  of  eVry  heart 

Responsive  to  thy  oivn* 

Yet  vain  the  voice  and  tinkling  strings, 

With  all  their  arts  curobiu'd. 
But  to  their  aid  Eliza  brings, 

The  music  of  the  mind. 

Still  may  that  living  lyre  impart, 

More  bliss  than  meets  the  ear, 
And  gladden  still  a  mother's  heart, 

And  be  to  one— more  dear. 

DR.  BRB^KAV/ 
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Stanzas, 

WRITtKN  IK  A  VOLUME  OF  MEMOAIALS  SACRBB^ 
TO  FRIEKDSHIPy  BELONGING  TO  ROBERT  BOVRNB 
ESQ.  OF  DUBLIN. 

Oh  ye  who  mock  Affection's  sacred  name^ 

Her  angel  nature  and  her  balmy  tear, 
Who  never  triumphed  in  a  brother's  fame. 

Nor  deemed  it  sweet  to  hold  another  dear; 

Whose  names  with  bigot  Ignorance  are  found. 
Beyond  her  abject  sphere  afraid  to  move; 

Who  never  breathM  on  Fancy's  fairy  ground, 
Unwarm'd  by  Scicuice  and  unknown  to  love  ; 

Turn  from  these  tablets,  to  remembrance  dear ; 

For  know  the  natives  of  a  generous  breast 
Stampt  their  fair  semblance  in  a  vision  here, 

And  Genius  guards  what  holier  friendship  blest. 

But  ye,  whose  souls  a  proud  allia.nce  claim 
With  those  baptis'd  the  family  of  Heav'n, 

Trace  on  these  leaves  your  consecrated  naii^c. 
The  name  that  Virtue  to  her  sons  hath  giv'n. 

Memorials,  sacred  to  the  conscious  heart ! 

Ye  glow^  the  pledge  of  happier  days  to  come, 
When  health's. warm  colour  $hall  no  more  desert 

The  cheek  that  crimsons  at  the  thought  of  hom«. 

Ah !  when  the  emerald  billows  of  the  west, 
Shall  bear  thee  back  to  Erin's  beauteous  isle. 

The  vivid  pictures  on  these  leaves  imprest 

Shall  wa)(c  ho  more  a  stranger's  mournful  smile. 
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Ko  more  shall  wake  with  cabalistic  power 
The  native  scenes  to  filial  duty  dear. 

Nor  troubi'd  Fancy  in  her  feverish  hour. 
Chill  the  warm  heart  with  many  an  anjuous 


These  simple  lines  may  then  the  spell  possess^ 
Lodged  in  the  reliques  parted  friends  levor. 

And  memory  still  the  mmk/jt  varik  shall  bless  % 
That  made  thee  feel  thou  wast  no  Exile  bete. 


TO 


I  E8,  yesy  I  own  it  was  a  tear : 

A  tear  too  shed  for  thee» 
But  chide  me  not,  thou  tyrant  dear. 
No  more  such  tears  thou'lt  see. 

For  though  it  lent  some  little  ease. 

Midst  griefs  I  dar'd  not  speak, 
^  Yet  ere  another  shall  displease 
My  full,  fond  heart  shall  break. 


6.  w.  I. 


*  Allnding  to  Mr.  Boornc's  residence  hi  the  family  of  tW 
Atrthoi's  friend,  Dr.  Andcnou,  for  the  recovery  of  his  health. 
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LINES  TO  S.  S. 

Wira^KQTZEBUE'S  FLAYI. 


A  Muse  that  pleases,  without  rule  or  art^ 
The  child  of  nature  and  an  honest  heart. 
That  fears  on  Fanc/s  wings  too  far  to  roanip 
Rapt  in  the  sweet  concentred  bliss  of  home; 
A  foreign  muse  (^— tho'  nothing  said  or  sung. 
To  me  seems  foreign,  save  the  heartless  tongue) 
Thy  Drennan  sends — ^his  zest  for^reading  flown  | 
Ev'n  tears  seem  selfish  when  they're  shed  alone. 
No  voice  to  praise — ^no  darling  Sarah  near. 
No  lip  of  love  to  catch  tne  falling  tear, 
No  neck  inclining  to  the  soft  caress^ 
No  eye  to  glisten,  and  no  hand  to  press, 
No  mouth  to  meditate  the  matron  kiss, 
While  the  heart  palpitates  for  nameless  bliss, 
No  sigh  for  something  future,  unpossessed, 
No  smile,  that  says — ^Be  with  the  present  bless'S* 
If  sorrows  double,  when  we  feel  alone. 
And  pleasure  palls,  when  only  felt  by  one; 
If  sympathy  still  makes  the  suffering  less. 
And,  by  dividing,  adds  to  happiness ; 
If  earth  meets  heav'n  but  by  partaken  bliss, 
And  heav'n  grows  brighter  heaven  when  angels  kiss  i 
Oh,  then,  sweet  Sarah,  hasten  te  his  arms. 
Who  shares  thy  joys,  will  sooth  thy  seft  alarms^ 
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On  whom  thy  trembling  confidence  may  rest. 
That  fluttering  bird  which  beats  within  diy  breast. 
And  fearSy  yet  longs,  to  leave  the  fiarent  nest. 

Oh !  come  to  Him,  who  in  the  husband's  name. 
Has  father's,  mother^s,  sisler^a,  brothef's  claim  ; 
And  if  'tis  duty  that  alone  can  move. 
The  first  of  duties  is  the  law  of  love. 
The  law  that  circumscribes  both  earth  and  skies. 
Forms  but  a  wedding  ring  of  ampler  size, 
Where  emerald  stati,'  MflF^KiaAidiid  suns  combine 
To  grace  a  finger  of  the  hand  divine : 
That  law,  that  ring,  my  Sarah,  m^kes  thee  minc^ 

Oh !  may  our  little  ring.  Whin  this  lai^r  6mxA 
Share  the  same  fate^  the  same  immortal  round  ; 
And  if  attachment  e'er  should  lose  its  forqe^ 
Then  Nature — break  thy  ring,  and  Jkeep   the  IUm^ 
divorce. 


THE  SOUTAIRE. 


While  bending  o'er  the  lettered  page, 
I  muse  on  Science,  Wisdom,  TruA; 

I  seek  the  tranquil  mind  of  age, 
But  feel  the  glowing  soul  of  youth. 

And  while  with  wits  deceased  I  ilive, 
Still  from  the  converse  rising,  ever 

I  sigh,  and  wish  that  heaven  wouJd. give 
One  active  talker— half  as  clever. 

And  though  the  stoics'  colder  rules, 

Mi|i^ht  change  my  beating  heart  to  slo.ne, 

I  fly  from  stoics,  wits,  and  scIioqIs,    /'.  ^ 
Wheu  love  asserts  me  for  his  owa. 
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MODERATE  WISHES. 


LxT  Alexander's  discontented  soul 

Sigh  for  another  world's  encreased  controul, 

Ill-weaved  Ambition  has  no-joya  (qt  me, 

Nor  sordid  Avarice  am  I  slave  to  thee. 

I  only  ask  twelve  thousand  pounds  a  year, 

And  Cunyen's  country-house  on  Windecmere; 

A  mistress  kind,  and seiisibleiandfaif^ 

And  many  a  friend,  and  not  a  single  care  I ' 

I  am  no  glutton,— no,*^I  never  wish 

A  Sturgeon  floating  in  a  golden  dish; 

At  the  Piazza  satisfied:  to  pa^  ^ 

A  guinea  for.  my  dinner  every  dayt        '  * 

JVhat  tho'  shrewd  iErskino  isit  the  bar  we  vieyr, 

,As  famed  as^ Croesus  and  as  wealthy  too? 

I  only  ask  the  eloquence  of  Fox, 

To  leap  like  Ireland  and  like  Belcher  box ; 

To  act  as  Garrick  4i<i»  or  any  how  .  * 

Unlike  the  heroes  of  the  Buskin  now ; 

To  soar  like  Gamerin,  thro'  fields  of  jair, 

To  win,  like  Villiers,  England's  richest  fair; 

Thy  age,  Methusalem,  or,  if  not  thine. 

An  immortality  of  love  and  wine.  ' 

FIB.  1807. 
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EMILY, 


XBOTATED  FROM  AN  IRISH  lONNI? 


BT  XBAHCIS  SKUREAT  ▲•  V. 


TVas  near  die  ivhite,  thorn  on  the  brow  of  the  vale, 

I  sp/d  the  first  breaking  of  day ; 
The  mom  kiss'd  the  rose,  as  she  blushingly  smiled. 

To  welcome  the  season  of  May. 

Dear  joy  of  my  heart,  my  Emily  rise; 

More  fair  than  the  bright-beaming  mom, 
More  chaste  than  the  rose-bud  when  weeping  with  dew, 

More  sweet  than  the  blossoming  thorn. 

Thy  looks  are  serene,  as  when  clear'd  by  the  sun 
Shines  bright  the  blue  face  of  the  skies; 

The  sweets  of  the  honeycomb  dwell  on  thy  lips. 
Thy  breath  with  the  apple- bloom  vies. 

Tby  hair,  as  the  Raven's  smooth  pinions,  is  black ; 

Thy  cheeks,  like  the  ruby,  are  bright ; 
Thy  neck  is  as  fair  ^  the  Swan's  silver  plumes ; 

Tby  breast  seems  to  heave  with  delight. 
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'My  Emily  rise,  tbe  sun's  sprightly  beams 

D^cend  thy  sweet  face  to  salute ; 
The  heath  all  its  blossoms  to  greet  thee  reserres} 

The  vallies  present  their  ripe  fruits 

Thy  loveri  tho'  timid,  will  snatch  from  the  cra^ 
The  berries  which  creep  on  its  side ; 

And  pluck  from  the  hazel  the  clustering  not^ 
When  shining  in  Autumn's  rich,  pride. 

As  r«d  as  thy  lips  the  berries  shall  prove 

The  nuts  shall  be  ripe  as  thy  bo^om  of  love* 

My  queen  sweetly-smiling,  oh !  when  shall  we  moet 
On  the  banks  of  the  murmuring  flood  i 

Or  sit  in.  the  cave  that  is  covered  yfjj^  moss. 
Or  prattle  of  love  in  the  wood  ? 

How  long  wilt  thou  leave  me,  my  Emilys  say^ 

Thy  absence  S9  cruel  to  mourn  ? 
I  sorrowing  sit  the  lone  son  of  the  >ock 

Uniiappy  till  thou  shallr^turn.     .  "'[',' 

Thy  beauties  I  tell  to  the  ti^de  passing  p}e 
And  mutter  my  grief  tb  t\th  filtit  of  the  Vtftow    ' 

Whenever  thou  cofAest,  thbii  wclcpme'wilt  comf,  • 

ost. 


-I  J I     -i!- 1. 
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STANZA^ 


f  -i.  . . 


.•o 


To  the  Memory 
^i'"'  •     .':  »..•••■  ol  .  -r.  ■ 

' -ibbcMllouiiic, Esq*  < 
Vovrtk  Son  of  di«  Bev.  Bldfardl  Boume^  of  Didbtti^ 
who  died  c^  tbe  9tb  of  Joi^e,  ia09»        '  ' 
'atKildtess, 
in  fhe  County  of  Tyrone, 
in  thii  twenty-fourth  year  of  his  age.* 

»Y  WL  DAVID  CAREY, 

AVTROft  '•»'<* 'niB  rtlASVBZS  OF  VATVtLM/^  &dt ' 


Whew  the  Warfcjp:f  e^iret  on  his  pat];i  of  rinowa 
The  tears  of  a  nation  embttni  his  repose, 

Tho'  Mercy^pj^'ei"  hjsJJpwed  and  Pity  ilisown, 
The  brej^t  tfi^t,n^'er  felt  bcir  coip^fissibnate  throear.^ 

But  wlwn  Wj^,,p^t  fof^^X'kil^  :^faf  ^eam  th^t 

Is  withdrawn  to.Ws  PWfl/ewpy^rfgn  of 'Jlghit, 
How  few,  ah,  how  few  I  ^^9^44  J^^B  j^^J^  .^^^^^^biy  celj 
Heave  the  deep  sigh  of  sorrow,  ana  weep  tor'  his  ^ight ! 

*  He  possetted  n  mind  ticbly  imbued  with  sound  learning  and 
^riitian  priaciplesy  joined  to  grest  and  active  benevolencey  which 
conld  only  be  exceeded  by-lbat  of  bis  estimable  friend  Br.  Robert 
Anderson,  of  Edinburgh,  author  of  **  the  Lives  of  the  British 
Peets,"  in  whose  boose  he  bad  resided  for  some  timei  and  who 
fccoaipaBicd  bin  on  bif  tIiiI  to  Ifelaad» 
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Yet  biMaiBS'thdre  H/e;  O I  the  dearest,  the  best^ 
(And  may  Heaiveii  oA  their  path  shed  its  IwveBest 
beam  f)    •  •    •  •  - ' 

Who  soothe  tk^  lone  wsUid^rer's  pubes  to  rest| 
And  weep  with  a  dear  and  a  lasting  esteem. 

And  such  o'er  thy  doom,  loVd,  unfbrtumrte  Bovk^ifx  I 
On  sad  sister  shores,  breathe  the  sigh  of  regret;  -  -;' ' 

For  thy  virtues  the  good  and  the  Tirtuoas*  moumV*' 
Ah  J  memorials  sweet !  they  shall  never  forget* 

As  some  bark  that  hafs  glean'd^  as  she  traversed  Ithe 
deep, 
T^e^  gems  of  the  Oriotit,  the  pride  of  the  wave, 
Hails,  joyfully  hails,  lovely  Albion's  green  stefp,— 
When  loud  roars  the  tempest,  and  deep  yawns  th« 
.grave; 

So  gaily  we  saw  th^e  vt  Kfb's  summer  sem 
ThW  f^iens  of  Science  and  Fancy  explore. 

Then  seek  each  fond  scene  dear  to  friendship  and  thee. 
And  breathe  thy-  laat  sigh  o»'diy  lov'd  native  shor«i« 

When  the  blooms  of  thy  mind,  like,  the  Spring,  met 
the  eye, 

How  bright  was  the  prospect  that  Fancy  pourtray'd  !— 
Now  faded,  ah  !  faded  for  ever,  they  lie  '  ** 

Where  the  green  tdrf  of  Erin  now  covers  thy  head; 

•    •        • 

And  Friendship  his'fonH  ineffectual  care  ' 
Bewails,  as  he  lingers  and  sighs  to  depfirt,    ... 

And  Piety  WjCeps  /and  her  holiest  prayer  ; 
For  i.  cnild  that  was.  lovely  and  dM:  4o  heip  hus^U 
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^ii  thus  84  we  journey  lifers  d4rk  vall^  thnragh, 
Brifthi  tnnbeiuiis  of  Hope  oft  illunyne  the  n    ' 

How  brigbtlv,  alas  f  but  how  transient  tool— 
For  love,  hope,  and  joy,  find  one  gulphiog  abode. 

But  pass  undismayed,  O  ye  righteous!  the  bound; 

Though  dim,  mark  the  vista  that  opens  a&r ! 
On  the  ruins  of  Time,  o'er  the  darkness  profound. 

Salvation  has  lighted  her  bright  momiiq^.star; 

And  the'Cherubim  train  their  glad  welcome  extend* 
ing, 
Heaveivs  triumph  recording,  her  loud  organ  blow 
^or  a  soul  from  the  confines  of  Darkne^  ascending, ' 
That  has  trod  the  lone  blood.prtss  of  Death  and  of 
Woe! 

Then  weep  nut  the  pleasures  so  fading  and  dear. 
For  the  handroaias  of  Bliss  in  yon  starry  abode. 

Shall  wi|K^  from  your  eyes  the  disconsolate  tear. 
And  ray  on  your  pathway  the. smiles  of  your  Ood. 


EnouAif  I  mi  the  Mthraicd  Madam  La  VaUiere.    From 

the  Frcnckm 


Ik  aitcieut  Jays  arose  a  fane, 


CouKI  such  a  temple  now  be  found, 
Though  thousands  thither  shfibuld  repair,  ■ 

To  heaven  would  rise  no  other  sound 
Than  ««  0 1  1  die  for  U  Valliere." 

S.  W.I* 
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O  BAD  I^OasiaiTs  l^rcwiblime  ..r  /  ...Ij  '»i!'.' 
That  triumph'4 :a^Kc4lK^4tonti3 oiT'  tinit  '-■  i"' 
Would  ConaVrapt.'.patlietio/myaift-  i>>^y"i  il 
One  spark  into  this  breast  infuse, 

Of  that  uiiraatcbc4,  ethereal  fire  ,      .,   " 

Which  on  his  'nightcd  em  ibone,    '   ■  ■ 
When  woody  ^Ioryeu  hoard  hit  wire,   -  ;  „ 

And  echoed  la  l)«r  darling;  son:         '    > 
Patriot  ragi^  mj  Wuds  impelling,         .-  ,.  . 

Swift  I'd  strUte  the  phprds  anew,      .,  i  ,.\ 
HymnH  ofjirni^.^iih  aMouc  swcliin^-j-^ 

Praise  to  Caledonia  due !  \  ,', 

Yet  still  that  masic  nafn*  hat^  powef     -  . 
To  bless  the  poct:t!tmiecd  bquf  \..i.; 
When  Faac/s  lirp|iid  mirror  hears,!,    r  i  .  . 
The  pageant  of  departed  years, 

She  views  thee  froia  yon  azure  stfuep;.      , 

With  beamy^lii*}lil.iRispear.cmerge,.C  ', 
And  wing  th^.ptiwtarv  dficp,     ,    :    .,,  , 
To  takette»e,Ijo(jiills,iQ.cl!afgeij' '    '", 
While  the  polar  tn or n  advancing, 
.,  ,.   Spreads  nershftiyngBilyer.doi^,,^; 
And  the  KortH  Star  keenly  glancing, 
WarUing«eraph','^iUgs  ih«»<bolnei':  '  ' 

TOl.'VI.     ■■       '■"'■'■    -''L""    ■  :r' -.-■■' j-i,    -  . 
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Wh«rti  ^tdnc  Nevis  loweripg  high* 
:^Ui:>c<  ::ii-u*  tile  jillows  oi  the  sky, 
Wich  ::iuiiaer  gul*  aiui  pluA*d  with  snuw% 

Voc  oiC  :u  Druids'  mmcnkigiS  weird 
'W  ^v;i\;u^  wQud  or  liauuted  headi^ 

Or  lioa.cu  J 'or  che  RelJsot  deatii* 
Vhroii^a  :ii  Stoiia'd  lioils  volcamc, 

Vhtii:  :hc  .vo^tfia  wwwa  woaiA  gwl^ 
^ou«.  :o  hde  \Ulb  onivft  tynftnicv 

■:loaiac;t:u  UMy  around- tay.iMfc! 


T  oi  ::u  '.oad  pipe  ihe  stnin,  pmkN^ 
Vhv  Cotuc  ^'oiis  Jew«ad  thesoBg; 
V.i.^oti\i  :.^  :hy  glorious  nailM^ 
''^\.i>  -.\;.>  .1  rear  an  m&nt  iwicw 
^  -ic:i  ^a«a^\.  aatiouii  irom  atar, 

'.■\  lawic;^  hordes  let  Ioqm  to  pfcy* 
V'^^'vi  on  :heir  ooascs  perperaiu  war, 

'\->:i'uv:iiou»  Jaiigert  and  dianoMy; 
'   t.  ^:   eu^iii  o'or  pru^^crace  Ullin,  f 

A: id  :iic  Scaodiaaviau  kisel, 
Oi^CAi*  bol  j,  dud  aai'k  '^iritallint 
'.Uaiidisucd  iiiga  ui«i  i  ri^gnfiri  sleelu 

X\iKu  .iic  Lug  Roniaa  tempa^  baat» 
Thy  locks  were  Freedom's  last  rHmt : 
\V  hile  treiubiing  l:luropa.aU  m  mm 
I  lung  5pcccuie»s  OQ  tha  Wamteref^!i  tfain ; 

«  B«u-Nevi3  ia  RosMliira^   tba  Mg|hfft  Moomain  m  Cteat 


t  UlUa,  tJM  pMiaG»<if  UlUv  i 


t  U»a|»  tJM  |MM 

tf  aad  Cucbadiib  I 


i4nf 

*  Let  not''  she  said  **  Briiaikiiui  mourn 

'<  Time  bringeth  mighty  changes  forth'' 
Then  sad,  disheveiied/  and  forloni     * 
She  sought  the  adamaiitine  nettb) 
Many-headed  Grampus  frpwi^sfr  * 
Ou  the  squadrons  «^gle  ^q4»  .      , 
""  Sternly  still  the  yoke  disowning^ 
Sheltered  the  celestial  maid. 

On  bloody  Carron's  twilight  banks 'f'    -' 
Dim-hovering  o'er  the  martial  nnks,'^  • 
'Twas  thus  thy  courage-kindling  tongtto^ 
In  accents  loud  to  battle  ^iung: 
^  Once  again  the  crinMon  lion  |  , 

"  Streams  aloft:  on  Mbrven's 'blasts 
"  Lo !  the  restlete  tyratat«  flyiftg, 

*'  Croud  their*  gathered  neap  ||/  aghast; 
**  Now  redoubted,  now  or  never, 

<<  Grasp  the  faUlchion,  fbllow  vat ; 
**  These  yout^tive  plains  deliver, 

"  Heaven  pfeserves  the  moi:^ntains  free  I" 

Yes,  still  thy  hilk  iinconquer^d  stand. 
Prophetic  guardian  of  the  land : 
Where  is  the  force  that  shall  displace 
The  £BLithfiil;  dauntless,  pensive  race! 
§  Ages  on  dark-brown  ages  roU'd 

The  tide  of  time  tumultuous  dow% 
Their  high  memorial  deeds  unfold, 
In  doubling. echoes  of  renown! 

*  That  chain  of  moimtaiii^  called  Grasipian  or  Graotsbain. 
t  Canon  or  Carun,  a  celebrated  rivulet  in  linlitiiffowthi^ 
I  The  arrni  of  Scotland  dre,  on  a  Shield  or,  a  &on  rampant 
within  a  double  tressore  ^orr,  coonterflowered  gulet. 
g  "  GatheMd  Reap."    The  Roman  wall  callfd  Qnm^9  djke^ 
$  '*  Roll  on  ye  darc-bcown  yeank"    OsUMk 

l2 


r48r 

TirW  by  thee,  mid  dangers  ^Hoommg^- . 

What  their  ikricDt  spfrita  dare, 
Lineaged  ThmnSf  or  lowly  pknighman^  , 

Largs,  and  Loncarty  declare ! 

Yet  not  to  them  «[a  dpnquest  yield 
A  respite  from  thelSfoorfy  Aeld  ;      ^'       ' 
Invasion's  still-rettinliiig  tidc,^ 
O'crwhelm'd  their  tftarches  far  ancT  wide ; 

And  ever  as  ^tii'^dolefql  brefith,.     ..     •  .  .    J   .« ) 

Of  bugles  shopk  their  thickets  gi^en,       r-    - 
The  miniij^re  of  kingly iwratjii.ft       :  >.  * 

Stalk'd  proudly  o'er  the  ravaged  scetuei^  : 
Then  the  tyrant  fal^ai^jealotts,  .'      •  -    .\<.)  *• 

Scotia,  had ^.o«ne.l%.lpr4»,  :,c  •' 

But  that  brave>..i9d^;peAt  Wallace  .    .  :   ; , 
WhldlysitatQE'd  thy  dropping,  swords  . 

What  earthly  power  shall  well,  reward  » 

tlis  country's  champion,  saviour,  guards     , 
What  palms  what  trophies  are  his  4u?  ^ 
Behold !  a  blood-stain'd  block  in  view.  5 
This  is  the  gtte«iIioii,'miglrty  chief  F 

A  common  triumph'  Scods  icbhns,.  : 

Her's  is  the  awful  **  joy  of  grief;*^ 

But  vengeance  wakes  when  Scotia  itiournn! 
Ever  shall  the  tragic  story 

Honours  on  the  ly»e  bestow,. 
Tears,  the  poet's  traest  glory^ 
Tears,  extatic  tears. shall  flow! 

*  Far  from  the  proud  usurper^s  arts 
Thy  ^dearest  exil'd  son  departs, 

•  Vor  an  Account  of  the  exile  of  Robert  the  first  amongst  the 
western  islands,  and  thf  surprtfal  of  tlie  small  English  Garrbos- 
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And  -o- et  the  sea-rock  sadly  bent,     "  / 
<}ivcs  all  his  royal  sorrows  vent. 
Listeningthe  rarcfnight  water's  roar 

()  !  Bruce  what  transport  shook  thy  hreasi ! 
When  Freedom  on  the  dusky  shore 

Wav'd  her  red  torch  at  thy  behest. 
Still  the  great  design -conceaHtfg, 

Gathering,  kindling,  rushing  on, 
Till  the  Scottish  sabre  wheeling 

Dealt  another  Marathon ! 

O  Scotia,  ntirse  of  heartfelt  s^ng. 
Whether  thy  lonely  -stnrths  among. 
Thou  viewest,  reclin'd  on  Fortha's  urn. 
The  glorious  plains  of  Bannockburn  ! 
Or  musing  o'er  some  crumbling  tower, 

Mid  pendent  cliffs  and  dashing  streams, 
While  Even  gilds  the  dewy  hoar, 

Thou  visitest  the  Poet's  dreams ; 
fiorne  in  mists  o'er  fatal  Flodden, 
Or  thy  pausing  footsteps  trace 
Where  «u  distant,  drear  CuUoden, 
*  Set  jthe  star  oi  Banquo's  race  1 

Be  mine  to  sing  that  lovelier  scene. 
When  Albion  sought  thee  for  his  queen. 
By  charter  sealM  in  Heaven  he  rode 
Imperial  monarch  of  the  flood ! 
When  to  the  border  meads  he  pressed, 

in  his  own  paternal  Castle  of  Tumberrj  in  Ayrshire,  See  all  the 
'Scotch  Historians. 

*  The  Royal  House  of  Stuart  are  said  to  he  descendants  of 
Banquo,  thane  of  Lochaber,  who  was  murdered  by  the.  tyrant 
jyiacbcth. 

l3 


150 

*  Where  Tweed  imbibes  the  classic  iitts» 
And  folded  to  his  glowing  breast 

Thee,  Genius  of  a  thousand  hiUs! 
After  ages  of  defiance. 

Rage  and  ruin,  none,  but  he 
Worthy  is  of  thine  alliance. 

Whose  embrace  is  Liberty  ! 

F.c, 

LOVDOK,  1807. 


IMPROMPTU, 


To  a  Lady  singing  and  playing  on  tie  Harp, 

What  though  the  Thracian  Minstrel's  lyre, 
His  frenzied  eye,  and  ardent  fire, 

Could  charm  the  marble  rock  to  roam  i 
Una,  thy  strains  of  magic  art 
Can  more  of  extacy  impart. 
Can  melt  with  potent  spell  the  frozen  heart, 

And  lure  it  from  its  home. 

%/ 

f  The  Yf  (3,  Yarrow;  &c.  are  her.e  denominated,  ^  classic  rilJs," 
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ANACREONTIC. 


Come,  fill  the  bowl,  let  mirth  and  g)ee 

Our  cares  and  sorrows  drown; 
L^t  blithesome  mirth  and  revelry 

The  jovial  evening  crown. 

Prepare  the  garland  for  my  head ; 

Let  freshest  flowers  unite. 
Ko  pangs  of  woe,  no  cares  I  dread. 

When  Bacchus  crowns  the  night. 

Come,  Cupid,  come ;  our  pleasure  share 

And  flutter  round  the  bowl ; 
And,  while  your  pinions  fan  the  air, 

With  love  inspire  my  soul. 

Bring  myrtle  wreatlis,  and  iry  bring, 

To  bind  my  temples  round ; 
And  as  of  love  and  wine  I  sing, 

With  roses  strew  the  ground. 

Thus  free  from  care  ray  Kfe  shall  pass ! 

For  sorrow,  woe,  and  pain 
I  feel  not  when  I  fill  my  glass, 

And  lov«  inquires  my  brain.  x,  t. 

l4 
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ELEGY, 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  LADY  EDEX, 

Tbis  most  amiable  aod  onfoTtunate  Tictim  to  maternal  lolicitiid^ 
was  carried  off  in  the  second  week  of  ber  amfincaent  bj  tbe 
maJignant  and  fatal  influence  oi  the  scarlet  fever,  iriuch  ber 
eldest  son  caught  at  school,  and  thus  coin^iiiWc^rd  to  bta 
Fvnilj. 

BT    MRS.   COCKLE, 


In  holy  hope  'mid  sorrows  chasten'd  gloom. 
If  the  rais'd  eye  be  lifted  from  the  tomb, 
With  awful  trust  in  Him  who  died  to  save. 
And  conquering  burst  the  bondage  of  the  grave, 
Yet  ere  the  trembling  glance  reposes  there. 
And  hails  the  Angel  in  her  native  sphere  ; 
To  earth  the  tributary  tears  descend,' 
For  her,  tbe  wtfcy  the  mother^  and  the  friend; 
For  her  cndcjjr'd  by  every  sacred  claim,    "^ 
Beauty's  fair  form,  and  virtue's  fairer  frame:— 

Ask  not  her  charms  'mid  fashions  giddy  train. 
Ask  not  her  worth,  'mid  folly's  fleeting  reign, 
Or  where  the  great,  or  where  the  proud  repose. 
With  all  that  monumental  fame  bestows ; 
No,  seek  it  there  in  misery's  lonely  cell, 
Wiiere  pining  want,  or  infant  sorrows  dwell, 
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Where  wasting  sickness  heaves  the  secret  sigh, 
Fires  the  quick  pulse,  and  dims  the' languid  eye; 
While  the  weak  accent,  tremulous  with  grief, 
In  undistinguished  woe  implores  relief; 
Or  there  were  meagre  poverty  in  vain 
Entreats  one  opiate  in  her  hour  of  pain. 
And  finds  her  doubting  eye  first  meet  the  form 
Of  sympathy,  amidst  life's  closing  storm. 
Nor  there  alone,  where  Want  with  askiitp;  eye. 
Moves  the  parch'd  lip,  and  only  hi'<r,s  to  die^ 
Or  there  where  sickness  with  its  numerous  train^ 
Feels  every  sad  variety  of  pain, 
Did  she  with  sweet  endearment's  softest  sound 
Court  the  confided  pang,  and  heal  the  wound : 
Her's  too  were  sorrow's  tcmderest  sympathies, 
And  all  her  aiding,  gracef'ul,  charities,       * 
For  Hope's  lost  joys,  for  brighter  hours  gone  by, 
The  sudden  gloom  that  clouds  her  summer  sky, 
When  her  fair  sunshine,  once  serenely  bright, 
Sinks  in  the  darkness  of  a  dreadful  night ; 
O'er  these,  with  sympathy's  unchanging  beam. 
She  bade  sweet  pity  shed  her  radian^  gleam, 
.And  all  her  cheering  brightness  mildly  play, 
O'er  the  sad  moments  of  each  wintry  day. 

Ah !  ever  prompt  with  eager  step  to  go, 
At  the  soft  call  of  duty,  or  of  woe, 
I  saw  her  hasten  to  the  fatal  bed. 
There  by  maternal  feeling,  ardent  led. 
Saw  her  regardless  of  disease^s  pow'r 
With  looks  of  love,  beguile  his  dangerous  hour. 
With  doubting  smiles  which  hope  and  fear  exprcst, 
Still  clasp  her  treasure  trembling  to  her  breast, 
Still  for  herself  forget  disease's  reign 
Whilst  all  the  mother  throb'd  in  ev'ry  vein,  .*ir 
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Ab  !  why  when  thus  around  that  dangerous  be^ 
Maternal  love  her  holy  influence  shed. 
Why,  why,  concealed  beneath  her  brightest  wreath 
Did  Fate  relentless  wing  his  dart  of  death. 
And  sec  her  droop  amidst  its  blossoms  gay 
A  fairer  flower,  a  lovelier  far  than  they  ? 
Yes  it  was  hurled  and  in  that  fatal  hour. 
When  nature  strove  with  more  thaa  natuie's  pow'r ; 
Th'  unequal  conflict  of  a  mother's  throes 
With  all  a  mother's  agonizino  woes  ; 
When  drooping  first  she  felt  the  cruel  strife^ 
Felt  the  strong  charm  that  call'd  her  back  to  lile; 
To  her  parch'd  lips  her  new-bom  hope  she  prest 
Then  trembling  gave  it  from  her  burning  breastf 
Whilst  scarcely  conscious  of  this  added  tye^ 
Its  welcome  mingled  with  a  parting  sigh. 

From  that  pure  sphere,  where  purest  spirits  prove 

The  pleading  mercy  of  redeeming  love. 
Still  bend  a  mortal's  with  an  angeFs  eye, 
(If  aught  can  mingle  of  mortality). 
If  earthly  thoughts  with  heavenly  bliss  can  Uend, 
Let  thy  pure  spirit  still  to  earth  descend  ; 
Oh  !  turn  to  those  who  drooping  yet  remain. 
Dear  infant  wanderers  in  a  world  of  pain, 
Prompt  every  wish,  and  guileless  act  which  here 
To  thee  shall  guide  them  through  this  world  of  care ; 
With  guardian  eye  each  better  thought  dirtct 
With  guardian  hand  their  erring  steps  protect. 
And  lead  them  gently  through  life's  thorny  road, 
To  meet  thee  in  the  bosom  of  their  G^d. 

Ig09. 
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THE  INCANTATION, 


BY   WM.  OAEET,  28Q. 


Scene  ^  fi  raoon-light  view  of  a  tvUd  coontrj,  on  the  borders  of  % 
forest.  Matacohom,  an  Indian  Warrior,  designing  a  midfii^fat 
attack  «pon  a  hostile  tribe,  ungs  tiie  praises  of  bis  deceased 
Father,  and  bj  powerful  qpells  laiset  bis  spirit  to  lct|»  the 
fate  of  the  approachmg  battle. 


Oh,  Night,  my  avengers  conceal  in  thy  womb ; 
Assist  me,  ye  ligh tunings,  my  foes  to  consume* 
Give — ^give  me  the  wings  of  the  whirlwind  to  sweep 
The  *  deer-footed  tribe  from  yon  sea-beaten  steep. 

Ye  ghosts  of  the  valiant,  who  shine  from  on  f  high. 
And,  nightly,  display  your  proud  thrones  in  the  sky. 
Hide,  hide  me  ;  the  lights  of  your  victory  shroud  : 
And  sleep,  thou  bright  Bow,  in  yon  X  death-bearifig 
cloud. 

*  Swift-footed. 

t  The  Indians  suppose  that  the  ghosts  of  Warriors,  tUm  in  bat- 
tle»  after  Itaving  slambered  a  certain  time  in  the  grave,  afe  raised 
to  dwell  in  the  stars,  from  whence  they  occasionally  descend  to 
wander  among  the  scenes  of  their  former  enjoyment.— 

X  Their  greatest  defeats  being  the  result  of  nightly  marches  an^ 
aiB^ushes,  tltey  look  upon  death  to  be  the  offspiiiig  odPcrfciMSf .— 
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Five  chiefs  of  renown,  by  his  arrows,  lay  dead. 
Erf  the  blood  of  my  Father,  in  battle,  was  shed, 
lie  fell  by  the  side  of  the  dark-winding  stream. 
And  the  valli's  resound  with  the  song  of  his  fiune. 

How  sweet  is  his  sleep  in  the  night  of  the  grave: 
For  dear  is  revenge  to  the  soul  of  the  brave. 
O'er  his  ashes,  the  fierce  Potamamac  I  tore, 
And  sprinkled  the  mantle  of  earth  with  his  gore- 
Like  a  tiger,  undaunted  he  rush'd  to  the  war ; 
Like  thunder  he  struck  and  spread  terror  afiur.  * 
As  the  blossoms  of  love,  or  the  spring  of  the  year. 
His  name  to  the  race  of  Maronoc  is  diear. 

Tis  now  the  dread  moment  when  Spirits  awake ; 
They  glide  oer  the  pines,  or  ascend  from  the  lake: 
They  ride  on  the  winds,  or  re-visit  the  plain, 
\Vhere  the  moss-covered  skulls  of  thel  battle  remain. 

Three  scalps  of  the  conquered,  to  *  Podor  J  bum ; 
At  whose  voice  from  Ronama  the  shadows  return, 
A  snake  black  with  venom,  I  cast  in  the  flame, 
And  call  on  the  ghost  of  my  Father,  by  name. 

In  his  glory  he  comes  like  a  star  in  the  skies  I  7 

He  smiles — and  the  omens  of  triumph  arise  ! 
lie  speaks — and  the  time  of  my  wishes  is  near, 
^Whcn  the  race  of  my  foes  shall  in  blood  disappear. 

In  the  gloom  of  the  forest,  securely  they  sleep  : 
But,  long  ere  the  sun  shall  illumine  the  deep, 
Thin  hand  which  the  Spirits  of  Ruin  shall  guide, 
In  a  tempest  of  slaughter  shall  scatter  their  pride. " 

HANTf. 

*  Podor,  the  God  of  the  winds,  and  ruler  of  deceased  spirits* 
Hmama  4k  Indian  Paradise, 
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i-     .     : 
A  TOWN  SCENE, 

I.  -v^.  -  ■  .r.  ,-,'♦■  •       ^ » 

BY   THEOPKIi;!/*  S^FT,  ESQ. 


A  harmless  dog,  once  passing  through  the  street. 
Of  idle  truants  chanced  a  crew  to  meet. 
Unlucky^  lawless,  without  tlfought  or  rule^    .  ,     *    : 
.  On  mischief  bcpt,  the  imps  had  mitch'd  from  school* 
Seized  by  the  tail,  poor  Tray  began  to  yelp, 
And  piteous  look'd,  as  though  he  pray'd  for  help. 
In  vain  : — ^Thc  naughty  boys  a  horn  had  found, 
And  to  his  tail  tne  barbarous  Ug  they  bound. 
Holloo  !  Holloof  was  isoon  the  common  cry : 
Holloo  !  Holloo  I  streets,  alleys,  lanes,  reply: 
Loud  sounds  the  horn,  as  if  the  French  were  coming  :-*-» 
IMiss  screams : — is  very  sure  she  hears  the  drumming* 
Old  maids  inquisitive  to  windows  run ; — 
"  Pray,  Monsieur,  is  the  ravishing  begun  ? 
Th'  approaching  shout  affrighted  matrons  hear, 
And  virgins  fear — they  know  not  what  they  fear. 
At  length  a  buxom  widow  in  the  crowd, 
With  all  her  griefs  alive,  exclaims  aloud, 
<<  Shame!  'uxnt  what  my  poor  husband's  head  had 

worn»   ... 
An  odious  Dog'is  appendage  should  be  borne  V- 
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IN  MEMORY  OF 

JOHN  CAMPBELL,  OF  BELFAST,  MERCHANT, 

PIED   AGED  73, 
BT    DB.   DEENNAK. 


'Ti9  not  the  heap  of  dust  this  tomb  contains,        /  > 
This  wreck  of  nature  forms  ^ot  his  remains. 
But  truth,  and  worth,  plain,  simple,  and  sincere. 
By  friends  long  felt,  now  hallow'd  by  their  tear ; 
And  manners  mild,  affectionate  and  kind, 
The  faithful  mirror  of  his  candid  mind. 
Temp'rate  and  prudent,  regular  and  just, 
His  guardian  care  still  active  to  its  trust. 
Sparing  in  words,  but  speaking  in  the  deed. 
No  narrow  sect  pal'd  in  his  christian  creed  : 
Deed  without  show,  his  evangelic  plan; 
He  worshipped  God  by  doing  good  to  Man. 
In  peace,  he  passed  his  rev'rend  length  of  days, 
Nor  courted,  nor  contemn'd  the  public  praise ; 
But  Mem'ry  careful  of  a  good  man's  fame, 
A  civic  wreath,  here,  twines  around  his  name. 
And  still  in  death,  the  fond  attachment  bears. 
Which  grac'd  his  life,  and  crown'd  his  silver  hairs. 
These,  the  remains  which  burst  the  narrow  room. 
Live — and  come  forth  from  Campbell's  honoured 
tomb. 
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BONAPARTE. 


•— — Adjebtit  Britannis 
Imperio.— — 


^VTAS  thus  the  proud  Napoleon  said  • 

While  Europe's  leaguer'd  banners  fled. 

While  blighted  moi^archs  crouched  to  die 

At  the  black  light'oiags.  of  his  eye, . 

While  kingdoms  withered  at  his;  tr^^ 

Twas  thus  the  proud  Napoleon  said : 

*^  Onward  !  soldiers,  bolder  on  I 

Give  me  the  clifib  of  Albion !  . 

Think  how  firapi  our  laurel  sits 

Stiff  with  the  blood  of  Austerlitz, 

Think  of  the  tale  th^t  Ulm  can  tell. 

Think  of  the  hour  when  Prussia  fcli. 

And  Wagram  where  the  mighty  lie. 

The  r^,  red  grave  of  Germany! 

Think  how  we  crush'd  and  mock'd  and  chid. 

The  rebel  boasters  of  Madrid. 

Think,  think  of  these ;  press  bolder  on 

And  give  me,  give  me  Albion ! 

Oh !  'twill  be  easy  to  beguile 

The  monarch  of  a  paltry  isle, 

To  teach  the  dolt  my  chains  to  wear. 

And  thank  me  tor  the  life  I  spare! 

Then  on  my  comrades,  bolder  on. 

And  give  me,  giva  me  Albion! 


.  Av 
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Above  each  lic-'ennoblcd  clod, 
Each  hero,  saint,  and  demi-god. 
Each  plodding  duDce  of  glory's  school. 
The  drunkard  Greek,  the  Swedish  fool, 
Above  all  these  shall  Fame  install, 
The  iron  emperor  ef'CtittW ''t? 
Then  onward  I  let  my -tifi^color 
Lash  the  dull  fogs  of  Bntinn's  shore. 
Then  onward  !  and4i»  Bwjitflh  blood, 
WVll  quaff  the  meed  of  hardihood. 
Then  onward  !  and  your  chief  enrobe 
The  spangled  monarch  of  the  elobe V*'  '\     ' 

And  shall  he  com*,- th^ demon  foe?  *  *''•• 
And  shall  he  reign? — By  BnlTWwick,  ntt!'*''  '^ 
While  royal  Mary's  magic  smile  '  ■''*^  -/ 

Shall  warm  ahd  animate  our  isle,  '        •  vPi  ( /■ 
What  sluggard,  lest  tkai  f>rintQ\y' eyo       •       - 
Should  weep  the  fall  of  royalty,  '  *    ' 

And  lest  the  calm  majestic  grace, 
Should  struggle  in  a  Gaul's  emfc/raccj     '  ' 
What  sluggard  would  not  fence  the  shore,- 
And  trample  on  the  tri-color  f         \  • 

*  '  '"'     H.dew, 


TO  A  PHYSICIAN'; ; 

FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  MONTREUIL. 

Raymond,  thou  hast  beneath  thy  card 
Sylvia,  the  fairest  of  the  fair  ! 

Who  treats  with  cruel  scorn  each  lover: 
Her  rigour  daily  to  the  grave 
Dooms  thousands  whom  her  eyes  enslave ; 
And  thou  may'st  half  the  nation  save, 

If  Sylvia  thou  wilt  not  ^ecove^ 


R.  A.  U. 
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LINES, 


Addressed  fo  th£  hon.  liRS.  frahcbs  PBE^Toy, 

ON   THE  COMMEKCBMENT  OF  THE  NEW  TEAR,  BY 
HER   AFFECTIONATE   HUSBAND. 

Bir   THE   tATE   WxtLtAM  PRESTON,   ESQ. 


I  paint  no  fictions  in  these  homiely  strains^ 
Dissembled  joys,  imaginary  pains: 
Yet  once  again,  the  fond  domestic  throng 
With  Fanny  comes  to  claim  the  yearly  song* 
1  turn  with  pleasure  to  the  sober  task ; 
\Vho  can  refuse  what  love  and  virtue,  ask}^- 
Who  can  refuse  the  pleasure  to  declare 
That  fills  his  bosom  from  an  oi&pring  fair  ? 
How  can  my  muse  the  soft  i^qu«st  decline 
Of  her  who  mad<s  that  hopeful  of^ring  mine? 
My  tried  {Companion  thro'  this  mortal  strife^ 
The  faithful  friehd>  the  sympathizing  wife* 
Connected,  beauteous,  harmonized^  and  bright^ 
Thus  sEvBir  fair  Pleiads  Join  their  kindred  lig^t* 
lb  order  while  the  darling  train  attend, 
Parental  blessings  on  each  head  descend. 
Oh  lost  to  virtue^  lost  to  patriot  flame, 
AVho  does  iiot  glory  in  a  father's  name ! 
My  soul  expands  oft  as  I  view  the  train ; 
I  proudly  feel  I  have  not  liv'd  in  vain. 

VOL.    VI.  M 
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Witk  placid  looks  my  g^tle  btrs  appears. 

Fair  is  the  promise  of  thy  youthful  years  ! 

ftfa/st  thouy  when  ma^^ly  reason  fills  thy  breast. 

Be  parent  and  protccto/to  the  rest. — 

May  Fa  WT  when  successive  years  have  n^d. 

The  female  virtues  in  her  life  unfold. 

Now  the  gay  tnoments  few  exertions  ask,   * 

Docile  of^ience  is  her  oidy  task. 

With  balmy  Zephyrs  may  retimiing  Spring 

For  Algervoh  returning  vigour  brings*— 

And  health  coosfHre  bis  active  thoughts  jfco  gjojide, 

And  train  his  footsteps  where  the  Muses  bide. 

May  Ah GELiirx,  that  lik^  (lie  vjrgin  rose. 

Emblem  of  peace,  and  health,  in  iSeauty  grows. 

In  prudence  mild,  and  gentle  manners  shine 

The  future  parent  of  an  hopdnl  line. 

May  playful  Geokgb^  affectionate  and  wild,  • 

In  manhood  lose  the  captivatiog  child. 

In  life  may  £airy-fac'd  Felicia  claim 

An  happy  portion  suited  to  her  name ;  . 

And  Dbci Kus,  though  last  not  lea^t  in  love. 

With  rising  life»  in  rising  hopes  improve. 

And  bid  the  dawn  of  morning's  infant  ray 

Expand  to  fuUnesi  oi  the  manly  day. 

All  this,  whatever -space  remains-  foi;  n^c. 

With  eyes  delighted  may  their  motfa(Cr  see.     . 

And  well  she  merits,  whose  matenial  fearsy 

And  fond  solicitudes  pursue  tbeir  years. 

Revolving  Time  that  crowns  my  head  with  snow. 

And  proves  her  £Bith,  has  seen  our  o&pring  grow ; 

And  every  day  that  past  has  summoned  forth 

New  proofs  of  tenderness  and  female  worth. 

In  life's  drear  journey  we  are  made  to  mourn, 

But  peace  and  virtue  guide  her  to  die  bourn ; 


1^  - 

Aiid  Hope  and  fair  Religion's  steady  light 
Exalt  her  eyes,  m^ke  every  prospect  brigjiit. 
May  heaven  protect  our  children,  to  repay 
Her  sleepless  nights,  her  every  anxious  day  ; 
May  gratitude  &  joinM  with  oature's  tie,  ' 

To  heave  the  filial  breast  and  melt  the  filial  eye^ 


THE  WISH. 

TO  HBIPIY. 


MiUta  petentibu 

Destmt  malta.  'Hem; 

Yes!  l.have  wVd  for  Beauty's  form,'  '* 
Though  but  the  Spirit's  trahnent  dr^s^ 

That  I  might  .more  my  Henry  warm. 
That  I  might  more  my  HjATy  ^)^3«,       /    , 

And  1  have  Wini^d  my  stor^  to  teem 
With  the  bright  earth  of  Chili's  mine ; 

Though  little  1  Wealth's  jovs  esteem, 
But  as  the  ministei^  of  tnine. 

And  I  have  wish'd  indulgent  Heaven 
Had  wit  and  sense  bestow'd  on  me; 

Because,  those  godlike  treasures  given, 
I  had  become  more  worthy  thee.  ^ 

So  infinite  the  space  appears, 

Which,  pass'd  bjr^thee,  between  ti»    «?« 
I  mark  it  only  with  my  tears, 

I  measure  only  with  my  eyes.         ^  ' 

''  .  n  •¥  «•  ♦  • 
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ON  GOTNG  TO  OXFORD 

Aniiu,  O  yfrtitoBgbtlett  gay  tr«B  1 

l^t  tread  Pleoniro's  flowery  pftth, 
Where  Sloth,  idly  busy,  i»  vain 

Ever  seeks  fnnh  enJoynMnts  at  Bath : 
Adieu ! — That  from  you  I  retire, 

No  tear  stiall  l«>«ll  into'Uy  eye  ; 
Nor,  piaiog  vritb  hopeless  desire, 

Por  your  joys  shwl  I  heatc  one  fond  sigb. 

Adieu,  O  ye  seats  sllll  so  lov'd  ! 

Dear  scenes  of  my  childhood,  adieu  ! 
Ye  Tales  too,  where  happy  I  rov'd  . 

Ere  the  sharpness  of  sorrow  I  ktiet^l    ^"^ 
No  more  on  his  willowy  shore  -  m  PT 

Avon  sees  me  lone-wand'ring  at  eve ;         , 
Avon  hears  me  deep-musing  no  more  ; — 

These  meads,  and  these  pliuns  1  must  lek^e. 

Hark  !  Isis  now  calls  mc  away ; 

"   Haste;  spurn  thcscsoft  pleasures,"  Shecriei 

"  Oh  !   why  (lost  thou  fondly  delay  f 

"  Oh  !  why  turn  so  often  thine  ryes  i 
"  Amid  the  bright  circle  to  shine, 

"  Each  varying  fashion  to  guide, 
"  To  warm  the  fair  breast  is  not  thine  ; 

"  Haste  ;  spurn  these  fcft  pleasures  aside. 

"  If  yet  the  green  mead  can  del^ht; 

"  If  Philomel  sweetly  can  (ing; 
"  If  the  distant  streams  glittering  bright 

-"-sMiud  the  gay  Iwdicape  of  spring, 


1^5 

^*  Or  the  spires,  that  ^  high-bosom'd  in  treas 
^*  Reflect  the  slope  sun's  golden  ray, 

"  Have  yet  aiight  of  beauty  to  please ; 
'*  O  haste,  to  my  banks  haste  away. 


ti 
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Say,  where  smile  the  meadows  more  green  ? 
^'  Where  does  Philomel  warble  more  sweet } 
What  stream  rolls  more  pure  thro'  a  scene, 
**  Where  Spring's  various  treasures  so  meet( 
O  say,  what  can  Avon  colnpare 
'^  To  the  towers,  that  crown  my  proud  side ! 
'<  Or  when  did  the  muses  sport  there  f 
<<  When  deignM  PhoebUs  to  bathe  in  bis  tide  ? 

^'  Ere  while  thou  to  Phcebus  wast  dear, 

*'  When  Ichin  was  caim'd  bv  thy  strains ; 
**  And  fondly  I  deem'd  I  thouid  hear 

<<  Thy  pipe  echoing  shrill  through  my  plains. 
<'  Go,  dorydon,  throw  that  pipe  down,      *; 

''  t  Thy  lips  now  no  longer  it  breathes; 
<*  Go,  Corydon,  pluck  off  that  crown; 

<<  Those  laiureb  ill  brook  pleasure's  wreaths.'' 

Oh  Isis !  thy  taunts  are  iij  vain ; 

Far  other  cares  tear  my  sad  heart ! 
Sor  can  Phcebus  e'er  sooth  my  ^x'd  pain ; 

— ^Ah  me  !  Love  but  laughs  at  his  art, 
Jn  vain  nature  pours  o'er  the  ground 

Her  beauties — ^do  beauties  to  me : 
If  wherever  I  roll  them  around 

These  ^ycls  can  no  Maryan^e  see, 

-    t+. 

«  Boaom'd  high  in  tofM  trees.    Mzltom 
t  «ii(ii<ni rj^x*^<**    M«ich:  £p: 
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SONNET. 


»T  /oair  UTBKir,  h.  IK  ' 


A[.A«!  tliat  Fancj's  pencil  still  pourtraj* 
A  fairer  scene  than  evor  nature  drewi 
Alaa !  that  ne'er  to  Reason's  placid  riew  , 

Arise  tte  charms  of  youth's  delusive  day*.       <  {•  -j 

For  still  the  memory  of  our  former  years,  ■  ' 

By  conirasi  \&'m  impairs  our  present  joys; 
Of  greener  fields  we  dream,  and  purei  sVies^'  i, 

And  softer  tints  than  ever  nature  wears. 

IjO  !  now  to  fancy  Teviot's  dale  appears, 

Adotn'd  with  flowers  of  more  enchanting  hue 
And  fairer  bloom  than  Hver  Eden  knew. 

With  all  the  charms  that  infancy  endears. 

Sear  scenes  !  which  grateful  memory  must  repeal, 

Why  should  you  make  the  present  joys  less  sweet  ? 
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SONNET. 

TO  THE  YEW. 
BT  THB  SAMB* 


.-  ;?    H 


-.:  -f-i  . 


Wnk^  Fortanc-  sittil'dy  lithd  Nature's  cbarms  ^ere 
new,      ■  '■■    '  ■>-   ■  , 

I  lov'd  to  see  the  dak  majestic  tower ; 
I  loVd  to  see  the  ttp^Wi  painted  flower, 

Bedropt  wilk  ^yeneilL^d  tints  of  rosy  hue : 

Now  more  I  love  thce^  inefahchbly  yew, 
Whose  still  green  leaves  in  solemn  silence  wave     '  '  ' ' 
Above  the  peasant^  rude  unhonour'd  grave. 

Which  oft  thou  moist'nest  with  the  morning' dew. '      '  ' 

To  thee  the  sad,  to  t!i6e  the  weiiry  fly ; 
They  t«at inpeace  beneath thysacred  glbbm': 
There,  sole  compaSiidn  of  the  lonely  tomb^'' 

No  leaves  but  thine  in  pity  o'er  them  sigh. 
Lo !  now  to  Fanc/s  gaze  thou  seem'st  to  spread 
Thy  shadowy  boughs  to  shroud  me  with  the  dead, 

1C4 
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WriMiL  cm  the  brcaloHg  out  of  tkt  War  betxoeen  Aus$r^ 

(rndFroMCtm 


Tbkice  foird,  once  more,  Q  Austria !  to  the  plain 

Thou  lead'st,  in  arms,  thy  renorated  powers ; 

And,  though  through  cloixjl^h?  doubtful  Future  lours. 
Bravest  toil  and  danger  with  a  high  disdain. 
The  nations  round,  a  fallen  and  tremfalipg  train. 

Wait  anxiously,  while  Fear  each  heart  devours. 

For  the  dread  conflict  of  the  qoming  hours 
Shall  break,  or  riyet,  Europe's  galling  chain. 
String  every  nerve,  bid  all  thy  courage  rise  ; 

No  common  ardour  mus^  t||y  soul  iodame : 
Thou  ha^  po  safe  retreat  w^en  Victory  flies  j 

No  nKidway  path  between  disgrace  and  fame: 
fiere,  freedom,  peace  and  glory,  meet  thine  eyes; 

There,  slayer^i  ruiU;  and  eternal  shame. 

t809r 

K.  ^.  DAVEKPOait 
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SONNET, 


On  the  Fall  ofSwragossa^ 


raouD  conqueror  !  though  o*er  the  ruin'd  Wall 

Of  Saragossa  thy  red  banners  \vavc, 
Though  thousands  of  her  sons,  at  duty's  call. 

Have  rush'd  to  find  an  honourable  grave; 

Yet  thou,  accurs'd  Ambition's  restless  slave. 
Check  thy  mean  triumph  o'er  th<<ir  glorious  fall ! 
Jlow  poor  and  dim  thy  diadems,  O  Gaul !  * 

To  those  bright  paints  that  shaide  the  slaughter*4 
brave. 
History  their  patriot  valour  shall  record; 

And  Freedom,  bending  o'er  their  sacred  tomb. 
With  grateful  tears  their  noble  toils  reward : 

While  thou,  descending  to  the  infernal  gloom. 

To  meet  the  tyrant's  and  the  murderer's  doom, 
tShalt  leavg  a  name  by  earth  md  heaven  tfbhorr^d! 

1809. 
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IDtmvnv  laiui !  fack  dccp^and  dozily  bat^ 

iU  once  to  Rome  the  Ponic  hera  swore 
I  irow  to  tbeel  O  t  were  but  mine  the  fate 

O^er  thy  pak  and  trevihlingplaiiii  tp  poor 
The  tempest  of  the  battle,  aod  to  crut h 

In  dust  fbrerer  all  thy  vauntiug  pride. 
Impetuous  to  the  glorious  task  rd.nish. 

Terror,  Despair,  Dei^ruction,  by  my  siile ! 
19or  do  I  hate  thee,  France,  for  this  alone. 
That  thou  from  age  to  age  thyself  hast  shown 

Foe  to  the  realm  that  rules  the  subject  waves; 
But  that  thy  sonn,  detested  l#nd!  a^e  still 
A  race  accurst,  pro^  to  esUremes  of,  ill; 

Blood^diinkinft  tyi^ai^Sf  oriduit^licKing^Utvesl 
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PuLTEMET,  the  fourth  joung  Spring  iiow  clothts  the 
earth. 
Since  my-  rude  intl96*  ittth  latiretfte  wreaths  essayed 
To  deck  the  sacred  spot,  where  he  is  laid 
Who  ibfm'd  my  genius^  and  who  gavame  birth;    . 
Tot  oW  my  gayest  hours  of  social  mirth        .    ^    -i 
Oft  still  his  absence  casta  a  sf^ening  shade :    .^ , ' 
Oft  still  to  him  ipy  secreit  teax9  ar^^paid  , 

While  memory  fondly  dweDs,vpQn.lSB  wortkr    . . ,  t  ■  s 
Hence  min4ful»  who  most  sl^'d  his.gra^efi^  lore  ■  i 

By  many  an  act  of  generous  kindn^  woo, 
This  page  I  mark,  O  Pulteney !  with. thy  name ^        .^ 
Happy,  if  so  I  draw  thee  to  approve  .  •,.-     •  .., 

The  pious  gratitijide .  whjcb* wanoa  thf»  json^    .      .    /* 
^owe'er  thy Tucer  taste  tli«  poe^  bloiHe. 

■ .-  -.:'..•■.'  v.- .   ,:th' 
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T^F.N.C.Mundj,,  Eiq.  Author  of"  NatlmJod  forett." 


iavunr,  whose  song  hatb  taught  the  {aittt  sirain 
To  view  fair  Nbf.dwoou  thro'  the  radiance  clear 
Of  bright  imagination,  taught  the  tear 

To  glisten  in  his  eye  for  other's  pain, 

And  own  that  taste  and  virtue  ari;  not  vain, 
How  was  thy  pipe  melodious  wont  to  cheer 
The  wintry  groves,  when  every  leaf  was  sore. 

And  brighten  summer  with  its  artful  strain! 

Say  by  what  meed  shall  Needwooi>  court  thy  ttayf 
She  unsuspecting  twines  in  amorous  care 

Her  favourite  holly  and  her  flower  bells-gay,  '  ' 

To  deck  iviih  modest  hand  her  lover's  hair, — r 

Ab,  do  not  thou  her  gentle  hopes  betmy, 

Afid  doom  hei  tender  bosom  to  despair !  , 
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On  leaving  Tourss 


jfii^K 


My  Gallic  friends — ye  friends  beloVd  in  vain ! 

Thou  yak  of  Tours,  where  Faith  and  Friendslup 
dwell. 
And  every  greenwood  grove  and  every  plain. 

Ye  lost  lamented  serenes,  ah,  fare  ye  v^ell ! 
And  terfe  ye,  well,  ye  village  swan's  s6  gay, 

Who  to  the  pipe  and  tabor^s  merry  sotind, 
Done  and  forgot  tKe  labours  of  ih^  day^ 

Each  with  your  partners  defdy  trip  the  i^fotrnd ; 
Peace  to  your  plains,  and  still  with  smile  serene, 

J^ast  by  those  fields  for  ever  dwell  Content : 
For  Friendship  hail'd  me  oii  youir  banks  of  gteeQ,-' 

And  smiling  Welcome  wheresoe'er  I  wenti 
Oh !  vale  of  Toitrs  where  Faith  and  Friendship  dwell, 
And  you,  ya  friends  beloved  in  vain|  fa^ewelll 

-«  W.J. 
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To  tif  River  Sloar. 


Di\9,  native  Strt^am  !  ali,  dearer  far  to  me 

Than  Thames,  tho'  grandeur  crown  his  margin  gayj 
And  not  the  Loire,  all  lovely  tho'  she  be. 

And  passing  fair,  cou'd  woo  my  thoughts  away, 
Forgetful  of  thy  haijnts,  loved  Stream  :  nor  sbe,.-j^ 

The  yellow  Seine,  whose  peaceful  waters  play       fj 
Through  Gallia's  fields,  cou'd  lure  my  heart  from  th« 

That  faithful  heart  which  knows  not  how  to  stray. 
Dear  native  Stream  !   lov'd  Stonr,  to  thee  were  paid 

My  earliest  vows,  and  Ihou  ray  last  shall  have  ;     ^ 
And  as  my  earliest  steps  were  wont  to  tread,  ■ 

So  shall  my  last,  thy  banks,  paternal  wave  t      ,  ^ 
And  yo  1,  ye  trembling  willows,  wont  to  shade 

My  youthful  putimes,  ye  sball  ^hade  my  grava. 
w.  J. 
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Sweet  is  Fame's  pma  soiigy  ami  choral  note, 
Whenp'er  the  grave  of  one  she  fondly  lov'd, 
Caress'd  by  Vitttte,  and  l>y  Worth  approvM, 

Rich  Gentu^  bids  her  magic  iirtisic  float':       *  -  * 

When,  shelter'd'from  the  8un;in  woodbine  bdwew,' 
Sweet  to  the  sylvkiv  lind  rotinanti^  ear 
The  bee^  inceflsaiit  melody  to  heat,  '  ■   : 
**  *  MuripaHng  her  faii^  tunesiuij)raHe  ofdbwers^:" 

And,  sweet  th''  Eolian  hirrp's  enamoured  string, 
When,  by  young  Zephyr  s  balmy  lip  cafess^d, 
Tt  trills  the  listless  kfyei^  sbUlto  rest: ' 

But,  sweeter  far  thati  all  «ueh  st^ns  mtiy  bring  '■ 
Of  mingled  XBpture,  is  the  bliss  we  prove 
Listeaing:4ie  m«sie  of  the  Yoite  yre  love. 


i 
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'   -    '  SONNET. 

Om  reading  "  Sickaess,"  an  Elegt)  bg  lie  Ifite  Mi: 
HwUeyf  Editor  of  lltt  Beauties  qf  Ancient  EnglM 
Poetry^  •       ■o,*-.".-,;- 

BT  T.   PAHk,    ESQ.       / 


Child  of  the  clmsic  muKi  whow  g^^roytjUnl'  ■ 

Hath  raaoy  a  blossom  ta  the  rapt  sight  atump^  ,^u 
Which  elic  bad  slumber'd  raid  an  adverse  apil,    . 

By  weeds  encumbcr'd  or  neglect  o'ergrown  : 

Ah !  wby  from  hciicc  halt  tliou  to  «arly  .flown  i 
Could  Sickiiess  liDd  no  less  lamented  prej|  i  ' 

Or,  like,  the  cyga^^^  did  (by  *mI  '*>te  <noan 
To  iB«K  M,with  ila^oiTw  funereal  lay,f — .1 

Vet  hapless  youth,  .thy  spirit  hath  not  Aed     < 
Without  the  meed  of  some  melodious  tea^;  ' 

A  bard  •  who  lov'd  thee  living,  weeps  thee  dead, 
And  breathes  his  soul's  warm  iacrase  tfer  thy  biei : 

for  which,  when  death  shall  close  his  dulcet  song, 
May  ^(joiems  like  his  owd,  his  kindied  fame  prolong! 

•  The  Ser.  W.  L.  Bowlei,  I*tc  of  Trinilj.CoUege,  OxSati„ 

ptibhibid  H  ElcgiM  pMB  cs  tlia  dntli  ef  Mc  H«>dlay. 
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ON    RSYISXXXNG- 


-ALOKB. 


TnMvGR  these  dark  groreB  no  more  the  Zephyr 
creeps, 
Tlie  moon's  meek  ray  illumes  yon  walls  no  more; 
But  the  wild  blast,  whh  boisterous  fury^  sweeps    ^ 
Through  the  half-leaflesf  trees,  aud  turrets  hoar. 
i)e9cending  fast  from  many  «  gloomy  cloiid. 

Driven  by  the  tempest's  rage,  the  drenching  raia 
Beats  on  the  massy  pile>  whose  summit  pro^d 

In  siillen  grandeur  frowns  upon  the  plain* 
As  slowly-wandering  o'er  the  dank^  chill  ground. 

My  footsteps  press  the  fallen  foliage  sere, 
Methiliks'each  leaf,  with  soft  but  forceful  sound, 

Bewails  the  dying  beauties  of  the  year. 
Ahy  ftist-expiriiig  year !  might  I  but  close 
With  thy  brief  date  my  pilgrimage  of  woes  I 
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i  rmttm  •«  mKTurmo— — auwe. 


Vfbatf  in  delightful  nuMnp  rapt,  veglNV'd 
Thfm«h  tiie  long  lofty  pove't  o'«r-iwthHii|BJr, 
~  SoftM^d' bj  disngeM  DkM**  pcftrlj  limits     - 

OrgU<diip«B  jou  inleofpaBtvi^t, 
In  robe  of  mellow  UtMi  by  tiine  amy'd } 
And  g«ve  ft  ugh  to  thoie  in  diiat  low  -laid. 

Who  nisrkM  of  year*  long  pa«t  the  Mpid  fiiglit. 

How  cbang'd  the  »CMic  !  tbe  blast  ravn  ihraug^  tlis 

The  withered  foliage  dnrei  along  the  pUin; 
Fktt,  from  dark  gathering  cloudtrdeaceod*  tfaeain. 
Heedloi  nfangry  elements,  I  rove 

Ami  »igh'for-thee  my  friend  Ithy  fnaemx  dear. 
Would  Rpread  ft  mmffa  ^Um  nixwd  thii  laadM»pe 
drear. 
NOV.  »K. 

ft-  *.  O.^ 
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SONNET. 

At>DRESSBD  TO  A  tVOESm; 


A,  i,  AlfS  CAMDIDATB.  FOR   A   FELLOWSHIP  lUt   ONZ 

OF   THE    UNIYERSITIES. 


•  ''  ■"  •  ^f^^^ 


That  Ho6d^  so^^late  your^sh^  iflimonkUi  b^Utj' 
Flows  from  youf  ilMul^Qn  now^J<mgi  !.Ua<^k,  !Vii 

'  Werie  you  bat  FeUow ;Jhealr-:Ygt,if by.,  tb^  huxQi;  i 
Before  you  stand 9  read  this,  and  learn  yp]ar,4uty* 

Learhi  if  nn^ftAd  Wit»  a(^  rWorkh  l^\y^  ¥ft 
To  frova  iifi^Offtiai/^ei  .^bile  tbey  cap  a^d^sij^jfo  s    , 
With  titled  y^  atad  Folly  farour  ciury. 
Nor  blashi;  if fjU.youiTi awkward. flatterj  suit  ye : 

Sin  you  1 :  biAt  tojknl^  m  yq^^igfit  sini^r  c 
Teach  tbem  to  rise,  be^^  ^md  grpw.clerfri 
Shon  :yk>u  till  ,110911,  a^  ^i^iiy  night  be  meJUqw : 

Pray  seldom;  >tbjeft.be  JLa^t;?  bc(iSc|tjft||dii)Qer: 

Walk, ride,  and  dress;  read  sometimes;  study— -oever* 
This  will  you  swear  ?  Enough :  admit  him  Fellbw. 


•  -* 
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"Caitiff  !  in  vain,  prcscienl  of  bitter  woe  •, 
'      And  pangs,  and  shame, "-vf hi ch  ihou  art  dooin'J  ts 
feel, 

Rcreiigcfut  dust  ihou  raise  the  ruChless  sted, 
And  lay  the  honoiits  of  my  garden  tuw  I 
Though  never  more  my  ruin'd  groves  shall  know 

Their   former  pride;  nor  Spring  iheir  wounds  sbali 
.    he^;     ■ 

Nor  birds  ftraongthein'pburttK.-irfaiett7  peal;.        .  . 
Yet  hope  not  thou  to  ^cape  the  deMin'^tdoWh 

Omaliceirapotent!'t'ar'th«u^  thyhtotit,     i    >V 

Am'd'Witli'ifKe'fehHl'axeuKl  nqiVd  by.bats,;   ''i 
Could  spreai]  M  mde^estFivtiOi^ooundi  lUlaailr 

And'ttideacli  lordly  Meahow  iwitatKi^i   ■'■ 
Stiiri6«ck)ng  all  thy  ttfil,  dark,  twt«,  i^uld  Gtand 

One  deBthfultrte,-tby  terror  afl^tky  fUe. 

"'    ^    ■       ■■3.1...,     .!..;....■    ',TJ.J-V..;    ■.     ..^...ifep, 
^  >       *  "  A  logae  lb*  gklle**  m  hi>  Ihle  forure*." 
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SONNET 


r    »  '  i#"  •  .1  /-» 


ADDRSSSfiD   TO    THE  LTR£   OV   COWVXIl, 


"    ,..#-^^.j.^ 


Lyre  of  tbeBaJd^rwlie  sweU'dbu^li^  cbyioe  .     , 

His  fingers  midst  thf  widc^w'd  stfings  to  twi^c;  k 
Vain  were  the  wish,  f-weeo,  to  eall^thee. mines  . 
For  Ol  iivhiit  sttitor  of  thft  smiling  Muti^  ^-    i» 
Tho'  spri^ilU«d  oft  with  Hdiooiiiftn  dev)^ 
Could  draw  s%€)k«tsaimib3fn  theQ:a«<99€^  Her*  tMne.^ 
Still  then  upofitky  fiiitlve  willows  hiQlgi- .  r^    .     .-  , 
Whil<$  th^  tby  chords' the:,muff9Uiri9gwifidt,  com* 
■■  *  plfliiii^'  •>'■    '  '■   -'•   '.•'.'■  .-^  •      .    ,  r  -:.;- ..,     ..•; 
For  him^  who  once  to  thy  soft  numbers  9ABf» 

And  pott#'d^wiih  ^mmStonkm^thh  hoiy^^Wii^ 
\V&'^\i^*4  txxooth  affliction's  bitter  pai^Tr ra>  >  M| 
Or  Aittk  ftfergrowtk  of  Folly's  m^fdA'lMv  ^^  t 

wmiiyo. 
Ji  3 
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SONNET. 


'  PnoVD  Pharisee  !  who  oft  ihe  midnigbt  oil 
Ha»f  wWted  to  indite  ibe  pond'roiis  page, 
"Whfere  thOu  didst  ihander  wiili  a  boundlew  rag*. 
The  fori  of  law  and  kingly  sfate  to  toil  j  ,;j^ 

How  little  did  we  -iMfm  tliy  pious  toil,  .  „|,y 

WasiDMtitaiMboTi'B  {ntiencQiOjenivgf,!^  ,.;i  > 
TUktiWd'tn)gbl*3tiit>tMtftlyiB!beilJ9,oU-|^j.  < ,  ...  . 
froud  Phariftbltlw^ioMjor  lbe.|faw  .,:.  .■   :,  ;<,.  . 
'    Sb'ttHttaptW'HourgB'ttidi-iunvelafili&grnHl:::*/^ 
How  dar'at  tboi^  doom  then  whips  and  clmim,  to'  en- 

Vow  d&r%'tilouMilbej'«itb,Upa'an4il>eia'tjiQ|)ure,  - 
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TO  LORD  COCHRANE^ 


Cochra¥b!  who  from  the  Langue^ocian  cbA^^ 
Where  long  thine  arms  disnm^  and  havoc  spread 
Ketum'dy  hast  now  thy  gallant  squadron  led 

To  where  Qhar^ite  'v^  ocean  waves  b  lost. 

As  onward  press'd  thy  vai^  the  GaUiQ  hx^ 

Shook  through  its  triple  line  wfth  deepest  dvead^ 
To  quicksan^ls.  an4  to  xocks  for  refug^'flbd,    •  '■''''  .i 

And  blessM  escape,  thouj^  luin.was  the  costt       \    ' : 

If  round  thy  youthful  br6w  suck*  Isurek  riiey  ^    ; 

What  triumphs  on  thy  coaiing  yc^  ntnil  wait  I    • 

Thy  Country^  «8  she  t«n»s,.tQ.  tivf^  ii^  pyi^fsj,  *   ^.'^ 

A  second  Nelson  hails  with  bcttrl  «krtl^;  ,  ^  ^^ 

"  Heir  of  his  spirit ;  O  be  thine,''  she  crfca,  .  .  a 

**  An  equal  gloxj  ani  a.  lonjier  da$cf ^    "'  ' 

i>'4   -  ....    vujuJh 


>  -. 


.J 
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Lucii  tmbltiBiu  ^kcii, 
Riporiiiniiui  loios.  el  prata 
lacoluDUi,     ViitoiL. 


NiftliT  o'er  the  world  had  spread  her  sable  reigr 
And  H  still  silence  hushed  the  sleeping  plain; 
Lott  to  the  won  and  tuiU  that  urge  the  dny, 
On  the  lofl  couch  in  b^lniy  rest  1  layi 
Each  power  inactive  slumber'd  in  her  cell. 
But  wakeful  Fancy  pl^'d  her  magic  spellf 
That  bids  the  thin  acnal  phantoms  dy 
In  pictur'd  dreams  before  the  mental  eye. 

I  saw  ^tlto\Kbtv<i  st^ilelv  waving  wood,  _ 
Along  whose  fnamnpoHr't]  Bsitvei^flood; 
On  the  green  UihE'So^ronn  mourned  alone. 
And  pitying  rocln  TS^aclio'd  moan  fornoan., 
At  times  the  K«Ts  ifi  coptuua  toftenti  roll. 
Her  lost  Florello  nubing  oq  her  soul ; 
At  times  celesti&l  hope  rt  giief  slUy'd  i 
At  times  afmh  the  potent  ftvling  sway'd  ; 
At  InqAh  in  christian  fortitude  resigned. 
She  trusts  ihc  wisdom  of  the  Almighty  mind, 
Vl'ho  makes  his  favour'd  kvI  the  afflicted  smart. 
And  wottttds  the  spirit  but  to  cure  the  heart! 


my  a; 
I'd.         7 

>'d;         i 
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•*  O  Thou,  my  King^  my  Fathi^r,  and  ray  God ! 
Prais*d  be  thy  name,  |  own  thy  chastening  rod : 
When  best  for  mc  the  stroke  to  meet  or  shunt 
Strike  or  withhold,  and  let  thy  m\\  be  done!*' 

She  spoke^  when'lo!  a  cloud  appear'd  tamove 
In  billowy  wreathes   along  the  towering  grove;  . 
Its.thickcuing  folds  an  angel  form  <:onvey'd, 
ground  whose  brows  celestial  glories  play'd; 
A  starry  crown  on  his  fair  temples  bcam'd, 
His  twinkling  eyes  like  radiant  Hesper  gleam 
His  locks  th'  undulating  meteors  ^tream'd; 
11  is  cheeks  with  morn's  empurpled  blushes  glow^ 
His  jewcird  robes  in  loQse  iuxnriaiice  flow: 
Round  all  the  vapour,  glittering  as  h^  tum'd,    '        /> 
The  rainbow's  mingling  hues  alternate  burned* 
He  came  commission'd  from  the  throne  above. 
And  seem.'4  the  smiling  messenger  of  Love ! 
Borne  through  the  yielding  void  on  lalry  gEiks, 
Down  to  the.Aower- bespangled  bank  he  sails s 
The  sad  Sophronia  rajs'd  her  wondering  *yes. 
And  haiVd  the  sacred  vision  of  the  skies ;  .       .  T 

Floreilo  stood  confcssM  in  all  his  chdrmis,-       .  •  •  . 
She  springs  and  folds  him  in  her  raptur'd  HiinSy    ^     v 
Close  to  her  bosom  strain'd  the  lovely  boy,   ■ 
And  kiss'd,  hi,ai  round  and  round  with  tears  of  joy. 
**  Whence  9ome,  dear  child,  to  visit  scenes  below^  ■  . 
And  bless  a  parpnts  eyies  bedimm'd  with  mx^el 
How  fared  you  since  the  spirit  wing*d  its  way,    . 
And  left  this  worlil  of  anguish  and  dismay  fr. 
He  then:  "  JVI^^  honpyr'd  parent  dry  thy  tears,  .:  ?•  / 
Give  God  the  praise,  and  hush  ungrounded  fears; '     ' 
For  now  beydnd  where  storms  and  pains^  tMcst^ 
Beneath  His  sheltering  wings  in  pcto^fe  I  W?sn  "       •>  r'. 
Were  I  forcdooni*d  to  drag  a  length  of  days^     "      i  -fr- 
And  wander  still  thro'  lifus  perplexing  maze, 
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Tie  threaten'^  itlft  were  dire  beyond  compare. 
Each  secrat  labyrinth  hid  a  iportel  snare ; 
Vice  for  roy  youth  her  sharp- fan g*!!  traps  would  spread^ 
And  ambush  d  furie*  lurk  in  ev'ry  shadt;; 
The  syrau  Pleasure  weave  her  inaky  wjics'. 
And  urge  me  to  my  £ate  wit{i  tei^pting  smiles : 
GoH  iMw  the  iXmm.  loud  bellowing  round  the  field, 
And  o'er  me  spread  Sa1*atipb*9  mighty -shieldt  ■ 

Frum'farth  transferr'd  me  to  my  nalul  honu', 
Transert^d  to  save  ma  from  ihi-  urutli  to  come. 

"  For  far  beyoiid  that  widi?  encircling  pole, 
Within  wboM  vault  Iho  ^tar^-  myriads  roll, 
The  empyreal  ngjifjabp^i  with  day  divine. 
And  the  Ufehtowffraof  favonr'd  Salem  shine: 
There  rou«d  tk*  £t«rj»l  Throne  we  tunc  onr  lays,        ' 
Aud  themM  majeftic  swell  from  praise  to  praise; 
There  trees:a{  li^ithetr  verdant  ranks  unfold. 
And  health  pepqij^ial  stieanu  on  Wavi's  of  gold;     ■ 
There  gnofwimoreeKto^tstlie  piteous  wai),  ' 

Nor  sin  nor  death  witi  mortal  shafts  assail'; 
Exempt  from  toil  or  pain  we  rest  on  bedk, 
Or  warble  praise  thro'  lien's  bowery  glades ; 
Or  borne  hy  hiMts  of  flying  angels,  rove 
prom  clime  to  clime,  thro'  all  the  realms  of  Lovi '. 
SometimM  we  wing  those  fiery  tracts  on  high,    ' 
Wberv.worldi  and. systems  sail  the  boiindlesi  sky; 
Trace  pldaea  winding  tfa?ir  stuppndoUir  round, 
Or  dart  with  coiwi>  thro'  the  vast  profound ;  ' " 
Or  in  brigtU  lwn*i  revisit  earth  bcton;, 
And  how'riAg  ftotter  roupd  the  couch  of  wov; 
With  Heaven's  jwft  bftjra  allav  ttie  ppnfbl  sniart, 
Lull  cavlwle^,  and  chfic^  the  droopit^  heart, 
And  in  faU  wioa  6p«)ing  on  (he  eyes, ' 
J^ake  ParadiK  with  t^l  her  gl<rnes  rik.     ^ 
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•        . 

Cease  then  my  sorrowing  parent,  cease  to  weep, 
Death  to  the  Christian  is  a  pleasing  sleep. 
For  he  who  dy'd  a  rebel*  world  to  save. 
And  forc'd  the  shadowy  portals  of  the  grave. 
Holds  in  his  hand  the  keys  of  Death  and  Hell, 
And  gilds  the  horrpps  of  jt^e  ^^r^Tale. 

**  And  now  once  more  we  bid  a  short  adieu. 
For  yon  bright  pomp  awaiting  meets  my  view. 
Still  hold  the  sacred  dictates  c^f  the  skies. 
And  ardent  strive  to  gain  tfi'  imnibrtiil  priie ; 
For  soon  revolve  the  few  predesttnTd 'years-. 
And  soon  you  Ic^ve.  th0  tlbxidv  ^cll  of  tears, 
To  heavenly  thrdnfes  wltfrfcb^m' of  angels  soar^ 
And  meet  yoni-  loff^folit  fVfends  tt>  |)ai't  ho  mbrc^." 

As  thus  he  spoke,  thr^'iiUbibrtt  vapotircAme', 
With  films  condensing  round  his  lucid  frame ; 
Smooth  o'er  the  botgh^  that  crown'd  the  sylvan  scene 
It  sails,  arid  ri^'g^  mounts  tW  t^\m  serene. 
Where  stretch'd  in  rahtf^  along  th"  unmeasured  void, 
Ten  thousand  tHbu^anil  angels  seemed  to  ride 
O'er  a  long  vaulted  tiract,  that /dkz^tns  shone 
Across  Heaven's  foreheJLa;' like' sf'ihitky  zone, 
Lin'd  with  a  beauteous  range  of  clouds  that  rpU'd, 
Such  clouds  as  ^djbdk  the  w^st^rn  ski^s  with  gold ! 
Here  round  Fh>)«tlb  ctos'd  the  legions  fair, 
And  bore  him  high  tbro'  pathless  yast^of  air^ .   ■ 
While  all  theif  Ifai^'  immortal  jptxuW  ^dund.    . 
And  listening  orbsr  tbe  choi^l^tr^ns  re^^^  ' 

Now  Heaven's  wiije  gftt^' tlieir  starry  folds  displ&y. 
And  downward  bur^t^tiie  w^dmji^  floo^  ^C^^^ 
Fierce  .on  my  ^igHt  the  clreadB^^l  ;5plen^^(^  H^^ 
3tartf6J|'  1  woke^'  and  Worj^  i^afp^'d;  my  .i|se'aiD« 


,». 


,■    f   •;/'    \'\':i  ;/ 


if- 


■i'feS 


TO  MY  FRIEND. 


DsAB  Edward!  should  it  e'er  be  said 
I'bat  i'riclidsihiii  t'rum  tiic  earth  is  fled, 

Aud  s^mpatny  unknown ; 
Let  us  L'oufutc  thuKu  sel6«h  tJvcs,. 
Who  judge  ol' others  by  ili  cm  selves. 

By  ins  lancing  gur  uwn. 


Ours  is  no  tie  of  common  stamp, 

"Whose  warnitli  an  annry  word, may  dampi  ,„,  ■,; 

Which  e'en  a  l>reatTi  may  end;  ,^^ 

Rut 'tis  that  temper  uf  ihc  jiiiiid,  ^^^-f 

Which,  every  other  wish  resjgn'j,  ,,  i^'u 

Cares  biiiy  fur  i[slVicnd.  ,..-ji.„|i  cl-itA 

Lot  Prussia,  Germany,  and  Spam  ^  ,t.uiU3-J.«B 

Treparc  agamst  a  fresh  campajgj^  j  ^,^^^_  ,  ,„n 

And  qiuirrel  fijr — a  bone.  ti  -i         i  ■  nA 

iv.ii  „■ .,  h^c^  cp„  «■,,■  ii,c  i^ig£i;:l,-;;^ 

And,  mark  jhc  interested  views,   , .,   «„-.„,,  t.-. 
^I  have-yet  none  dare  o^r,,  '.^TS^'  ^ 

Lot  whi^  ihetT  tory  ToeS  bespatter.''  _'  '"'^ 

We'll  smoke  our  pipes,  and  cry,'"  Afima't^V Vt 

"  'Pis  all4f.  h^p  the  farce  on,"    '  ^>*"*"i 
Nor.  when  we  see  B  nitre  fall     ,«i.j     .,.    U4e 
On  cranium,  dubb'd  episcopat. 

Regret  we're  not  the  parson. 
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>\Vhen  evening  closes  in  the  day, 
And  Luna's  hoiiis  their  tips  display, 

In  winter's  freezing  season  : 
We'll  trim  tbe-five^  and  drink  Qur.Mc, 
(A  source  of  joy,  that  ne'er  shall  fail,) 

Nor  think  of  courts,  or  treason. 

On  tardy  sloth's  luxurious  berf, 
Whilst  others  rest  the  aching  head» 

We'll  taste  the  charms  of  mom  ? 
Exulting  skim  the  broad  champaign^ 
Enlivened  by  the  jocund  strain. 

The  mufiic  of  the  horn.      ,     • 

Or  etee,  should  frosts  enchain  the  ground, 
PorbfMing  sports  of  horn,  and  hound. 

The  gun  shall  be  our  care, 
Our  dogs  th'  unshackled  streams  shall  try. 
Till  roving  where  the  ftrraggler^  lie, 

They^nuff  the  tainted  air. 

:  ili*alth,  a  no  longer  bashful  lass, 
Who  flies  the  full  noctunial  glass, 
'^.  £^ch  peaceful  hour  shall  bless,   . 
C^bntetitment  too,  that  timid  maid. 
No  longer  of  mankind  afiaid, 

<-      Shall  join  our  social  mess. 

But  chief—- -to  friendship  we  shall  owe 
Those  joys,  which  uniformly  flow. 

And  gild  the  cloudless  day, 
Faithfull  we'll  still  agree  to  share 
Each  other's  happiness,  or  care, 

Till  life  dissolves  away. 


ROBATIO* 


*9b 


10  LADY  . 


Accv&ES  iY  heu  of  bavihg  gmw* 


O  !  was  not  thciumy  soul  content 
When  first  witli  thoc  mine  hours  t  speut ! 
My  lender  frii'ndship  sci'iu'd  to  pltase, 
And  stilt  my  bcurt  remain'd  at  cose ; 

Whan  with  thee  happy— calia  witbgnf  Ibee. 

No  doubt,  or  fears  ray  breast  annoy'd;        ,  .,(0 
But  all!  the  peai;e  I  then  enjoy'd  1  'i|'|' 

Was,  ii,  alas!   I  now  tan  tell'!  I 

Because  although  /  liied  Ihee  well 

By  Heavens,  I  scarcely  carad  aboutitbec. 

But  all  my  spirita  now. are  flown;  ■ 
And  anxious,  jeakitu,ifEctful,  grown. 
Thy  presence  oft  I  ^lulaly  fly; 

Oftsilent,  sullen,  sitiand  sigh;-  ■  ,  j  .  .- 

Nay  oft  in  accents  stem  reprove  thee  I 

O!  wherefore  is  ray  bliss  expired  1 
Art  thou  grown  odjMia,  I  grown  and  ; 
Where  fricndsliip  ffarqi'd  does  hatred  glow?    1. 
No,  DO  Louisa 'lis  not  80;  ■     .     , 

But  'lis  because  at- Wngtli  7bi>e  thee. 
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INSCRIPTION, 

FOR  A  SEAT,  ON  THE  SUMMIT  OF  A  HUX. 
BY    ROBSaT   AVOJiViSOIt. 

Stop,  gentle  traveller;  on  this  rude  seat, 

Rest  thee  a  while,  and  pooder  on  mankind. 

If  thou  hast  joufne3r'd  long  thro'  life's  dark  vale, 

And  Poverty  hath  thy  companion  been. 

Offend  not  God  by  murm'ring  at  his  will—    -    > 

Consider  what  thou  art—- what  thoo  must  be— ^ 

How  life's  dull  path  is  short  o^er  wiiich  thou  stray^st. 

And  thou  art  near  Eternity's  dread  brink. 

Now,  turn  thine  eye,  yon  mansion  .gay  beheld ; 

And  if  thou  dar'st  to  envy  its  proud  lord 

Whose  poVr  and  rich  domains  extend  afar, 

Check  the  vain   thought;  know  wealth  is  wrapt  in 

cares, 
And  but  the  virtuous  are  the  truly  great ! 

If  Fortune's  favors,  traveller,  thou  canst  boast. 
Bethink  thee  for  what  purpose  they  were  giv'n. 
Nor  loiter  here;  Time's  ever  On  the  wing. 
Yet,  should  thy  panting  bosom  rest  require^ 
Let  what  thine  eye  beholds  lead  thee  to  h'eav'n. 
This  Seat,  thy  wearied  body  that  supports,. 
Once  tower'cf  majestic,  the  dark  forest's  pride; 
'And  many  a  hum  bier,  tree,  and  fragrant  shrub^ 
Its  thick  wov'n  branches  shelter'd  from  the  blasts' 
And  oft  the  hind,  to  shun  the  fervid  glow 
Of  Summer's  noontide' sum,  has  sought  its  shade ; 
Pleased  with  wild  warbHngs  from  its  topmast  boughs,- 
While  o'er  hris  scanty  meal.    Time- rent,  and  fali'n, 
Lo,  its  decay  bespeaks  the  fate  of  man. 
If,  pensive  grown,  thou  hang'st  a  musing  head, 
On«  moment's  thought  points  out  thy  kindred  earth;- 
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And  the  3ear  leaves,  that  quivcting,  dpop  nroiind, 
fioon,  soon  may  rustle  o'er  lliy  narrow  home. 
Now  deign  to  view  yon  cott^e  in  the  vale, 
Where  laic  content  bcam'd  in  each  cheerful  facej 
Seest  thou  the  ruins f — Mark  a  helpless  puir, 
Who  sit,  and  mourn,  and  tcl!  to  passers  by,       , 
How  war  halh  blasted  all  their  hoffx  of  age. 
In  one  who  fout^ht,  and  fell  in  foreign  fielos. 
If  iby  ynunn  kfnrt  has  rot  yet  ftlt  a  pang, 
Foi  ihose,  ihy  brelhrun,  ^huse  distress  bcspeaki 
Thy  cuuntry'a  ruin,  in  its  growing  pridu. 
Go  !  "  learn  the  luxury  of  doing  good  ;" 
Or,  if  unmindfut  of  a  better  world. 
The  phantom'  Pleasure  thou  haat  long  pursu'd. 
And  self  predominates  o'er  others  wrongs, 
Heuce,  sluggard  !  know  thou  art  not  welcome  liercl 


EPIGRAM. 

Coke,  prythee,  dear  Tagrhyrac,   a  truce  with  youi" 

Nor  longer,  disconsolate,  murmur  and  groan 
Because  pilfering  Lackwit  has  stolen  your  verses. 

And  wherever  be  reads  tbcDi  declares  tticln  bis  own. 

'Tis  wisely  ordain'd  that  each  rascally  action 
Its  own  punishment,  sooner  or  later,  ensures  ; 

And,  if  vengeance  can  give  to  your  bwirt  wdifaclion, 
For'thc  wronghc  has  done  ample  vengeance  is  your'*. 

'  Since  I«ckwit  your  lines  as  his  own  has  repeated. 
He  nothing  has  ^ped  but  the  bitterest  scorn  1 
By  all  who  have  beard  hiro,  has  Lackwil  been  treated 
As  the  worst  poetaster  th^it  ever  \vas  born. 
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SWEET  JOY,  SWEET  SORROW. 


By   WM,  CAl^lT^  ESQ. 


bwEET  is  the  solemn  moonlight  hour 
Of  musing  in  the  lonely  bow'r ; 
When  hills  and  woods  and  vale6  prolong 
The  Nightingale^s  enamour'd  song.  ' 

Swe6t  is  the  look,  in  silence  stole. 
That  speaks  the  virgin's  secret  soul : 
Not  half  so  sweet  the  early  ray 
Beams  from  the  radiant  eye  of  Day. 

Sweet  are  the  hours,  when,  led  by  love. 
To  the  soft  song  of  Hope  they  .move; 
More  sweet  than  smiling  Spring;  more  bright, 
Than  frolic  Summer's  golden  light. 

Sweet  is  the  maiden's  fond  delay, 
When  preit  to  name  the  bridal  day: 
Sweet  is  th6  lover's  hope  of  bliss : 
Sweet,  sweet  her  mu^t  consenting  kiss. 


.  J\A. 


Sireet  is  the  voir  of  love  for  life; 

Ah,  sweet  the  cfi&nge  from  maid  to  wife  ; 

The  fcBst,  the  dance,  the  wedding  rite; 

And  swf^  tlf»  lH»s>^'i-i^ll  delighV  ■■-■f-.jy^ . 

Sweet  fairy  prospects  follow  soon  ; 
Sweet  omens  each  rpvo^ying  mofm  J 
Sweet  tymbols  (^^hetiftppy  pairj"' 
The  tinet  their  purple  clusters  bear. 

Sweet  is  that  chiinj;iiig  look  i  that  eye 
Of  languor  blue  ;  that  lunging  sigh  ; 
That  cheek,  by  turns,  so  fliish'd  !  so  pale! 
That  rose,  that  U!ly  sweet  to  hail ! 

Sweet  is  that  form  by  Love  imprest ; 
That  growing  waist;  thot  swelling  breast; 
Sweet  is  that  swoon  ;  [hose  trarijporta  sweet. 
Thy  baby  yet  unborn  tbey  greet. 

Sweet  fly  the  numhcr'd  moons  :  they  fty ; 
And  sweet  those  throes  )  thai  pUvalive  cryj 
■-  Sweet,  sweet,  the  sweetest  joy  oo  eulhr 
llie  moment  uf  auspicious  birth. 

Sweet  name  of  father,  «w««t  to  hflirl 
Sweet  name  of  Awf^.eywdopr! Si  i    . 
Sweet  pledge  of  joy;.  iiKtmis^ojrt  wMl,,. 
Sec  Fttiher,  Mother  clasp  their  CbUd. 

These  joys  I'yeshaf'ds  ibssftjoys  I'ive  kroWBJ 
These  sweets— but  ahl^not  (hew  alone. 
Sweel  is  the  memory  of  «M  dcsdj;         .      , 
And  Ewcct  the  tears  that  parents  shed. 
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^*T^s  sweet  to  echo  sigh  for  sigh  ; 
To  watch  your  dear  child's  closing  eye; 
To  catch  the  angel's  jyfn^  brcrfth. 
And  kiss  the  wan  cold  cheek  of  death. 

Tis  sweet  to  nurse  a  silent  grief^ 
Beyond  the  -busy  world's  relief : 
To  sutler  yet  conceal  the  smart; 
And  veil  with  smiles *a  woimdcd  heart. 

'Tis  sweet  by  twilight  pale,  alone^ 
To  press  the  dumb,  sepulcl)rc^l  stone; 
For  still,  to  God  and  nature  dear. 
Flows  sadly  sweet  the  parent's  tear* 

Tis  sweet  to  wake  the  harp  of  woe. 
And  see  the  drops  of  pity  flow  I 
To  melt  the  Outlaw*^  savagt  heart;'    . 
And  warm  the  frozen  breast  of  Art« 
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EPIGRAM, 

To  Mrs.  F  •  ♦  •  •  • 


'Tis  Friendship'^  rightyi  know  foil  mU^ 
Freely  unpleasant  trmkt  t»  tdl :  •      u  ■■ 
But,  till  this  hour,  (nover  knew 
She  claimed  a  right  of  telliiig  too. 
Things  both  unpleaiant  and^  untrue. 


> 
*• 


o3 


&•  A.  D. 


^•-,  :i.  '...:^::j:^ 
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TO  HENRY.' 

Tecum  *aiutqi|e,  mniMquc; 


Ir  e'er  to  feel  tbc  breuth  of  Fame 
Could  hope  my  humble  lyre. 

It  were  because  thy  sacred  name 
Hangs  trembling  on  its  wire. 

Thy  DtUne  breathes  magic  o'er  my  sotij 
As  when  by  Solma's  springs. 

Ad  unknown  spirit  mov'd  along. 
And  swept  the  dying  strings,  * 

Thy  rising  worth  with  silent  joy 
My  raptur'd  soul  surveys ; 

Thy  virtues  all  my-thoushts  «mployt 
Thy  merit  all  my  praise. 

As  every  radiiuit  star  supplies. 

An  indes  to  the  spheres, 
So,  in  the  liutie  of  (hine  eyes, 

Thine  obvious  soul  appears.       - ' 

Thy  presence  bids  the  morning  rsys. 

Commix  with  shades  of  even^  ' 
And  to  my.  ear  thy  voice  conwyt  uml' 

The  harmony  of  HeuYeiw  ■    m-.i  - 
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As  fields  of  grain  th'  impulsive  wind. 

With  all  their  waves  obey  ; 
So,  mov'd  By  thee,  my  yielding  mind. 

Shall  own  thy  gentle  sway. 

Thus  o'er  the  plaintive  harp  I  bend,  - 

Because  Thou  lovest  its  tone  ; 
Seeking  howe'cr  thy  wishes  tend. 

To'  assimilate  my  own. 

And  hence  the  Mautuan*s  glowing  page, 

Can  *X)ighticr  thoughts  inspire; 
As  swells  the  sympathetic  rage,. 

I  think  I  feel  Thy  fire," 

Hence  too,  the  milder  Roman's  •  bays 

More  sportively  entwine, 
While  breathes  through  i^ll  his  pblisli'd  lays^  ^ 

The  elegance  of  Tbine^ 

And  nature  best  my  bosom  warms,  .^- 

When  wild  her  features  grow. 
Because  Thou  lovest  her  awful  charms,       ' ,  => 

With  all  tV  enthusiast's  gjow.  '       i 

When  soften'd  beauty,  meeken'd  grace, 

In  milder  scenes  1  see, 
Th'  enchantment  of  each  magic  place. 

Is  borrowed  half  from -Thee. 

I.       .  ■ .  ^ 

Thus  reason  gave  ray  passion  birth;    -   :"• 
Nature  and  heaven  approve,  *- 

And  to  my  eyes  the  total  earth  t 

Is  full  of  thee  and  love. 


.  T 


A 
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Ok  tie  TionhgkiMgfor  th  Victory  ^the  Nik.    Parltf 
on  Imitation  of 


■  T  THK    REV, 


EsouGn  hftth  impious  Gnllic  rage 
Wjlh  direful  ihrcats  a,luriu'il  the  age ; 
And  taught  a.  guilty  world  to  fear 
Soroc  prodigy  ill  nature  near;  ' -' 

Some  change  to  tbose  barbaric  tinin' 
Wben  OOthk  ignorance  and  crimes, 
A^in  sbou'd  banish,  in  one  ruin  burlM, 
feace  and  all  so(ia)  bleseins^  from  the  world. 

-  .,■'-■  ,   ,       -;i.».     '  :,.'.    , 

£nouf;h  have  Atbeistt  in  their  pijd« 
The  God  oTalltbeeerth  defied] 
Robb'tl  by  theia^Iegl»ui')i«a4  ." .'' 

\Ve  saw  his  temple)  nalred  stand; 
And  as  Ri.-ligiun  died  avay, 
Beheld  Humanity  dece^. 
All  wane  ihan  brutal  fury  overwhelm, 
A'nd  dren^Ei  with  blood  of  massacres  the  realtiu 


V 
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III. 

We  saw  with  wild  gigantic  stride 
Their  terrors  spreading  far  and  wide; 
Safe  landed  upon  Egypt's  coast. 
We  saw  the  ^desolating  host, 
For  Indus — long  a  destin'd  prey 
To  death  and  rapine  spced-their  way  ; 
Whilst  in  extremes  upon^  the  western  flood 
Aghast  with  horror  pale  Hibcrnia  stood. 


IV. 

What  power  shall  bring  them  back  to  pcacc^ 

And  still  this  raging  of  the  seas  ? 

Thine,  thou  Almighty  gracious  Lord ! 

By  grateful  Britons' stiU  ador'd! 

To  thee  the  willing  vow  we  pay, 

To  thee  for  help  in  need  wc  pray; 
Nor  fear,  protected  by  thy  shield  and  bow, 
!^'hat  Frfl,nce  in  »ll  her  pride  atid  Wraih  can  do. 


(  f 


Ordain'd'by. thy  suprem*  decree 
To  rule  the  tmpite  tft  the  sea, 
If  Albion  be  the  favored  latid 
The  delegate  of  thy  coitomand 
To  tell  the  rash  itivaditig  foe 
Thus  far  nor  further  ihaii  thou  g6 1 
To  thee  alone  the  grtftcful  voice  we  raises-* 
To.ibee  alone  we  give  the  thanks  and  praisa* 


.  / 
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Only  tbe  ^ood  are  traly  brave  ««- 
M^hilst  the  proud  atheist  scorns  to  crave 
Thy  aid — or  owns  the  battle  won 
But  by  his  sword  and  spear  alone  ; 
Britannia's  *  pious  sons  to  thee 
Their  God  ascribe  the  victory : 

Such  thine  own-heroes  to  their  country  given  ! 

Oh|  late  demand  them  in  the  realms  of  Heaven* 


HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  38,  IMITATED. 


^  PeriicM  odi  puer  apparatus.*' 

The  splendid  table's  shew  I  hate, 
M^ith  glittering  load  of  costly  plate  I 
I  care  not  what  my  dish's  weight; 

Nor  if  of  clay  or  gold. 
I  only  ask  a  sparkling  glass ; 
An  arbour's  fragrant  shade  to  pass 
My  listless  hours ;  upon  the  grasa 

In  easy  comfort  roird. 


X,  Y. 


*  See  the  beginniiig  af  Admiral  Kelson's  Letter  to   tbe  Admt- 
taltjft— <^  It  hath  fUeaied  Abiu|h^  God/'&c. 
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TRANSLATION  OF  THE  gth  QDE  OP 

ANACREON. 


Faithfitl  Messenger  of  love. 
Tell  me,  toll  me,  gentle  dove 
Whither  thro*  the  lucid  air, 
Thee  thy  snowy  pinions  bear. 
Scattering  odours  as  they  play 
Along  the  azure  vault  of  day  ? 
Tell  me,  tell  me,  gentle  dove. 
What  thy  errand  ?  is  it  love  ? 
**  From  Anacreon  to  his  fair, 
I  a  tender  message  bear. 
To  his  fair  whose  charms  enslave 
Both  the  timid  and  the  brave. 
To  Anacreon  I  belong; 
Venus  sold  me  for  a  song. 
This  the  letter  which  I  bring, 
The  poet  fasten'd  to  my  wing.. 
Me  at  my  return  awaits 
Liberty  and  ail  its  sweets : 
Sweets  disdained  and  empty  joys ! 
Liberty  I  do  not  prize. 
With  Anacreon  1 11  remain ; 
His  no  hard  or  cruel  chain  ! 
Thro'  the  damp  and /chilly  sky 
Why  should  I  desire  to  iy, 
Why  should  I  a  tender  dove 
O'er  bleak  hills  delight  to  rovet 


■i 


> 
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Or  in  the  covert  of  a  wood 
Pick  my  scant  and  homely  food  ? 
' .  Now  Fm  by  AjaMcreon  ftd  ; 
From  his  hand  1  snatch  his  bread ; 
Or  the.  wine  1  gayly  sip 
AVhich  has  touch'd  Anacreon*s  lip : 
Then  my  dewy  wings  1  throw 
O'er  his  myrtle  sfifilded  brow. 
Or  by  the  generous  draught  inspired 
Play  and  frolic  jtill  I'm  tir'd: 
And  when  the  Fumes  of  wine  expire 
Sink  to  sleep  upon  his  lyru* 
Stranger  thou  hast  heard  ray  tale,  • ; 

Courteous  stranger,  now  farewel,  .   .   < 

Quick  must  1  pursue  my  way,  ^ 

For  I  have  prated  like  a  jay.  ,  .•      *.  r 

4AXBaiD0X«  OCT.  9,  .,,••/ 


ON  BETSY  WEEPING, 

See!  Betsy  is  weeping!  how  lovely,  in  grief 

The  kind  hearted  angel  appears  f 
Her  bosom  oppressed  finds  a  grateful  relief 

In  a  plentiful  ^Hower  of  tears. 

Yet  her  eyes,  tho'  half  veil'd  in  the  quivering  detr, 
Never  fook'd  more  enchantiiigly  bright. 

Thus  the  violet  boasts  a  more  beautiful  hue 
When  it  shines  thro'  the  tc»rs  ot  the  tight, 

HOAA7IO« 


rr:j3^ 
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TOAhADXr 

■'      ...  ?        I  • 

fViOH  THE  FA£17CH  OT  &E9K>UT£8, 


■  V  •  - 


Curl  thotie  auburn  locks  with  care, 

That  shade  thy  fore^^d  liQUKtdi;9i)4  ^air ; 

With  humble  glance  my  glances  seek ; 

In  tones  of  magic  sweetness  speak ; 

BreatliefuUoft.tleceitful  sigb^^ ' 

Jlaise  to  heaven  thine  azure  eyes ; 

Weep,  and  exhaust,  tbyoowgr  tio  fciapi    -  , 

Thy  wiles  tAiid  liopes  wiu  all  be  vaifij.     ;  ,  . 

Never  more,  to  tnpQ:  returning,' .       ;* 

3hall  my  hc^ah  irilh  !ove  be  T^urw^ ! 

So  many  groans  of  sad  lament, 

So  many  day^  in  an^j^l^.speB^.:  .; 

So  many  nights  ox  jjleepte^s-  W9^,  i     , 

Thy  fatal  beaufy  m^ct  n^e  kiM^.W|,   .  .; 

That  ne'er  agam;tl^  ^P^Utf  9h%\l  bljjid  m^  . 

Ne'er  again  thy  fetters  bind"  me; 

For  I,  at  length,  h9kVeif^t^'d  fioHbonroirr  :'?oi  eA 

Wisdom  froin  piy  .fo^wori9anroii  I        '    .  . ..  ^ ,  i^ 

O  wretched  h€i.;wbo9e  cUpHive  soul    •  ()  ,    i  ij     •; 

Owns  a  faithless  iaijcfKKQDtrouU*    '■"  ^  "  :.  I'^i- 
And,  while  she  mocks  his  fond  believing,^ 
Trusts!^ ^rds and  o^tbs  deceiving | 
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Then  cease,  thou  false  one,  cease  to  strive 

My  buried  passion  to  revive ! 

If  ever  thy  seductive  art 

To  bondage  lure  again  ray  heart,. 

Let  the  bard  destiny  be  mine, 

Unpitied  and  uaheard  to  pine: 

For  he  who  twice  to  folly  swerves, 

Mo  pardon  for  bis  £ftult  deserves* 


&.  A,  i>. 


MADRIGAL. 


rROX  THE  rRENCR  OT    LA   lEtABLTKRE. 

So  much  I  pressed,  so  lixuch  I  pray'dy 
From  Laura's  lips  I  gain'd  a  kiss. 

But  swift  as  lightning  through  the  shade, 
So  swiftly  fled  my  bliss, 

O  Love !  thou  hast  not  done  me  right ! 

Had  Justice  in  thy  mind  a  place. 
Thou  hadst  not  destin'd  my  delight 

To  live  so  brief  a  space. 

As  long  a  time  as  i  had'press'd 
To  gain  the  dear  delicious  treasure. 

So  long,  O  Love!  tSaitoake  me  blest, 
Should  I  have  Mt  Ihe  pleasure. 


R«  A.]>. 
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A  RURAL  CORONATION. 

Inscribed  to  Mr,  Mundff  oA  reading  his  Poem  oh  Needwood 

Forest. 


Haste  from  your  dells,  your  woods,  and  lawns, 
Nymphs,  Naiads,  Satyrs,  Fays,  and  Fauns, 
Haste  !  hither  bring  your  /lowers  and  |lx>ugfa^ 
And  weave  a  wreath  for  Mundy's  brows ! 

First  twigs  of  oak  from  Swilcar  rend. 
And  round  his  auburn  temples  bend ; 
Then  tye_the  ends,  that  twisting  meet. 
With  tenHrils  from  the  woodbine  sweet : 
With  laurel  blossoms  next  be  spread 
.Pale  ivy  crosswise  o'er  his  head ; 
These  holly  sprigs  insert  between, 
— ^The  berries  blush  amid  the  green-^ 
While  hare-bells  blue,  and  Kiliek  fair, 
MixM  with  the  wild-rose,  deck  bis  hair. 

Now  with  fantastic  step^  advance. 
And  hand  in  hand  around  him  dance; 
To  oaten  pipe  attune  his  lays, 
And  hail  the  bard,  who  sings  your  praise. 
"  While  the  gay  choiring  of  the  grove, 
^*  Give  breath  to  harmony  anid  love, 
*^  And  golden  furee,  and  (lurple  ling 
*^  Around  their  mixM  embroidery  fling, 
<<  And,  all  irregularly  join'd, 
'*  Th'  according  out-line  waves  behind* 

AtflTA'  SKWARDi 
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IJNES^ 


ON  MR.  MUNDY*S  NEEDWOOD  FOREST- 
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ST.  SilASMtfe  DAftWtir,  JUNIOR.*- 


■      r 
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Whxre  Kkedwoob's  banks  embroider^  ^mile 
On  bright-hair'd  Dovip,  the  British  Nijc, 
Pleas'd  MuwDY  fis^'d^s  easel  {ttrpng* 
And  stretch'd  his  canvas  wide  ai(i9  IqD£  », 
Broad  o'er  his  hand  the  pallet'  Hes^ 
With  pencils  for  a  thousand  dyes. 
He  look'd,  and  drew,  and  lookM  again/— 
.— Enamour'd  Fancy  snatch'd  thie  pen. 
Nymphs,  Graces,  Lovps,  arpund  him  throng. 
With  all  the  sisterhood  o( song:, 
Brighr  tints  by  Fairy  h^nds  ware  mix'd^ 
And  Witchcraft  etch'd  the  ^hadies  bet(Wi:&t«, 

Delighted  Flora,  snm'd  aod  drew. 
The  primrose  pale  and  vio}et  blue, 

*  PsoiOied  IB  1800<  aeir  litcbfieldt 
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A  Naiad  spreads- the  flake  of  shoW  f^^-^  ' 

White  foams  the  glittering  stream  belo\T.  *         -^ 

**  Give  me  the  pallet,"  Love  demah(tis,  ' 

And  stretching  forth  his  baby  hands 

Dipp'd  with  nice  toUch  liis  keenest  shaft 

III  all  the  -blushing  lake^,  t  ^^d  laughed ; 

With  sweetest  grace  t?he  peiicil  ftbW'd,    ' 

With  softest  tints  the  canviis^glo»w-d ;      •    ;     ^      '* 

**  ril  draw  mamma,"  the  wanton  cries. 

And  Talbot's  features  charm  our  eyes! 

With  airy  ease  th^  white  neck  bends. 

Lock  after  lock  the  hair  descends : 

O'er  the  f||ir  form  the  graces  spread 

Their  vest,  and  Hymen  wreathes  the  head« 

And  then  Thalia,  muse  of  woe. 
Moves  o'er  the  woof  her  crayon  slow. 
Here,  cold,  bewilder'd,  tir'd,  forlorn, 
The  traveller  sighs  in  vain  for  morn ; 
Stretch'd  on  the  imprinted  snow  he  lies, 
And  bends  on  heaven  his  stiffening  eyes. 
Thei*e  Friendship  sits  the  shade  beneath. 
And  twines  for  Clarke  a  fadeless  wreath; 
Fresh  Cypress  with  the  flowers  she  weaves, 
And  many  a  tear-drop  gems  the  leaves. 
Next  o'er  the  lawn  a  virgin  throng 
In  sad  procession  moves  along, 
Lorn  Loves  inverted  torches  bear. 
And  Pity  weeps  o'er  Vernon's  bier. 

To  shade  the  distant  ground,  and  lay 
The  rising  group  in  bolder  day, 
A  Dryad  chalks  some  dusky  strokes,— 
Behind  umbrageous  frown  her  oaks ! 

•    Flakewhite. 
t  CarnatioQ  coloun 
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And  SwTLCARy  rent  by  many  a  ftortn, 
Rean  high  in  air  hit  leafless  form* 

Pleased  MuvDY  stood  with  eager  eyes. 
And  watch'd  the  living  figures  rise ; 
Smil'd  as  the  varying  colours,  flow'd, 
And  sigh'd  by  turns,  and  chill'dy  and  glow*d: 
And  to  the  admiring  world  has  shewn 
The  immortal  tablet  for  has  own* 


Sumtt  »oetrp. 


VOX.  n. 


FUGITIVE  POETRY. 


VERSES, 

Being  m  Ap^ibg  for  the  Erron  md  EccmtricUia  ^ 
Geniui:  miitm  for  the  Amdoenwry  of  the  LiTiAABT 
Fund,  My  6,  1S06\ 

BY  THE  RET.  T.  XAVRICX« 


Wbeh  Man^s  majestic  form,  at  Natare^t  birth, 
Rose,  newly  iiAshion'dy  from  the  teeming  earth. 
Pleased  with  his  noblest  work,  th'  Eteroal  Sire 
A  portion  of  his  own  ethereal  fire 
Breathed  on  the  senseless  mass— the  kindling  clay 
Felt  the  pure  flame,  and  bounded  at  the  ray. 
But  Life  with  myriad  humbler  forms  he  shared, 
For  Man  a  nobler  boon  his  hand  prepared ; 
He  gave  him  Reason's  powers,  and  thro*  his  soul 
Bade  the  warm  current  of  the  Fasnans  roU : 


*  These  ▼enet  bsving  been  eonaderably  ewiiaUti,  ftr  th«  Bgf* 
pose  of  Tecitition»  Me  here  given  at  length ;  aad  ea  thu  aceewit 
they  tm  pQMibly  appear  aore  oonnected  and  ^'B|itlt  tbsa 
when  spokoB,  dMmgh  delivered  witti  all  that  pcaitiar  caerfy  and 
spirit  winch  distingaish  the  gentleman  (Charlei  T«e«die>  EmS  who 
nudertook  the  kind  oflke  4k  ledtatioo.  ^^'^ 
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Almighty  Gbsiv«,  then,  that  hatul  tmtow'tl. 
And  all  bit  fcalnrei  with  the  Godheail  gtow'd. 

Uaiujur'd,  tminifair't),  by  age  or  cUmr, 
Bri^t  a*  [be  Sun,  ami  as  its  »^urce  ^ubLme,  j 

While  Time'i  unconnted  cycles  roll  away, 
Feirid,  immortal,  flames  its  hallow'd  ray. 

Soul  of  the  daring  thooght,  and  glowing  lyre, 
What  shall  reprew  in  ragt,  or  damp  its  firel 
Unchanged  by  clifDste — at  the  buniinx  lin^  ^ 

Widi  mnntli  congenial  glows  the  iponc  divine  i 
'Jdid  Scyffcia't  tnows  the  tropic  heat  disfdayi. 
And  ponn  through  Lapland  glooms  it*  ardent  blase. 
Now,  where  parch'd  Afric's  burning  sands  extend. 
And  raging  Cancer's  glowing  beams  dssce^d, 
In  dauntlcw  Hannibd  its  Sret  behold, 
Who  o'er  proud  Rome  the  Punic  thunder  roU'd  ; 
'Twos  Genius  o'er  the  Alps  his  standard  bore. 
And  purpled  Cannae  witli  patrician  gore  ! 
Now,  mid  the  darkness  of  the  frozen  pole,  -   - 

Behold  thoEe  fires  inflame  great  Peters  soul. 
With  daring  schemes  of  high  ambition  fraught, 
What  vast  conceptions  fill  his  labouring  thought! 
Of  boundless  empire,  midst  a  trackless  wild. 
The  haunt  of  savages,  with  blood  defil'd! 
The  stem  Lycurgua  forms  the  mighty  base, 
And  glows  to  civilize  a  barbarous  race ; 
In  barren  swamps  bids  tow'ring  cities  rise. 
And  Science  bloom  beneath  Siberian  skies; 
With  verdure  clothes  the  rock's  incumbent  brow, 
While  at  his  feet  th'  eternal  forests  bow ; 
O'er  half  the  Arctic  circle  spreads  his  reign, 
And  with  new  navies  crowds  th'  estonish'd  main. 

E'en  Slavery's  bonds  its  radiant  beams  illume, 
And  penetrate  the  dungeon's  deepest  gloom; 
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Hear  laughing  Terence  pour  his  comic  strainsy 
Heaf  fabling  JEsop  warbling  in  his  chains  | 
By  Genius  fired,  Columbus  spreads  his  sails, 
And  a  new  world  the  adventurous  chieftain  hails. 
By  Genius  led  along  the  stormy  shore, 
Wherip  round  the  Cape  the  thundering  surges  roar^ 
And  raging  hurricanes  its  surface  sweep, 
Undaunted  Gama  ploughs  the  Indian  deep. 
How  bright  in  Nelson  glow'd  its  ardent  flame! 
What  splendours  blaze,  round  Pitf  s  unrival'd  name ! 
Immortal  patriots!  o'er  whose  honoured  bier 
Virtue  and  Britain  shed  th'  unceasing  teat! 
O'er  subject  earth  and  seas  'tis  Genius  reigns, 
And  rolls  the  planets  through  yon  azure  plains. 

No  grov'ling  native  of  this  nether  sphere. 
The  radiant  child  of  Heaven's  eternal  year! 
Beyond  the  flight  of  vulgar  thought  he  springs. 
Nor  human  laws  restrain  his  eagle  wings; 
But  chief  the  Critic's  frigid  rules  he  spurns^ 
And  with  his  own  immortal  ardour  bums* 

To  all  his  bold  eccentric  darings  kind. 
The  proud  excesses  of  a  lofty  mind, 
Those  errors  that  from  burning  feelings  flow. 
When  high  the  spirits,  warm  the  pulses  glow. 
Nor  wholly  overlook,  nor  njcely  scan*- 
And  for  his  Godlike  talents  spare  the  Man. 
Oh !  in  no  mean  terrestrial  balance  weigh 
The  GOOD  or  ill  that  marks  his  brilliant  day ; 
But  in  that  lofty  balance  hung  on  high, 
For- ever  blazing  in  ins  native  sky! 
Tis  only  in  celestial  Ldbra  weigh'd, 
Genius,  thy  dazzling  merits  are  displayed. 

Reflect — through  all  the  radiant  march  of  time. 
Whatever  great,  or  daring,  or  sublime, 
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fiiU  the  vnst  volume  of  rectirding  fame. 

From  Gbkics  sprang,  and  hallow'd  be  its  flamut 

As  the  bright  Plianix  at  the  solar  beam 
Dfinks  life  atirt  vigour  from  its  parent  stream. 
The  Phcenix  Genius  at  a  fount  more  brigiit 
Quaffit  the  pure  blaze,  and  beams  reflected  light. 
Like  watchful  Magi  guard  the  virgin  fire. 
Nor  let  its  blaze  in  penury  expire ! 

Would  daring  mortals  check  his  bright  career. 
And  chain  to  earth  a  native  of  the  sphero  f 
Go,  the  sweet  influence  of  tlic  Pleiads  bind. 
Bid  their  mild  radiance  cease  to  bloss  mankind ; 
Or  vast  Orion  with  thy  nod  control. 
And  loose  Arcturus  from  the  gleaming  pole ; 
The  madd'ning  whirlwind  of  the  Soulh  restrain, 
And  with  thy  plummet  sound  the  uufathom'd  main;— 
When  Nature  thus  obeys  thy  ruling  hand. 
Then  bend  proud  Geniub  to  thy  stern  command. 

Tbink'st  thou  that  he,  whose  soul  deligfaled  strayi 
In  the  bright  tract  where  circling  planets  blaze, 
Who  richer  treasures  than  Peru  can  boast, 
Or  glow  on  wealthy  Indiana  rubied  const, 
Will  bend  his  spirit  of  immortal  birth, 
To  heap  the  treasured  dross  of  shining  earth  i 
Perish  the  thought! — MTio  sing*  the  rolling  sphere, 
And  paints  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  year, 
Should  taste,  vitbowkt,  those  bounties  which  it  l^ngs, 
And  all  the  sweets  his  muse  enraptur'd  sings  ; 
For  him,  with  Nature's  richest  dainties  stor'd 
Let  pamper'd  Dulness  spread  the  sumptuous  board; 
For  him  the  Summer's  golden  Iruiti  should  glow, 
And  the  rich  torrent  of  the  vintage  flow; 
'Vyho  to  the  banqaet  gives  its  genuine  zest, 
For  Unt,  him  oaly  should  the  grape  be  prett. 


Votirs  is  the  sacred  charge,  by  HeaVn  assign'd^ 
On  earth  to  cherish  this  proud  ChUdof^Muid. 
That  charge  how  ^oiibus !  bow  suUiitQ  tUtrdst! 
To  Heav'n  be  faithful,— and  to  Man  be  just. 
Guard  this  rich  gen^  of  the  celestial  mine. 
And  bid  its  light  to  latest  ages  shine* 
Behold,  with  all  tb^  gtew  of  <7^us  fif^d» 
For  letters  with  unbounded  zeal  inspired, 
That  Prince  whosq  heart  beatftbijl^for  Britain's  fame, 
And  bounds  at  Liberty's  transporting  name, 
On  Heav'ti-bpni  Talent  9he4s  a  cheering  rajr,  ;; 

Auspicious  promise  of  a  brighter  day! 
Nor  unrequited  AaU  hj^  bounty  stream—  , 

Gbnij(79  foils  back  the  bright  reflected  bean); 
For  cherish'd  fires  coiners  sublime  renown. 
And  with  new  glories  ^Ids  the  British  Crown. 
Foster'd  by  You, — ^beneath  thes^  frosei^  skies, 
I  see  new  SHAKEa?KAKES,  Spensers,  i/liysQUfS  rise. 
I  hear  new  DaYO^KS,  but  in  manlier  strain. 
Resound  some  future  George^  glorious  rei{^ ; 
And  other  Joneses,  if  the  Fates  are  kind, 
With  all  their  talents,  aU  their  fires  combin'd, 
In  Orient  climes  uphold  the  British  nam^* 
And  bless  the  Fuvp  that  ours'd  their  rimg  9«n^ 


EPIGRAM. 

Such  a  liar  is  Ned  that  there's  none  can  lie  faster, 
Excepting  his  maid)  and  shell  lie  with  har  master. 
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A  BIRTH-DAY  THOUGHT. 

THE  AUTHOR.  90. 
BY    THE   LATE   REV.    R,    POTTER. 


Sei,  from  the  roseate  east  the  morning  springs. 
And  her  fresh  beams  o'er  brightening  nature  flings ; 
Joy  to  the  new-born  dayl^AIas,  what  joy. 
What  cause  of  gladness  can  my  thoughts  employ  f 
If  this  revolving  morn  gave  me  to  light 
From  the  dark  womb  of  unessential  night, 
Shall  it  be  hail'd  thro*  each  returning  year? 
This  gratulation  how  will  reason  bear! 
Is  there  a  cause  of  joy?  Look  back,  my  soul. 
Bid  the  past  year  in  due  succession  roll. 
Light  ludicrous  and  dismal !  folly,  noise, 
Substantial  sorrows,  and  unreal  joys; 
Childhood'^  dark  morning,  youth's  uncertain  ray, 
Manhood's'hot  noon  mark  out  the  various  day;-   ■ 
No  wisdom,  but  through  folly's  school  obtaln'd; 
No  passion  conquer'd,  and  no  virlue  gaiu'd. — 
And  shall  I  bless  the  day,  that  brings  again 
The  same  wild  farce,  nor  shifts  the  idle  scene? 
Yes,  I  will  bless  it ;  for  perhaps  this  day 
Opens  the  last  great  act  that  en^s  the  play. 
This  act  no  light  atellane  laugh  shall  raise, 
But,'grave  with  moral,  merit  sober  praise: 
Then  shall  some  decent  epilogue  Higage 
Th'approving  crowd  to  clap  me  off  the  stage. 
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UNES 

ON  TI)£  DEATH  OF  THE  BEV.  DR.  KlPPfi^ 


BY  HBLKir   MAAIA  WIL&IAXB. 


\ 


Pl Ac'oD  ^midst  the  tempest^  whose  conflicting  wavet   . 

The  buoyant  form  of  Gallic  Freedom  bravesi 

I  from  its  swelling  surge  unheedful  turn. 

While  o'er  the  grave  where  Kippis  rests  I  moom* 

Friencf  of  my  life,  by  ev'ry.  tie  endear'dy 

By  me  lamented^  as  by  me  revered  I 

Whene'er  remembrance  would  U&e  past  rei|0w» 

His.knage  mingle^  with  the  pensive  view  ^       ^     .  ,    : 

Him  through  life's  lengthening  scene  Imaikwidipndeb 

My  earliest  teacher,  and.  my  utest  |^de.    . 

First,  in  thoihouse  of  pray'r,  hi»  voice  improis'd 

Celestial  precepts  on  my  mfknt  breast; 

**  The  hope  that  rests  abovc^''  my  childhood  taug^  : 

And  lifted  first  to  God  my  ductile  thought. 

And,  when  the  heaven-born  Muse's  chemh'd  art 

Shed  its  fresh  pleasures  on  my  glowing  heart;        ], 

Flash'd  o'er  my  soul  one  spark  of  purer  light, 

New  worlds  unfolding  to  my  raptur'd  sig^t ; 

When  first  with  timid  hand  I  touched  the  lyre. 

And  felt  the  youthful  poet's  prpud  desire; 

His  Ub'iSLl  comment  fann'd  tne  dawning  flame,  ' 

His  plaudit  sooth'd  me  with  a  poet's  name ; 

^id  by  Jbis  fioun^els  to  the  public  shrin% 
e  bade  the  trembling  hope  to  please  be  mine;  ..        .. 
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What  he  forgave,  the  critic  eye  forgives. 
And,  for  a  while,  the  vene  he.  sanction'd  lives. 
When  on  that  spot  where  Oallie  Freedom  rose^ 
Apd  where  ihe  mourn'd  her  unexampled  woes, 
wovrge'of  im  ofttare,  and  its  wont  disgrice, 
Cune  of  hii  age,  and  murd'rer  of  his  race, 
Th'  ignoble  Jytmt  of  h(s  Country  stood. 
And  bath'd  his  scaffolds  in  the  painoi's  blood  i 
Destin'd  the  patriot's  fate  in  all  to  share. 
To  feel  his  triumphs,  and  his  pangs  to  bear; 
To  shun  th'  uplifted  axe,  cocdrnin'd  io  roam 
A  weeping  exile  from  my  cherish'd  home*, 
When  malice  pour*d  her  dark  insatiate  lye, 
Call'd  it,  though  death  to  stay,  a  crime  to  fly; 
And,  while  the  falsehood  serv  d  her  hateful  ends, 
Congenial  audience  found  in  hollow  friends  ; 
Who  to  the  tale  "  assent  with  civil  leer, 
"  And,  wi&out  snetring,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer;" 
His  friendship  o'er  me  spread  that  guardian  shield, 
Which  his  severest  virtue  best  could  wield  ; 
Repetl'd  hy  himy  relentless  Slander  found 
Her  dart  bereft  of  half  its  pow'r  to  wound. 
Alas  !  no  more  to  him  the  talk  belongs 
To  soothe  my  sorrows,  or  redress  my  wrongs; 
Ko  more  his  lettered  aid,  enlighten'd  Sage! 
Shall  mark  the  errors  of  my  careless  page ; 
Shdl  hide  from  public  view  the  faulty  line. 
And  bid  the  merit  be  bestows  be  mine. 
Ah!  while  with  fond  regret  my  feeble  verse 
Would  pour  its  tribute  o'er  his  h^low'd  hearse. 
For  him  his  Country  twines  her  civic  palm. 
And  Learning's  tears  his  honour'd  name  embalm ; 
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His  were  the  lavish  stores  her  force  sublime 
Through  ev'ry  passing  age  has  snatch'd  from  Time ; 
His,  the  Historian's  wieath,  the  Critic's  art, 
A  rigid  judgement,  but  a  feeling  heart; 
His,  the  warm  purpose  for  the  gen'ral  weal, 
The  Christian's  meekness,  and  'me  Christian's  zeal; 
And  his,  the  moral  worth  to  which  is  giv'n 
Earth's  purest  homage,  and  the  meed  of  Heav'ou 


LOVE. 


Behold  yon  gaudy  painted  flower. 
Gay  blushing  to  the  morning  rays, 

It  sprung  and  blossom'd  in  an  hour, 

With  night's  chill  blast  its  bloom  decays; 

Yet  thoughtless  maidens,  as  they  rove. 

Mistake,  and  call  this  flow'ret  bve^ 

But  I^ve's  true  flower,  before  it  springs. 
Deep  in  the  breast  its  fibres  shoots, 

And  clasps  the  heart,  and  round  it  clings, 
And  fastens  by  a  thousand  roots; 

Then  bids  its  strengthen'd  tendrib  climb^ 

A^  bcaves  the  chilling  blast  of  time. 


TO  HAYDN. 


Who  is  the  mighty  master  that  can  tiwe 
Th'  eternal  lineaments  of  Nature's  face  i 
'Mi<l  endless  dissonance,  what  mortal  ear 
Could  e'er  her  peal  of  perfect  concord  hear? 
Answer,  O  Haydn!  strike  the  magic  chord! 
And,  as  thou  strik'sl,  reply  and  proof  afford. 
Whene'er  thy  Genius,  Bashing  native  lire, 
Bids  the  soul  tremhie  with  the  trembling  lyre, 
,  The  hunter's  clatt'ring  hoof,  the  peasant-snout. 
The  warrior-ons«l,  or  the  battle's  rout, 
Din,  clamour,  uproar,  murder's  midnight  knell. 
Hyaena  shrieks,  the  warhoop,  scream,  and  yell — 
All  sounds,  however  mingled,  strange,  uncouth. 
Resolve  to  fitness,  system,  sense,  and  truth! 
To  others  noise  and  jangling;  but  to  thee 
Tis  one  grand  solemn  swell  of  endless  harmony. 
When  dark  and  unknown  terrors  intervene. 
And  men  aghast  survey  the  horrid  scene: 
Then,  when  rejoicing  fiends  flit,  glean),  and  scowl. 
And  bid  the  huge  tormented  tempest  howl ; 
When  fire-fraught  thunders  roll,  when  whirlwinds  rise. 
And  earthquakes  bellow  to  the  frantic  skies, 
Till  the  distracted  ear,  in  racking  gloom. 
Suspects  the. wreck  of  worlds,  and  gen'ral  doom  : 
Then  Haydn  stands,  collecting  Nature's  tears. 
And  consonance  sublime  amid  confusion  hears. 

T.    IIOLCROFT. 
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VERSES 

To  the  Memory  of  Garrick,  spohen,  as  a  Monody^  at 
the  Theatre  Royals  in  Drury-Lane  *• 

BY  THE  RIGHT  HON.  R.  B.  SHERIDAK. 


If  dying  fixcfiLLRKCX  deserves  a  tear, 

If  fond  remembrance  still  is  cherished  here^ 

Can  we  persist  to  bid  your  sorrows  flow 

For  fabled  sufferers,  and  delusive  woe? 

Or  with  quaint  smiles  dismiss  the  plaintive  strain^ 

Point  the  quick  jest— -indulge  the  comic  vein — 

Ere  yet  to  buried  Roscius  we  assign—^ 

One  kind  regret— one  tributary  line ! 

His  fame  requires  we  act  a  tenderer  part:-^ 
His  Memory  claims  the  tear  you  gave  his  Art  t 

The  gen^:al  voice,  the  meed  of  mournful  verse,    * 
The  splendid  sorrows  that  adorned  his  hearse, 
The  throng  that  mourn'd  as  their  dead  Favourite  p988'4f 
The  grac'd  respect  that  claimM  him  to  the  last, 
While  Shakespear's  image  from  its  hallowed  base. 
Seemed  to  prescribe  the  grave,  and  point  the  place^<-^ 
Nor  these, — nor  all  the  sad  regrets  that  flow 
From  fond  Fidelity's  domestic  woe,— 
So  much  are  Garrick's  praise — so  much  his  Due—* 
As  on  this  spot— One  tear  bestowed  by  Yov* 

*  This  Bonodv  was  first  published  ia  1779^  tnd  dedicated  t» 
the  Right  Hoiu  C!ountess  Spencer, 
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Amid  the  Arts  which  seek  ingenuous  fame. 
Our  toil  atti^rojitE  the  most  precarious  cluim! 
To  Hiu,  whose  mimic  pencil  wins  the  prize. 
Obedient  Faroe  iraroortal  wre3.lh3  supplies : 
Wbate'er  of  wonder  Reynolds  now  may  rais^, 
Rafhabl  still  boasts  contemporary  praise: 
Each  dazzling  light,  and  gaudier  bloom  subdu'd, 
With  undiminishM  awe  His  Works  are  view'd  : 
E'en  Beauty's  portrait  wears  a  softer  prime, 
Touch'd  by  the  lender  hand  of  mellowing  Time. 

The  patient  Sculptor  owns  an  humbler  part, 
JL  ruder  toil,  and  more  mechanic  art; 
Content  with  slow  and  timorous  stroke  to  trace 
The  lingering  line,  and  mould  the  tardy  gmce  : 
But  once  atcbicved — tho'  barbarous  wreck  o'crthww 
The  sacred  faar,  and  lay  its  glories  low. 
Yet  shall  the  scitlptur'd  ruin  rise  to  day, 
Grac'd  by  defect,  utid  worship'd  in  decay ; 
The"  enduring  Record  btars  the  Artist's  name, 
Demands  his  honours,  and  asserts  his  fame. 

Superior  Hopes  the  Poet's  bosom  fire, — 
O  proud  distinction  of  the  sacred  lyre! — 
Wide  as  the'  inspiring  Phikbus  darts  his  ray. 
Diffusive  splendour  gilds  his  Votaky's  lay. 
Whether  the  song  heroic  woes  rehearse. 
With  epic  grandeur,  and  the  pomp  of  verse; 
Or,  fondly  gay,  with  unambitious  guile 
Att«npt  no  priie  but  favouring  Beauty's  unilc; 
Or  bear  dejected  to  the  lonely  groire 
The  soft  despair  of  onprevailing  lo»e, — 
Whale'er  the  Theme — thro'  erery  a^  and  clime 
Congenial  passion*  meet  the'  according  rhyme; 
The  pride  of  glory — Pity's  sigh  sincere — 
TfiuUi's  eariiest  bloab — and  Beauty's  virgin  tear. 


fi23 

Such  is  THftiR  iiified--T]iBim  hmumn  tfmt  stcnrfy 
Whose  arte  yield  objects,  and  whose  «oil»  endure. 
The  AcTOft  only,  shrinks  from  times  award ; 
Feeble  Tradition  is  His  Memory^s  Guard; 
By  whose  faint  breath  his  merits  must  abide, 
Unvouch'd  by  proof-«-to  substance  unallied ! 
Ev'n  matchless  Garuick's  art  to  HeaVn  resigned, 
No  fix'd  effect,  no  model  leaves  behind  I 

The  Grace  of  Action — the  adq)ted  MiEV 
Faithful  as  nature  to  the  varied  Scene ; 
The'  EXFBBssivfi  Glanc£ — whose  subtle  comment 

draws 
Entranced  attention,  and  a  mute  applause ; 
Gesture  that  marks,  with  force  and  feeling  fraught^ 
A  sense  iu  silence,  and  a  will  in  thought ; 
Harmonious  Speech^  whose  pure  and  liquid  tone 
Gives  verse  a  music,  scarce  confessed  its  own ; 
As  light  from  gems,  assumes  a  brighter  ray 
Atid  clothed  with  orient  hues,  transcends  the  day  ^ 
Passion's  wild  break — and  Frown  that  awes  the  sense, 
And  every  Charm  of  gentler  Eloquence-*- 
All  perishable !— like  the'  electric  fire 
But  strike  the  frame — and  as  they  strike  expire; 
Incense  too  pur6  a  bodied  flame  to  bear. 
It's  fragrance  charms  the  sense,  and  blends  with  air. 

Where  then — while  sunk  in  cold  Decay  he  Ues^ 
And  pale  Eclipse  for  ever  veils  those  Eyes! — 
Where  is  the  blest  memorial  that  enfures 
Our  Garrick's  Fame  ? — whose  is   the  trust  ? — ^'tis 
Yours. 

And  O !  by  every  charm  his  art  essa/d 
To  sooth  your  Cares  ? — by  every  grief  allay'd ! 
By  the  hushM  wonder  which  his  accents  drew ! 
By  his  last  parting  tear,  repud  by  you ! 


>  SuU  muk  hi*  nenwi;  with  and  <ldi^t! — 
Still  inyoarlMarfiMrnconlbcar  wnawi 
Cbemh  thekeen  r^Kt  Qtrnt  liAi  kis  ftme; 
To  Tov  it  u  btqnemtli'd,  mnert  the  trait. 
And  to  his  Worth — 'tit  all  yon  can — be  jdit> 

Wkat  more  i>  due  from  sanctifyiiifc  'nmc. 
To  cluarful  Wit,  and  many  a  favour'd  Rhtmb, 
O'er  his  grac'd  urn  shall  bloom,  a  deathless  wreath, 
Whose  blossDDi'd  sweets  shall  deck  tbe  mask  beneath. 
For  these, — when  Sculpture's  votive  toil  shall  rear 
The  due  raemorial  of  a  loss  so  dear! — 
O  loveliest  mourner,  gentle  Muse !  be  thine 
The  pleasing  woe  to  guard  the  laurell'd  shiine. 
As  FaNCV,  cfl  by  Superstition  led 
To  roam  the  maniions  of  the  sainted  dead. 
Has  viewed,  by  shadowy  Eve's  unfaithful  gloom, 
A  weeping  Cherub  on  a  Martyr's  torab— 
So  thuu,  sweet  Mdhe,  hang  o'er  his  sculptur'd  bier,. 
With  pati^t  Woe,  that  loves  the  lingering  tear ; 
With  thoughts  that  mourn — nor  yet  desire  relief, 
With  meek  regret,  and  fond  enduring  grief; 
With  looks  that  speak — He  never  shall  return  ! — 
Chilling  thy  tender  bosom  clasp  his  um ; 
And  with  soft  sight  disperse  the'  irreverend  dust, 
Which  TiHK  may  strew  npon  his  sacred  bust. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

With  faulty  accents  and  so  vile  a  tone 

You  quote  my  lines,  I  took  them  for  your  own.     i 

V.  h.  HALHSB,  ■»}, 
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LOVE  ELEGIES. 


BY   F.   N.  C.   MVNDAYy  XSQ. 


DLEGY  T. 
ON   LXAVINO   BATH.      176U 

Adieu  ye  walls,  that  hold  my  favourite  maid ! 

Adieu,  fair  city^  Beauty's  darling  seat! 
At  length  adieu!  at  length,  tho'  late  delay'd, 

From  you  my  steps  unwillingly  retreat. 

Yet  from  the  summit  of  this  neighbouring  hill, 
While  scanty  morn  deals  forth  the  light  of  day, 

Where  your  proud  domes  yon  ample  valley  fill,  . 
My  eyes  shall  take  their  lingering  last  mrvey. 

And  Fancy  there  that  envied  roof  descries 
Where  dwells  the  dear  possessor  of  my  hearts 

There  lull'd  in  happy  sleep  my  fair  one  lies, 
Nor  knows,  nor  pities,  my  unceasing  smarL 

O  wou'd  some  friendly  dream  my  grief  disclose ! 

— ^But  cease,  vain  mind,  the  fond  petition  ceaj 
Kor  vex  her  gentle  breast  with  fruitless  woes; 

— Peace  to  her  threshold,  to  her  slumbers  peaces— 

Enough  for  me,  if  when.  Hyperions'  ray 
Unlocks  the  brighter  glories  of  her  eye, , 

Her  kindest  wish  shall  speed  me  on  my  way; 
While  from  her  soul  escapes  the  stnigj^ing  siglr* 

VOL.  VI.  Q 


Nor  yet,  so  Hope  sweet  flatterer  woaM  suggest. 
Nor  yet  of  Love  unconscious  is  her  heart ; 

Oft  have  her  smHes  |he  mutual  flame  confessM  ^ 
Nor  uuiament'ed  diieili  1  now  depart,^ 

And  oft  her  lips  jny  plighted  vows  restored  ; 

How  joy'd  my  sbm  such  blessings  to  receive t 
Each  hope  she  gave  that  honour  cou'd  afford; 

With  every  bliss  that  vlrttfe  ought  to  give. 

When  from  her  presence,  forc'd  by  fate  I  came. 
Sudden  her  cheeks  the  virgin  bloom  forsook : 
In  her  moist  eye  the  rising  sorrows  swam^ 
.  And  kind  concern  hung  mournful  on  her  look* 

Grief  ill-conceffcl'df  seem'd  bursting  from  her  breast; 

The  fond  "  Farewell,"  her  faltering  voice  deny'd; 
With  equal  warmth  ray  closing  hand  she  pressed  ; 

And  looks  and  nods  the  fond  "  Farewell"  supply'd^ 

— Fair  city,  happy  walls,  at  length  adieu! 

I  go ;  but  leave  my  soul's  best  part  behind ; 
I  go  from  joy,  from  pleasure,  and  from  you  ; 

Love,  only  Love,  accompanies  my  mind : 

Guard  well  your  choicest  charge,  this  favourite  Maid ; 

So  may  the  Sun  rise  gorgeous  on  your  towers ! 
— Me,  on  itiy  hated  ^Vay  let  darkness  shade, 

Smit  by  the  furious  blasts  and  rattling  showers. 

In  glooms  congenial  to  my  sorrowitig  mind 

May  the  sick  sky  its  troubled  visage  shrowd  ;- 
My  plaints  be  answer'd  by  the  muttering  wind ; 
'  And  heavy  as  my  heart  each  lowering  cloud. 

In  vain  doth  Phoebus  at  the  call  of  mom, 

New  trick  his  beams  fresh  rising  from  the' sea ; 

I^n  vain  doth  Spring  the  laughing  fields  adoni ; 
Witl^out  my  Love,  the  shines  no  Spring  to  me. 
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0  kou'd  the  Seasons  biit  my  Love  r^stbre ! 

So  might  my  soul  their  genial  pleasures  teste: 
Or  bless'd  with  her  I'd  hfear  the.  whirlwihd  roar ; 

And  brate  the  tempfest  on  th*  unsheltered  Wasti6! 

For  she  alonie  can  Time's  dull  stdCe  begjuile. 
Or  with  fresh  joys  improve  the  happy,  hoiii:: 

For  she  can  bid  the  wintry  landscape  smile. 
Or  ddd  hew  beauties  to  the  vernal  hour. 

ELEGY  n. 

OW    lllKtURI7iN&   HOME   FROM   WIKbHtS'tEE.      itT^i, 

In  vain,  O  native  fields,  ye  strive  to  please. 
In  vain  to  joy  your  tariouS  scenes  invite : 

Nor  can  ye  give  Iny  s6ul  its  wbntfed  ease; 
Nor  can  ye  giVe  my  Fair-one  to  my  sight! 

Joy  is  not  here  i  fly,  sweet  Remembrance  fly, 
Fly  Ifrhfere  I  rfeveli'd  late  in  Pleasure's  train; 

Recall  the  fleeting  forrii  to  Falic/s  ey^  ; 
And  live  o'er  dll  the  blisiiful  hours  ag^im 

Mine  Was  th^  lot,  from  every  yotitfc  to  bear 
The  prize  how  envy'd,  how  desir'd  by  all  l 

Mine  was  the  lot,  where  hundred  nympiis  weft  fair, 
To  lead  the  fiairest  through  tlie  mazy  ball. 

How  felt  my  soul  when  she  to  mtisic  mov'd, 
In  youthml  prime,  and  blooming  beauty  wsrm! 

Each  step,  each  attitude  her  form  improv'd, 
And  a  new  grace  arose  on  every  charm. 

How  I  ebey'd,  tho'  music  gate  cofamaiid^ 
Her  ptlm's  soft  touch  one  moment  to  resign  x 

Again,  ete  music  bade,  I  seiz'd  her  hand, 
AiAl  locked  the  lio?elx  treasure  &sf  i^  mine. 
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If  then  thai  inoraentary  loss  was  pain, 
This^ge  of  absence  how  shall  I  abide  ? 

Ah  !  who  will  bring  her  to  my  wish  agaiut 
Whom  adverse  fate,  and  distant  lands  divide? 

Where  are  those  joys,  those  tender  joys  I  felt, 
When  ffon^  the  dance  rctir'd  we  sat  apart  ? 

On  her  alone  my  eyes  all  fondness  dwelt; 

How  hate  their  rebel  looks  betrayed  my  heart ! 

Grace,  harmony,  and  sense  distinct  and  clear, 
With  mildness  in  her  modest  language  meet : 
^kttentioi)  hangs  upon  ray  ravish'd  ear; 
'     And  what  her  eyes  began,  her  words  compleat. 

Away,  thou  silken  son  of  foppish  pride  I 
This  is  no  ear  for  such  discourse  as  thine  : 

Go,  let  thy  vows  and  hackncy'd  arts  be  try'd 
In  vain  devotion  at  yon  painted  shrine. 

Nor  think  that  Love,  true  Love,  could  e'er  impart, 
False  as  your  idol's  bloom,  such  mimic  joys: 

Affected  mirth  that  springs  not  from  the  heart; 
Jests  without  wit,  and  flattery  that  cloys. 

By  thee,  my  Fair- one,  let  me  sit  and  sigh  ; 

And  mark  the  graces  that  around  thee  move ; 
Catch  the  dear  pain  that  glances  from  thine  eye  ; 

And  yield  my  soul  to  softness  and  to  love. 

Ah  no,  in  pity  snatch  thy  hand  from  mine. 
And  hide  those  fatal  beauties  of  thy  cheek; 

Nor  let  thine  eyes  so  soft  a  look  incline. 

Lest  my  fond  heart  with  tenderness  shou'd  break. 

Thy  charms,  my  Love,  o'ercomc  me  with  delight. 
Thy  voice,  thy  look,  thy  smile — alas  I  dream! — 

Ye  well-known  domes,  that  rise  upon  my  sight. 
Once  dear  indeed !  how  hateful  now  ye  seem  I 


Ah  mock 

My 
Nor  this  the  lom  thai 

Nor  that  the  vocee 

VThere  is  that  look  ? 

T«ni  from  tkose 
In  »ghs,  in  tean  I  v 

Sad  ts  the  sick 


my  Z9  ^ 


Mj  heart,  jkj  ':it^  jlj 
Lo,  at  ihT 


If  e'er  «j 

If  e'er  viik  tLce  ia 
If  e'er  my 
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If  e'er  my  heart  m 
If  aught  but  Lone  etf 

Then  bov  I  oabIj  &:  13 
Then  to  thy  la^  y^4^rg» 


But  if 
My 
If  from 

•niyho^ 


i9ZajT  Sa  sxt 
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Bat  ah.  fno  power  Pf  tbiBe  <aa  reacb  her  heart, 
Prqcl  Ip  fbftt  pa^pn  which  her  huavty  gave ; 

Snatch  then,  O  snatch  f^m  Death  the  friendly  dart, 
^d  hide  ipy  so^rrows  in  the  silei^t  grave  I 

ELEGY  IV. 

F61MP  days  ft)«  pass -d,  ibur  te<fions  days  of  pain, 
Since  these  sad  eyes  beheld  my  Love  depart. 

Four  days  are  yet  to  coiAe,  ^i^  |  again 

Shall  see  di^  ^ei^tepusf  sGiwui^ig;^  pfmj  heart. 

While  fond  impittience  in  mf  ho$pm  hpnis^ 
And  iheiaKoir  hours insuU  fny  resdess  haste. 

Ah  who  cafi  teiach  mis,  tili  tny  Leyve  reiiims, 
In  easy  indolence  the  time  to  waste  ? 

Vain  search  I  no  ease  will  selfish  Love  allow ; 

No  power  hath  art  to  lull  my  cares  asleep  ; 
Pleasure,  and  mirth,  and  smiles  are  irksome  now ; 

And  my  sole  comfort  is  to  sigh  and  weep. 

On  swifter  wings  I  bade  the  moments  fly  ; 

But  they  perverse  have  doubled  their  delay; 
For  grief  hath  banisb'd  slumber  from  my  eye. 

And  night  partakes  the  sorrows  of  the  day. 

Nor  think,  my  friends,  that  causeless  is  my  pain^ 
The  hpurs  you  count  not  by  a  Lover'«  mind ; 

Four  tedious  days  of  absence  I  sustain, 
And  justly  dread  the  heavier  half  behind. 

While  distant  strays  ray  Love,  the  poison'd  dart 
Of  jealousy  hath  struck  roe  with  despair : 

And  doubts  arise  where  reason  has  no  part. 
Surmises  Yain,  a^uL  self-created  care. 
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By  !;Uttcnng fops,  and  courtly  bptitb  bewf , 
Cau  a  frail  woman's  faith  unshaken  jiro\c  ? 

And  will  she  not  a  wretch  lik<r  me  lor^jiit, 
Who  only  plead  fidelity  and  lovt? 

At.  no  I — and  now  what  extary  J  fr-*'! ! 

Faiie  art  my  doublt,  and  vaii.  rny  ^crujiul'^u   f'r.t' 
I  kn'w  the  hand,  I  know  tnt  faituJuI  y^a:. 

Tius  Lener  prove-  rcy  Laura'   io-.'  si.i',':;*. 

Ves.  ra:r-ont.  ve^.  ri.-'  .'cnc,  tii^  !ru!«  -  *■• 

T*-  it;  /br*c  nr^sa-:  /'i.  pr*:»r  «aci  i'.-:, :.•.-•  ..  -» 
L'ii-  tTr*-  G-ear  ircro;  isa: ::.-  ti'.  lax:-*   .-,    i:,- 

0:.  :::-r-ri.  •-•"■     :;"  ix;-  .'jsi:,  aiBv   A«4i_  x'. - 
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Aiair.  a.  aie*'    taa-  5r«o#^     ^^ 
Thf  tea"  :aa:  iiar,  :  ;■■  ii^.  jt 

Firjw^il     aa:  laer-  .    o.^'.  .  *    -^  . 

Tiia:  ceaae*  ^^^n*  4r.^er   i, 
Aac  '  aiu.«"  wen  :<r- ' 

Cm  wiucLi  .' 


From  her  left  TOM, ito  moral-c&tcli  tbeHondg 
,  No  mne  her  beaatict  grace  injr  happy  ude: 
I  call,  I  search  in  vain,  no  more  u  founa 

My  Birect  compaaian,  and  ray  promit'd  bride. 
Back  (o  those  happier  scenes,  Remembrance,  fly! 

Thy  lenieni  aid  my  sorrows  shall  remove  ; 
For  thou  from  those  dear  moments  canst  supply 

Fuil  many  a  proof  propitious  to  my  love, 
Much  tho'  I  \ov'd,  I  found  that  love  repaid  ; 

And  sccm'd  of  all  men  happy  o'er  the  rest; 
Consenting  Beauty  heal'd  the  wound  it  made  ; 

And  Love  cnslav'il  me  but  to  make  mc  blest. 
My  lips  tho  story  of  my  bosom  told, 

Chcek'd  by  no  scornful,  no  unkind  reply; 
iler  favouring  glances  bade  my  tongue  be  bold, 

And  mutual  passion  kindled  in  her  eye  ; 
The  blush  soft  spreading  o'er  her  downcast  face. 

The  sudden  sigh  half-risjng,  hftlf-suppress'd, 
That  coy  distress  which  heightens  every  grace. 

In  silent  eloquence  her  love  confess'd. 
How  sweet  to  snatch  her  not-unwilling  hand, 

And  all  delighted  on  her  charms  to  gaie  ; 
While  mix'd  with  maiiy  a  kiss  ive  fondly  plann'd 

Ths  tender  conduct  Of  connubial  days  ! 
Each  social  Virtue  decks  her  gentle  mind; 

And  stedfast  Honour  waves  his  banners  there ; 
So  chaste  a  temple  Love  was  proud  to  find ; 

And  Truth  proclaims  her  parting  vow  sincere. 
White  sweet  Remembrance  thus  relieves  ray  heart. 

Ah  why  should  grief  so  fair  a  prospect  sour! 
Yes,  we  shall  meet,  an.l  meet  no  more  to  part. 

And  Heaven  a^d  Lose  shall  bless  ih'  expected  hour. 
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Then  fi^e  tbee  well  J  and  to  thy.  conittQt  mind 
Still  be  my  memory  dear,  tho'  I  am  gorto; 

Still  be  each  thought,  each  tender  wish  confined 
To  me  whose  heart  is  full  of  thee  alone : 

Fond  Hope  the  while  shall  cheer  ray  drooping  soul. 
In  sweet  impatience  shall  the  time  employ, 

Shall  chide  the  lazy  moments  as  they  roll, 
And  soothe  my  grief  with  thoughts  of  iutnre  joy. 


*S  "      I        >   I  -III   1 


Inscription  iU  the  Entrance  of  a  Bubial  Gxoxririi 

for  Negro  Slaves*. 

BT  THE  LATE  BRYAN  EDWARDS,  ESQ« 

Stranger!  whoever  thou  art,  with  rcverrace  tvead; 

Lo!  these,  the  silent  mansions  of  the  dead! 

His  life  of  labour  o'er,  the  wearied  slave 

Here  finds ;,  at  length,  soft  quiet  in  the  grare. 

View  not,  with  proud  disdain,  the  unsculptqr'd  l^etp. 

Where  injur'd  innocence  forgets  to  weep, 

^or  idly  deem,  although  not  here  are  found 

The  solemi^  aisle  apd  consecrated  ground. 

The  spot  less  sacred:— o'er  the  turf-built  shrine, 

Where  Virtue  sleeps,  presides  the  Power  Divine* 

*  On  a  plantation  in  Jamaica,  belonging  to  the  Imtc  Mr.  Biyaa 
Edwards  that  gen^eman'9  negroes  had  php^n  for  Uieir  burial- 
ground,  a  retired  spot,  in  a  grove  of  piernento  or  alUspice.  It 
was  a  place  extremelj  solemn  and  singular)  v  beautiful ;  and  "bUx* 
Edwards  directed,  that,  in  case  oi  hi&  death  ui  Jamaica*  he  should 
be  buried  in  die  midst  of  them,  hx  ther  ground  was  esposed  to 
the  intrusions  of  C9ttie,  he  caused  a  lence  to  be  raised  round  it« 
^4  insoribed  Oefc  liaes  on  Ae  little  wicket  at  the  entrance. 
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From  ber  toft  Toiee  no  more  I  ca-tch  tkctftundj 
.  So  mote  Iter  iicaaties  grace  my  luippy  ude : 
I  call,  I  search  in  vtdo,  no  more  is  found 

My  EVeet  companion,  and  my  promii'd  bride. 
Back  to  those  happier  scenes,  Remembrance,  fly ! 

Xhy  lenient  aid  my  sorrowi  shall  remove : 
For  thou  from  thqse  dear  momenta  canst  supply 

Full  many  a  proof  propitipUB  to  my  love. 
Much  tho'  r  lov'd,  I  found  that  love  repaid  ; 

And  stem'il  of  all  men  happy  o'er  the  rest; 
'  Consenting  Beauty  heal'd  the  wound  it  made; 

And  Love  cnslav'd  me  but  to  make  me  blest. 
My  lips  the  story  of  my  bosom  told, 

Check'd  by  no  scornful,  no  unkind  reply; 
Iler  favouring  glances  bade  my  tongue  be  bold, 

And  mutual  passion  kindled  in  her  ej'e  : 
The  blush  soft  spreading  o'er  her  downcast  face, 

The  sudden  sigh  halfrrisjng,  half-sup press'd. 
That  coy  distress  which  heightens  every  grace. 

In  silent  eloquence  her  love  confess'd. 
How  sweet  to  snatch  her  not-unwilling  hand, 

And  all  delighted  on  her  charms  to  gaie  ; 
While  mix'd  with  many  a  kiss  ne  fondly  plann'd 

The  tender  conduct  of  connubial  days ! 
Each  social  Virtue  decks  her  gentle  mind ; 

And  stedfast  Honour  waves  his  banners  there ; 
So  chaste  a  temple  Love  was  proud  to  find ; 

And  Truth  proclaims  her  parting  vow  sincere. 
While  sweet  Remembrance  thus  relieves  my  heart, 

Ab  why  should  grief  so  fair  a  prospect  sour! 
Yes,  we  shall  meet,  and  meet  no  more  to  part, 

And  Heaven  aqd  Love  shall  bless  ih'  expected  hour. 


BT  THK  I^n  BAT  AX  BftWABlfk  l^^M^ 

Lo!  these,  the  silent  mBiisi\Hi$  of  th^  d«%d) 

Hb  life  of  labour  o'er»  the  wtn^ried  «1by« 

Here  finds,  at  length,  soft  qxuet  in  th<>  |tmY^« 

View  not,  ¥rith  prond  disdain^  the  tuviculpmr^d  )^M|s 

Where  injur'd  innocence  forgi»t*  to  wtH^p* 

Nor  idly  deem,  although  not  hero  aiv  A>tind 

The  solemi^  aisle  apd  consocrMtrd  grouiu). 

The  spot  less  sacred:— o'er  the  turf-built  nhrlnc, 

Where  Virtue  sleeps,  presides  tho  Ptiwor  Divint^t 

*  On  a  plantation  in  Jamaica,  bcilungiiia  to  thi»  ImIp  Mfi  fHy«a 
Edwards,  that  gen^leman'ii  i)cgrori  liarl  cM*9\i  (^f  iUpkt  luHNi- 
ground,  a  rettrvd.tpot,  in  a  grovn  uf  |ilfiui>iitu  ur  itlUii)t)(«(i  || 
was  a  place  extremely  solemn  and  niiiuitlnrl^y  li(itiutl(\it )  Niid  Mfi 
Edwards  directed,  that,  in  case  of  hin  (frnih  111  Jnttmltfii,  Up  mHmuM 
be  buried  in  the  midst  of  them.  As  tlii^  gtoiitid  WNs  ej||i(t«»«(|  In 
the  intrusions  of  C9ttle,  he  caused  a  foncn  to  b¥  mIsmI  mm\  1^$ 
mid  insohbedtliefc  lines  on  tbo  little  wirkft  «( tlM  $tHfnntt* 
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•  MOLIN^US'S  CAT,  MITISSA. 

411   AKPLIPIZD  TRANSMTIOH,  WITH   i 

BY  TH£  LATJt  KET.  T.  COiLX,  LL.B. 


MtTl(«A,  wdl-bred  Pms,  dewaiijed 
From  cats  of  Cyprus,  much  comniendcd ; 
Jn  whom  more  fo!)41inS  ^Tlt  J^  seen. 
Than  had  that  wheedling  Cyprian  Queen ; 
.  yby  beauteous  coat  unnyard  shines 
'~  Wkh  isrious  hues  in  wanng  lines : 
More  atSit  and  yr^ding  piu  the  vest 
That  warms  the  turtles  downy  bf%ast: 
M«re  delicate  than  virgin's  face, 
P'enpread  with  tender  blooming  grace. 
A  much  more  cunning  thievish  elf, 
Than  the  sly  pilf'ring  fox  himself, 
A  perfect  monkey  iit  disguise, 
With  tricks  as  droll,  and  looks  as  wise; 
Nor  less  alert  than  squirrel  found. 
To  skip  and  frisk  with  nimble  bound. 

When  through  my  garden  walks  I  stray, 
]-Iow  pleas'd  art  thou  to  lead  the  way  ) 
How  prompt  to  hint,  by  guslures  courting, 
Thy  longings  for  a  little  sporting  ! 
And  when,  in  playful  circles  quick, 
Around  thy  hoad  I  twirl  my  stick, 
Close  couching  first,  with  wav'ringview, 
Thy  eyes  alone  its  track  pursue; 
Then  eager  springing  from  the  ground. 
With  greedy  grasp  thou  hug'st  it  round. 
•  Pcrhapi  MoLiNiux, 
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Again,  before  tky  sparkling  eyeSi 

The  flourished  stick  enticing  fltes : 

And  now  with  twisting,  doubling  pa,^e, 

Thou  urgest  true  the  giddy  chase^ 

Till  caught  once  niore^  ^twi^t  tooth  i^nd  Qytt 

The  pri^e  is  held,  witl>  waggling  tail. 

I  home  return  j  close,  side  by  aide, 
Thou  trottest  on  with  social  pride. 
Then  to  n^y  study  we  repair ; 
But  scarce  I'm  fixt  in  elbow  chair, 
^o  read  or  write  one  line  scarce  able, 
Ere  thou  art  perchM  upon  the  table; 
As  if,  an  owl  since  Pallas  chuses, 
A  cat  must  needs  attend  the  Muses. 
And  now,  wi^t  purrings  to  express, 
^nd  sooth  thy  cterisk'd  lovcVexcesi! 
What  hasty  struttings  to  and  fro, 
Thy  joy's  ecstatic  height  to  show! 
What  urgent  fits  of  fond  caressing^ 
With  nustlmg  nose  my  face  close  pressing! 
What  pride  displayM  with  back  infleqtcd. 
And  swelling  tail  in  state  erected ! 
I  stroke  thee  now,  swefet  Puss,  and  prove 
Myself  infected  with  thy  love : 
Submitting  with  complis^nce  bland, 
Thou  gtidest  smooth  beneath  my  hand ; 
Returning  quick,  I  stroke  again. 
But  strive  to  satisfy  in  vain  ; 
For  thou  again,  these  coaxings  o*er. 
Wilt  still  solicit  more  and  more. 

Finding  thyself,  at  length,  neglected. 
And  my  thoughts  fixt  where  first  directed ; 
Demu^  and  grave  thou  canst  retreat, 
Andj^  i^ar  my  elbow,  take  thy  seat 
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But  though  on.folikid  paws  tuck'd  in, 
And  knuckled  close  beneath  thy  chin, 
Yet  still  thy  eyes^  whatever  I  jio, 
With  active  glance  my  hands  pursue. 
And  hark !  my  scribbling  pen,  with  scratches, 
T6y  quicky  attentive  ear  now  catches. 
Impatient  quite,  yet  slowly  rising. 
Because  intent  .upon  surprisingi 
With  gentle  step,  and  cautious  fear* 
Thou  creepest  oa— till  station^  near. 
With  eager  wriggUngs. to  express  ^         ^ 
Thy  purpcx^  and  secure  success, 
Quick  as  at  mouse  jn  ;rustling.strAw, 
Thou  dartest  underneath  thy  paw ; 
Then  raised  erect,  up  goes  my  paper, 
,With  gamesome  cuff,  and  noddling  caper. 
But  this  rude  trick,  though  far  from  pleasing, 
Is  yet  so  comically  teazing, 
That,  quite  unable  to  resent, 
I  laugh,  and  take  it  as  ^twas  meant. 
And  having  placed  all  matters  right, 
Calmly  proceed  again  to  write, 
And  now  each  letter  that  I  trace 
Thou  dost  inspect  with  serious  face ; 
Musing,  as  if  at  loss  to  know 
What  such  marks  mean,  and  whence  they  flow 
But  still  perplext,  and  longing  much 
To  feel,  if  palpable  to  touch, 
Thy  curious  foot,  to  clear  the  doubt. 
Whips  in,  and  blots  my  writing  out. 
More  teazing  this  ;  but  love  prevailing, 
I  overlook  this  second  failing. 
But  thou  more  bold,  the  more  excused, 
(And  kindness  thus  is  oft  abus'd) 
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Some  fresh  assault  hast  soon  devis'd, 
And  ere  of  thy  intent  apprisM, 
Snatch'd  from  my  hand^  with  flippant  paw, 
My  mumbled  pen  I  see  thee  gnaw. 
Rous'd  at  a  frolic  so  provoking, 
And  much  too  angry  grown  for  joking, 
I  snatch  my  pen,  and  loudly  scold, 
Mynx,  Hussy,  Slut,  let  go  thy  hold ! 
What  tug  ?  Take  heed,  for,  if  I  catch  thee 
Once  more  at  this,  I  vow  Til  match  thee. 
These  threats  despis'd,  I  then  repress, 
With  flip  on  nose,  thy  saucincss. 
At  this  rebuff,  thy  neck  close  shrinking. 
Thy  whiskers  flat,  and  eyelids  blinking. 
Thou  sneakest  back,  with  sad  dismay, 
And  looks  that  conscious  guilt  betray ; 
.Looks  sweetly  aw'd,  such  looks  as  prove 
Thy  pertness  lost,  but  not  thy  love. 
And  now,  as  griev'd  for  insults  past, 
On  me  thy  pleading  eyes  are  cast: 
But,  soon  djspeU'd  each  gloomy  fear. 
Fair  gleams  of  hope  thy  aspect  cheer. 
And  well,  sweet  puss,  mayst  thou  believe 
That,  like  thyself,  I  can  forgive ; 
For  'ti^  a  doubt  which  most  repents, 
Or  which  most  willingly  relents. 

And  yet,  methinks,  1  wish  thee  gone ; 
Fm  busy ;  we'll  be  friends  anon. 
Come,  Puss,  march  down,  and  if  this  blow 
Should  fret  and  vex  thee,  when  below 
Then  show  it,  or  on  rat,  or  mouse. 
Our  common  foes,  within  this  house : 
Thus  may  thy  vented  spleen  be  eas'd. 
And  thus  my  anger  best  appeasM. 


S3S 


SONO. 


ST    KICHARD   fBKTOil,  SSQJ 


All  iiafl !  rosy  bofeist  heabath  wtrase  s6{t  ahoflt 
The  passion  1  felt  for  my  swaJD  was  betrajf'd; 
Dear  spot !  where  I  first  bad  occasion  to  prove 
A  match  hovr  unequal  4as  prudence  and  love. 

My  hand  *hen  he  toucb'dj  like  the  electrical  flame. 
The  charm,  swift  as  thought, shot  and  kindled  my  frame, 
With  tt  kiss  yet  I  thought  it  no  danger  to  part. 
So  distant  I  fancied  my  tips  from  my  heart. 

But  ih'  effect  of  (he  magic  my  eyes  soon  confestj 
And,  more  than  ray  tongue  could,  my  blushes  exprest. 
Ye  traitors  !   ah  !   why  to  the  youth  make  it  known, 
That  each  ouliine  wasgain'd,  and  the  fortress  his  own; 

Ye  trees  !  did  ye  not  with  the  Sephyfs  coiispire, 
To  hide  my  confusion,  and  fan  the  soft  fire  i" 
I  saw  each  fond  branch  with  its  neighbour  entwine. 
And  leaf  press  to  leaf,  with  an  atdour  like  mine. 

Wilh  sweet  bymencals  the  birds  fill'd  the  grove, 

In  each  look  and  each  sound  there  was  nothing  but 

From  nature  thus  rapt  the  infection  was  caught, 
And  I  only  praetis'd  the  leison  she  taught. 


EPITHALAMIUM 

ON  TH£  MARRUGE  OF  COL.  ELUOT  AND  MISS 

LETTSOM; 

BT    iHB   REV.   T.   MAVItIC£« 

■  ',   I'  ■'.         '  ■'      '•     ' 

Strike  !  louHly  strike  the  lyric  string, 

To  bridal  Love  derote  the  song ; 
Let  every  Muse  a  garland  brings 

And  joy  the  festive  note  prolong. 
To  beauteous  Lettsom  *,  young  as  fair. 

Soft  as  her  manners  pour  the  watbled  lay  ; 
A  nobler,  bolder  strain  prepare, 

To  hail  brave  Elliot  f  on  his  nuptial  day ! 

Mirth!  airy  child  of  young  Delight^ 
And  Fancy,  eldest  born  of  Jove, 
Haste  at  the  Syren  call  of  Love ; 

And  now,  while  Health  and  Youth  unite, 
And  Nature  wears  her  loveli^t  smile. 
With  dance  and  sontf'the  hodrs  beguile: 

To  Beautv  in  its  loveliest  prime, 
To  Worth  in  radiaiH  armour  bright, 
That  burns  in  Britain's  cause  to  fight. 

Swell  the  loud  symphonies  sublime ! 
In  Cambcrweirs  delightful  Grove  proclaim 
That  Lore  and  Valour  blend  their  spotless  fiame. 

Ye  blooming  Nymphs  and  happy  Sw^ins 
Haste  to  yon  bower  where  Pleasure  reigns, 

*  Of  Groire-liiU,  Camberwell^ 

t  Colonel  of  tlM  Westraiastec  Vglanteer  Cavalrj. 


AaA  while,  wilh  m(ja?ur'(l  slcps,  yn  move 
'I'hniu'gh  tbc  green  mazes  of  the  grove, 
^Vitll  laurels  bind  the  Dridegroom's  brow, 
Etermil  as  the  nuptiat  vow; 
And  wreaths  of  sweetest  flowers  prepare 
For  lov'd  Eliza's  auburn  hair. 
Let  inlours,  from  Arabiiin  vales, 
Breathe  gcnily  on  the  balmy  gales. 
And  nut  a  sound  in  £tbcr  Host, 
Save  tbc  soft  Dove's  enaraour'd  note. 
Till  the  bright  star  of  Evening  rise 
Auspicious  to  tho  Lover's  sighs  ; 
And  Cyntbin,  with  bcr  paler  fire, 
IVnm  fingering  Beauty  to  retire. 

Oh  [  ever  may  the  circling  bours 
New  blessings  on  thcii  pinions  bring ; 

Health  that  no  cankering  care  devours, 
And  Pleasure  that  shall  leave  no  sting  ! 
May  yonder  Sun,  a?  o'er  this  nether  sphere 

He  rolls  his  chariot  of  sethcreai  gold. 

Beneath  his  orb  no  happier  pair  behold, 
But,  ceaseless,  as  he  runs  his  bright  career,' 
View  rolling  years  their  stedfast  faith  improve. 
And  Childken's  Chiluken  crown  their  virtuous 

love! 


EPIGRAM. 

FROM  THE  FRia;CH. 
Damis,  an  author  cold  and  weak. 

Thinks  as  a  critic  he's  divine; 
Likely  enough — we  often  make 

Good  vinegar  of  sorry  wine. 


Ode  to  miss  s^hah  fowler. 

BY    MICHAEl    WODHULi,    BSQf. 


1 

Toutesfois  vons .  demeiktabt  en  ce  lieu,'  nes  t^nelbreiiftes  ei 
tristes  parolles  n'en  pourroient  cbasser  les  Graces,  deaqueb  vout 
me  seniblez  estre  Tunique  simulachre,  et  moiiit  ies  Mines  qui 
vous  fecoghoissent  pour  leur  Minerve. 


When  first  Aurora's  gorgeous  cat 

Springs  from  night's  dreary  vault  relcfasCd/ 

And  beauty's  consecrated  star, 

Retires  behind  the  bliishilkg  ea^t, 

Can  Titian's  orient  beams  dispense 

A  more  propitious  influen(^e 

To  aninuite  tV  exulting  earth  ^ 

Than  sheds  bright  Fancy  o'er  the  thind, 

When,  from  Care's  grossed  dreei  refin'd,' 

It  gives  the  fruity  of  genius  birth. 

II. 

Not  in  the  solitary  gloom, 
By  the  dim  taper's  sickly  ray, 
Sunk  in  the  rust  of  Greece  an'd  Roihe 
Does  Genius  point  the  doubtful  ^ay. 
While  in  abstracted  thought  the  Sage 
Revolves  the  stem  Socratic  page ; 
Or  by  the  tedious  rules  of  art 
In  melancholy  search  pursues, 
Yet  finds  the  gay,  the  bashful  Musg 
Unseen  antd  uimtlaiti'd  depart, 
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III. 

tViiflird  Foeey  osecU  her  seat, 
The  myrtle's  fragrant  branches  twine* 
Beneath  the  Pleasures'  ni^iU^r  feel 
Upstarts  the  new-born  columbine. 
Methinks  1  see  the  jocund  band 
Of  Love^OAd,  Gdraoas  hand  urhaftd 
Hieb^  artless  symphony  inspire; 
The  IVfuses  catdi  the  dulcet  sound. 
They  waft  the  sportive  echdes  rouncl^ 
AncTWake  the  gygigLnthM^^  lyre. 

The  rose's  ajn^ma^lc  bjbont 
Adopts,  their  wild  fantastic  gcovc^ 
AndVer  the  violet's  perfume 
Angelic  forms,  delighted  rove ; 
Fair  Sappho  in  Elysian  bowers 
Beguiles  the  gently  stealing  hours. 
And  sooths  entranced  Despair  to  rest| 
Her  strains  so  feelingly  express 
The  force  of  elegant  distress, 
Implanted  in  a  female,  breast. 

Carelessly  tripping  o'er  the  gj?een 
The  sprightly  Desboulieres  appears. 
With  winning  air  and  brow  serene. 
Unclouded  by  the  frown  of  ye^ra^; 
Around  the  Nymph  in  graceful  state,, 
A  thousand  smiling  Cupids^  wait, 
And  each  performs  his  destin'd  pa^tj^ 
Some  give  the  cheeks  a  livelier  jglpw, 
Some  tune  the  lyre,  some  twang  the  bo^ 
To  pierce  the  most  obdurate  heart, 
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VI. 

The  plamtive  Row^  whose:  waH»iaiiv  but 
Dispers'^  the  melancholy  gloom^ 
Which  at  her  dear  Alexis'  deatb  - 
O'erhung  the  sickening  vales  of  Frome^ 
To  the  softXiHyprian  lute  recites 
The  fettrs,  the  hopes,  the  fondrdeligjiitsi^ 
The  tender  blandashmjents  of  love. 
Their  mutual  bappinesa  conq}letiDg» 
Where  Inliocenceand  Pleasure  meefiiig^ 
Have  fixed  them^in  the  realmscajbioiw ; 

VII. 

Beside  them,  Cytherea;  standi. 
In  Virtue's  snowy  garb  anray'd^ 
And  reunites  their  social.,  hand^ 
Severed  by  Death's  oremoffseless  ibh^  ; 
The  Loves  with  elegi^o  verse^ 
Meanwhile  adorn  the  sabk  heai^p^ 
In  which  their;  mortal  ashes  lye. 
And  if!  due  chapkt  Phoebus  we^yes^ 
The  laurel^s  neverrfading  leavesj 
The  pledge  of  immortaUty^ 

VIIf» 

Yet  not  from  thfse  romantick  shadeS| 
Whene'er  I  wake  the  Teian  string. 
Will  I  invoke  th'  harmomous  Maids 
V  unlock  Castalia's  vaunted  spring: 
The  palnv^  of  Geniua  thinly  spread 
Where  cypress:  g^ooms:  o'err*arch  the  dea^' 
Let  others  glean;?*— My  raptur'd  ear: 
Has  caught tbersoul^enchajitingstraiq^ 
That  on  Salopia's.  happy  pMlM^ 
The  bright  SfthOM  jpys  tOrbm^-: 

jl2 
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SHi^ 


ShCt  blam^«k  Nymph,  whose  piteou  doon 

Poetic  Annalistitel^, 

Immen'd  in  Ssltnk'sKfttny  to»b  : 

By  Guendolibe^  remoneleu  hate 

O'er  the  smooth  citirent  still  preiidcSf 

And  bids  the '«t)ring-flowers  oniti  ndeft 

Diversify  ihebtoibei^d  green, 

Where  to  the  spheres' aerial  eound. 

The  li^t  Fayi  ti^  tbisir  .antic  toaai,  ' 

By  m^tatbg  Sbe|&erds  seeo :        ;    ' 

If  worn  Tradition's  specious  tales, 

In  Fiction's  gaitdy  mantle  drest, 
V/et6  wont  to  celebrate  her  vales 
With  Nature's  bounteous  treasures  blest ;. 
Fami:  hiding  more  than  half  her  blaze    - 
Reserved  to  crown  these  later  days 
Her  greatest,  her  most  envied  pride, 
That  while  her  banks  thg  numbers  grBcc^ 
The  Goddess  sees  liy  fairer  face 
Reflected  in  her  glassy  tide, 

sr. 
Ask  we  on  what  terrestrial  plain 
The  Graces  condescend  to  liwell 
When  Thou,  the  kveliest  of  their  train^ 
So  aptly  strik'st  the  chorded  shell  i 
Whether  from  Bacchus'  mighty  race,     , 
Or  the  dread  Thunderer's  stol'n  embrace 
Euphrosyne  derived  her  birlh 
Regards  not  us : — Our  dazzled  sight 
Struck  with  inefTable  delight 
Has  found  her  parallel  on  earth. 
■    irca. 
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,  Strato^u!  speed  ndt  oii'tlif  cmVard  way^ 
But  let  this  ivipd'shed  thy  step  delay : 
1.0!  hera  the  watid^mig  sun-b^attt'-feebly  falls, 
And  str^akfe  '^Ith  'sbfldii'd  day  the  fdbssy  wi^ls ;  . 
Sweet  here  t6  gazfif  the  blue  e^pat^si!  of  noon, 
Or  placid  watch  thte  Siimmer"/ clbudl^is  moon 
With  rays  qf  stidwy  li^ht  i^bendjin^  ^de 
^Midst  the  datk  elms  and  6*^'il^[jfi^Viiiiiin  siA^ 
Nor  yet  repine,  if  iti  1empestti6Tii'lib\ri^"  ' .       .\ 
The  rain  slant  rustife^  in  a  wintry  shower,  \ 

Or  snow-biastteen  tSy  rapid,  fe^t 'colmpcl 
To  the  rude  cpverfof  tftis  ruaftip  ceff;!  ' 
Pleasant  it  wete  to  muse,  as  6'ef  flie  !ste€jp  '' 
The  tall  trees  rock  with  stormy  riiiiithci'Tin^  de€^  ; 
And  hear  the,r,ush  of  rain,  th6  strife  of  haii 
.Unfclt  comminye  in  the  o*ef-p^sing  gale, — 
In  this  abstracted  melancholy  mood 
A  solemn  joy  shall  ^jl^ss'thy  Solit]ude  :  • 
Thoughts  of  the  beautifql,  the  good,  arid,gre2it, 
Thy  lifted  sdtilwith  influence  jnire'dilstte  ;  *    ^" 
And  if  the 'Muses  own  thee  for  theii*  child, 
JliQ  Muse^  here"  shall  weave  their  viisions  wild  f , 
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LINES 

BY  K.  JXSTOH,   ZftQ. 


Whene'er,  to  guard  some  fertile  mead 
Against  the  rude  eneroacher's  tread, 
We  purpose  that  the  soil  unsound 
With  arabuah'd  mischief  should  abound, 
The  law  commaiida  to  hang  on  high 
A  caution  to  the  passing  eye, 
That  uo  one  trespass  ;  and  to  show 
What  dangers  threaten  such  as  do, 
That  each  offender  risks  to  feel 
The  latent  gun,  or  trap  of  steel. 
But  from  the  code  of  female  laws, 
Can  we  extract  a  lingle  clause 
Empowered  the  fair  one  to  compel 
Of  all  her  ambuscades  to  telt? 
Within  a  blue  dissolving  eye 
What  mischief  oft  conceal'd  will  lie. 
Or,  in  some  ringlet  left  to  stray, 
What  Cupids,  meditating  prey. 
Like  riflemen  lurk  up  and  down. 
To  pick  their  men  and  bring  them  down ; 
What  &te  the  dimpled  cheek  invests, 
Or  heaves  luxuriant  in  the  breasts. 
When  gauze  is  taught  but  half  to  hide. 
And  half  4isclose  the  panting  pride  ; 
'  1V>  tiempt  the  busy  eye,  how  low 
The  bell-httop'd  petticoat  mutt  go ; 


What  artful  folds  the  rdbe  must  ta&ie, 
The  form  more  flexible  tomake. 
Till  every  fmke  bM  limb  may  raove^ 
The  sure  provodaldires  to  love ; 
IVhat  magic  scale  connects  Ihe  kiss 
And  the  last  wild  extreme  of  bliss* 

Yet  tho'  no  statute  may  exist 
On  such  discovei^  to  iiisisty 
Kind  Chloe  near  ;faer  every  snare 
Hangs  out  in  capitals — Bewabb^I  ' 
For^  by  a  thousand  ways  exprest. 
Her  machinations  stand  confest ; 
Whilst  every  object  gives  the  alarm» 
To  fly  from  the  surrounding  harm. 
Her  hangings  by  the  Graces  wrought^ 
With  every  warm  voluptuous  tiiiou^hty 
Instruct  tne  emblematic  room, 
^o  antedate  oi^r  certain  docmi* 
To  fill  her  sofas  all  the  loves 
from  Cy therea's  moulting  doves. 
Have,  caught  aiid  treasur'd  up  the  doiwta^ 
]n  softness  something  like  her  own ; 
|Alid  siee  in  ail  lier  toilet^s  round, 
What  smallest  implement  is  found, 
Without  some  omamentltl  hint^ 
In  speaking,  varnish,  or  in  print ; 
Which  seems  not  loudly  to  proclaim, 
Thftt  i^earts  are  thcuf^  the  lawful  game. 
A  Cupid  here,  with  guileful  look, 
Bends  a  beftrt-an^er  o'er  a  brook  $ 
And  tha' )ie  practise  various  baits    . 
Succes&each>tratagem  awaits:      < 
Another,  at  Us  mother^s  lips,. 
}n  fatal  balm  bis  quiver  tips, 

]i4 


Then  witir.thesweelly-Tsnoiti!d  dfttta 
Makes  uursing  piacustuoiu'of  hearto. 

Ye  silent  cattttscll(»:s,  howiViili 
Is  all  your  mpnitory  stnifi ! .  >  - 
For  let  ui  only-look  at  ber 
To  whom  tboGe.  vaiious  tyftes  re^Rr, 
The  syren  wiih^ai  glance  destroys 
The  moral  of  the&bfed  toys; 
The  fate  weaee  WQ  cannot  sb»a,  . 
And  by  cdnHot  ira  arakuidonet' 
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Wtitttit  itttixm  Cmtnanum  oiidBangor,.    . 

Pleas'd  have  I  travers'd  that  terrific  vale, 
At  which  th"  astorriah'd  traveller  turns  pale;    ' 
Where  Snowdon'a  form  stupendous  widely'spresd 
Props  the  high  Heav'ns  with  his  gigantic  head, 
And  Glyder's  rocky  summit  e'er  sustains    ■'      "' 
Fierce  lightnings,  warring  winds,  nnd  dashing  rain: 
Mountain  of  storma  !  and  o'er  the  lake  serehe 
Dolbiidpru'ssolitary  tow'r  is  seen. 
Yet,  Menai,  do  I  not  thy  hauiils  despise, 
Ot  view  thy  softer  charms  with  careless  iiy<«. 
Sweet  wood'  and  lawn,  and  Mona's  tufted  shdre. 
By  venerable  Druids 'trod  of  yore;   " 
And  here,  fair  stream,  more  gtad  would  I  abide. 
Than  whore  dread-  Nature  frowns  in  nobler  pride. 
So,  betier  far  ihan. proud  amhition's  strife 
Are  the  calm  peaceful  haunts 'of  private  life. 
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TO  GROSPIIUS. 

IMITATED   BY    THE    LAT^   RET.  W.    B.   3TEVEiy'st. 


The  Seaman  in  so^e  \y\\d  tempestuous  niglit, 
When  Horror  rides  upon  the  wide-moutli'd  wave. 

And  stars  deny  the  mercy  of  their  b'ght, 
Longs  for  some  peaceful  port  his  shattcr'd  bark  t<| 
sav^. 


rr» 


The  soldier  struggling  in  unequal  war, 

In  search  of  wounds  and  death  condcmn'd  to  roam, 
Pr  crown'd  with  blood-stain'd  spoils  in  Victory's  car, 

Pants  to  return  in  peace  to  his  dear  native  home. 

*  **  The  lovecs  of  elegant  literature  are  much  indebted  to  Miss 
Sjjwajd,  not  only  for  her  original  prod  udious^  but  for  the  very  highly* 
'^nishcd  Version  o'f  some  Odes  of  Horace,  which  she  has  pre* 
sentcd  to  the  [xihlic.  The  striking  aupcriority  of  her  specimens 
must  he  felt  and  acknowledged  by  all  persons  of  taste,  who  liavp 
looked  into  the  atteiiiytts  of  Creech  and  Francis.  I  siiail  venture 
to  assert,  in  defiance  of  pedagogues  and  peduuts,  that  Miss  Se«rard*s 
Translation  of  the  Ode  to  Barine  will  not  suffer  from  the  stiict^ 
comparison  witli  the  origiiial-^tliat  indeed  it  is  more  be&ntifi^. 
From  this  persuasion,  and  to  bear  testimony  to  her  poetical  merit* 
I  auj  induced  to  inscrib'-  to  that  lady  tlic  above  version  of  the 
prior  part  of  Horace's  Ode  to  Gro.sphus,  and  likewise  a  translalioa 
of  a  delicious  uiorccau  of  a  more  ancient%ard,  the  fourth  Idyl- 
Hum  of  Mofclius  The  ver:rfon  Irom  Horace  perhaps  may  be  rather 
called  an  imitation  vlian  a  translation-;  but  that  from  Moschus  wiU, 
I  believe,  be  found  to  be  as  close  a  version  as  the  idiom  of  Eugli^ 
versiftcalioa  will  admit  "— SrsvcNa.  - 
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Bat  neither  anxious  prayer  nor  gorgeous  spoils 
Can  purchase  Peace ;  she  floats  in  air  aloof  f 

And  flies  the^uHtyturaults  that  embroil,' 
When  Care,  with  vulture  wing^  scowls  o'er  the  dark* 
en'd  roof. 

How  wisely,  cheaply  blest  is  he  whojie  mind 
Scorns  not  the  earthen  dish^  or  maple  bowl. 

But  sweet  Content  in  his  own  cot  can  find  ; 

Nor  Terror  breaics  hk  sleep,  nor  ^uilt  alarms  his  soulf 

Why  aim -we  then  the,  creatures  of  a,  day, 
Tp^;]fasp  the  round  of  Jove's  eternal  year  ? 

F#om  clime  to  clime^  why  ever-restless  stray, 
Sick  of  the  genial  Sun,  that  gilds  our  native  sphere? 

Sipk  of  ourselves,  ourselves  we  cannot  flee : 
The  wind  invites  thee; — swifter  than  the  wind. 

Care  at  the  helm  thy  ready  pilot  see  ! 

Or  spur  thy  rapid  steed;  the  demon  sits  behind  ! 

Ah,  bom  so  soon  to  die,  so  much  to  feel ! 

O  mortal  man,  indulge  the  short  delight 
Thy  present  genius  gives  !  nor  lift  the  veil, 

Which  hides  in  sacred  shade  the  future  from  thy 
sight. 


FOURTH  IDYLLIUM  OF  MOSCHUS. 


BY   THE   SAME. 


WuEK  o'er  unruiied  Ocean's  azure  plain 
Soft  zephyrs  sigh,  my  sympathetic  breast 

Sinks  into  sadness ;  then  the  Muse's  strain 
Ddights  not ;  all  my  wish»  oblivious  rest. 


But  when  th'  infuriate  deep's  vex'd  billow;}  roar^ 

Dashing  their  sounding  surge,  what  joy  to  fikid 
The  grove's  deep  shelter  on  the  stable  shore. 

Where  the  tail  pine-tree  siQg^l)eiieath  the  wind! 

How  wretched  he,  whose  toil  is  on  the  main, 
A  boat  his  home,  the  fish  his  dangerous  prize ! 

While  by  some  ibuhtsin^arge,  the  spreading  plane 
Its  friendly  shade  to  my  repose  supplies. 

Ah  !  then,  how  sweet  the  murmur  to  myear. 

Which  soothe*  mj^^wtfe^  4Uft4  uot-Alarms  my  fear ) 


INSCRIPTION 

O  Addison,  to  thy  lamented  dust. 
With  pious  hands,  I  consecrate  this/&«tf« 
Oh !  gitu:'d  with  virgin  purity  of  soul. 
With  yiit  to  charm,  with  morals  to  coiltroul, 
Ttf  sentle  MoifTAdus  iTn^  Sohhsris  dear, 
Whilst  verse  as  yet  could  soothe  a  Courtier'^  ear« 
Lo !  touch'd  by  thee^  with  pure  Religion's  flame. 
Philosophy  asisumes  a  lo&ier  aim. 
And  better  Truths  aa^  Mysteries  refii^; 
The  souls  of  Seksca  and  Antonike. 

TliovL  great,  best  Censor  of  a  vicious  ag^ 
Whose j^fameles^  life  flow'd  gently  as  thy  page, 
f  ho'  etiaste  yet  courteous,  ino*  correct  yetiree, 
£v'n  Virtut may  «4niire  herself  iniXeel 
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""""     ODE  TO  THE  SPRING, 

fY   A   MAN   Of    FASBtptl, 


Jjo!  whereihc,p»rty-aiKing  dames, 

Fair  FaiKMiTi  trmn^^&fi,'- 
pisclote  the  long-expected  games, 
-      AtMT'ttUe^e  Moaith  yelu-^  "''■'* 
The  Opera  warbler  pours  her  throat, 
Responsiic  to  tlvj  acior's  note,  -j 

The  dear-bpught  barraoiiy  of  Spring; 
While,  bcacping  pltiisure  ns  ihcy  fly, 
Bright  flniubeaus  through  the  murky  sky 
Their  weicupie  fragaiicc  fliug.  , 

Where'er  the  rout's  full  myriads  close 

Tht  staircase  and  the  door. 
Where'er  thick  fik^  of  bclIrS  aiid  beaus 

Perspire  through  cv'ry  pore; 
Beside  some  faro-table's  brink. 
With  me  the  Muse  shall  stand  and  think 

(Hcmm'd  sweetly  in  hy  squeeze  of  slat( 
How  vast  the  comfort  of  the  crowd. 
How  condescending  are  the  proud, 
■  •  •  liftw  hnppy  are  the  great ! 
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Still  is  tlie  toiling  hand  of  Care, 

The  drays  and  hacks  repose ; 
But,  hark,  how  thr6ugh  the  vacant  air^ 

The  rattling  clamour  glows  I 
The  wanton  miss  and  rakish  blade. 
Eager  to  join  the  masquerade, 
,     Through  streets  and  squares  pursue  their  fun  ; 
Home  in  the  dusk  some  bashful  skim  ; 
Some,  ling'ring  late,  their  motly  trim 

Exhibit  to  the  sun. 

To  Dissipation's  playful  eye, 

Such  is  the  life  for  man, 
And  they  that  halt  and  they  that  fly 

Should  have  no  other  plan« 
Alike  the  busy  and  the  gay 
Should  sport  all  night  till  break  of  day. 

In  Fashion's  varying  colours  drest ; 
Till  seiz'd  for  debt  through  rude  mischance,  ' 
Or  chilVd  by  age,  they  leave  the  dance^ 

In  gaol  or  dust — to  rest. 

Methinks  I  hear,  in  accents  low, 

•   Some  sober  Quiz  reply. 

Poor  child  of  Folly  !  what  art  thou  i 

A  Bond-street  Butterfly ! 
Thy  choice  nor  Health  nor  Nature  greets. 
No  taste  hast  thou  of  vernal  sweets,  v. 

Enslav'd  by  noise,  and  dress,  and  play. 
Ere  thou  art  to  the  country  flown, 
The  sun  will  scorch,  the  Spring  be  gone^   « 

Then  leave  th^  town  in  May. 

RET-  X-  o. 


lUE  TAIj:  <fP  ECHO; 

BT  thz  kit.  j:  b.  nnr; 


Rm,  &tr  Maid !  O  Tat-tbee^h^n, 

Where  tkeae  willow'd  watere  flow  ; 
Hie  noon-tide  gale  ahftlL  fill  thine. car* 

And,  nnirmuriog,  hsude  thewotdaofiwoe. 
If  Mcret  grief  bu-tsnght  thy  nnnd 

To  Aim  the  ctt^d  ui^  monm  apart^ 
In  peofive  silence  hen  recfin'4, 

Indalge  the  si^  that  swells  thy  heart. 

ThtDhnot the stoss^  whitdi  wn suitaiD^ 

Yo(ir  ana  of  snow  wuplaated  hem 
By  careless  hands  ;,  thess  woni  rMaainf 

Demand  a  sad  and  pious  tear. 
Though  Time,  which  fills  upeveiy  wonnd^ 

Has  clos'd  with  inois  the  sculptured  name  j 
Though  creeping  needs,  that  twine  around, 

Haye  hid  it  from  the  search  of  Fame; 
And  though  Oblivioa  opens  slow. 

U^  bosom  to  iU  sinluDg  weight, 
Tet  Echo  heard  the  shrieks  of  woe, 

Ai(d  i»a  the  tftoumfol  title  relate. 
Jbtd  when  in  many  a  year  one  maid, 

As  tuild  of  heart,  as  chaste,  as  fair, 
^s  jke,  whose  ashes  here  are  laid. 

Wooes  to  this  spot  the  evening  air, 


355    • 

Tbe  hollow  breeze  shall  soodi  her  binast 
With  Echo's  Tale,  and  claim  a  tear: 

For  she,  your  mind^  your  charms  posseiiat'dt 
Whpse  silent  ashes  slumber  here« 

The  hand  of  Nature  formM  her  face, 
.To  move  esteem  in  every  breast; 

For  gentle  blood  and  native  grace, 
And  peace  and  love  were  there  expressed* 

Where  these  soft  waves  in  silence  dow. 
At  evening's  close,  the  youth  she  sought ; 

Who^  eyes  first  taught  her  cheelc  to  gloiv, 
Flusfa'd  with  a  wana  and  tender  thought. 

The  shrill  winds  whistled  round  her  head. 
And  darkx^ess  mock'd  the  straining  eye; 
Foul  night  her  raven  locks  had  spread, 
'    Wet  with  thick  damps  thro'  all  the  sky. 

The  ruthless  blast  sung  through  her  hair. 
But  patient  Hope  her  fears  alla/d  ; 

And  wnen  her  cold  lips  breathM  a  praj-er. 
Not  for  herself  that  prayer  was  made. 

She  Ivander'd  round  the  destined  place. 
And  listened  oft  and  wept  through  fear  ; 

The  rude  brier  tore  her  beauteous  face, 
And  mix'd  with  blood  the  falling  tear* 

At  length  she  found  her  love,  she  though^  * 
He  slept,  the  cold  ground  was  his  bed ;, 

Trembling,  his  stony  hand  she  cau^bt, 
She  call'd,  nor  knew  she  call'd  the  dead* 

For  he  had  met  his  secret  foe  ; 

Unarm'd,  alas  !  in  vain  he  strove ; 
A  rival's  malice  aim'd  the  blow, 

In  dir9  revenge  of  slighted  love. 
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THE  TALP  0*  ECHO; 

BY  TH«  RET.  j;  H.  ^OTT, 


Rx»Ty  fair  Maid !  O  restrtjiee  i^care^^ 
Where  tkese  wilJow'd  waters  flow  ; 

The  noon-tide  gale  shall  fill  thine  car^ 
Andy  mtirmuring^  bscalliB  the^  wohist  of/ woe« 

tf  secret  grief  has-taught  thy  mind; 

To  shun  the  ctbwd  an^  motim  apar^ 
Jh  pensive  silence  here  reclinM^ 

Indtlge  the  sigh  that  swells  thy  heart. 

Think  not  the  stone,  which  now  sustains 
Your  arm  of  snow  was:  planted  here 

By  careless  hands  ;.  these  wcH-n  remains 
Demand  a  sad  and  pious  tear. 

Though  Time,  which  fills  up  every  wound. 
Has  clos'd  with  moss  the  sculptured  name  j^ 

Though  creeping  weeds,  that  twine  around^ 
Have  hid  it  from  the  search  of  Fame> 

And  though  Oblivion  opens  slow 

Her  bosom  to  its  sinking  weight, 
Tet  Echo  heard  the  shrieks  of  woe, 

And  can  the  mournful  tale  relate. 

And  when  in  many  a  year  one  maid. 
As  mild  of  heart,  as  chaste,  as  fair. 

As  9^e,  whose  ashes  here  are  laid. 
Wooes  to  this  spot  the  evening  air, 
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Xhe  hollow  breeze  shtiU  soodi  her  hrfotab 
With  Echo's  Tale,  and  claim  a  tear: 

For  she,  your  mind^  your  charms  possesa'dy 
Whpse  silent  ashes  slumber  here« 

The  hand  of  Nature  formM  her  face, 
.To  move  esteem  in  every  breast; 

For  gentle  blood  and  native  grace, 
And  peace  and  love  were  there  expressed* 

Where  these  soft  waves  in  silence  flow. 
At  evening's  close,  the  youth  she  sought ; 

Who^  eyes  first  taught  her  cheek  to  glow, 
Flusfa'd  with  a  warm  and  tender  thought. 

The  shrill  winds  whistled  round  her  head. 
And  darkx^ess  mock'd  the  straining  eye ; 
Foul  night  her  raven  locks  had  spread, 
*    Wet  with  thick  damps  thro*  all  the  sky. 

The  ruthless  blast  sung  through  her  hair, 
But  patient  Hope  her  fears  alla/d  ; 

And  when  her  cold  lips  breath'd  a  praj^er. 
Not  for  herself  that  prayer  was  made. 

She  Ivander'd  round  the  destined  place. 
And  listened  oft  and  wept  through  fear  ; 

The  rude  brier  tore  her  beauteous  face. 
And  mix'd  with  blood  the  falling  tear* 

At  length  she  found  her  love,  she  though^ 
He  slept,  the  cold  ground  was  his  bed ; 

Trembling,  his  stony  hand  she  caught. 
She  call'd,  nor  knew  she  call'd  the  dead* 

For  he  had  met  his  secret  foe  ; 

Unarm'd,  alas  !  in  vain  he  strove; 
A  rival's  malice  aim'd  the  blow, 

In  diff  revenge  of  slighted  love. 
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To  routs,  ta  Ranelagh,  and  cards,  a  foe. 
Who  on  my  dress  but,  little  care  bestow, 
Fond  of  few  words,  aBd  those  of  pfainest  kind. 
Shall  1  ivilh  wits  and  men  of  taste  lie  join'd  > 
Shall  I  with  FashioQ  through  her  folliL's  range, 
Ape  all  her  iotms,  nnd.  as  &hc  cha&gps,  change  ( 
Forbid  it,  PrutTeiice,  Common  Sense  forbid  1 
My  rustic  maimers  never  can  be  hid. 
Once,  and  but  once,  by  vanity  betray'd. 
In  full-dress'd  fashiosablc  suit  arrayd. 
Like  David  in  Saul's  artnar,  la  beau 
Amoog  the  cuurtly  cvowd  eua^d  to  go; 

0  had  you  seen  me  with  diitres&ful  stare, 
As  greatly  consciuuG  of  no  business  there. 

On  the  wrought  deling,  or  the  paintings  pore. 
With  many  a  wishful  look  titrn'd  towards  the  door, 
Amidst  sniiouuding  muLtitudes,  alone. 
Of  every  soul  unkuowing  and  uukuown. 
Formal  aud  grave,  wilfaoul  one  single  word, 
VVith  fruqucnt stumbles  o'er  my  lUnglixia  s'.vord, 
YpvrBclf  had  pitied  tht  be.wilder'd  'squire. 
Yourself  had  whisper'd — "  My  good  friend,  retire." 
Escap'd  at  length,  fur  basic  I  bilk'd  ny  chair,        1 
Ran  to  my  kidgiog^,  and  in  safety  there  ( 

Sigh'd  for  my  plain  blue  plush  and  rural  air.  J 

At  Court — t»ut  peace  to  ministers  and  kings — 

1  wash  my  hands  of  all  such  dangerous  things : 
And  ijeace  to  such,  and  happiness  be  theirs, 
(So  Ino  more  as«nd  St.  Jamet'g  stairs) 
Who  cringe  for  pensions,  and  for  titles  bow,   - 
And  may  they  still  siand  foremost  in  the  row  ; 
And  as  the  royal  whisper  hackneys  round. 
Stilt  on  each  lace  may  ready  smiles  be  found  j 
For  smiles  at  court  approve  the  heart  sincere  ; 
But  looks  like  mine  can  never  prosper  tliere; 
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Like  Casslus,  I,  a  spare  k»ng-visa^d  guest, 
Might  raise  suspicion  in  great  Caesar  8  breast ; 
And  servitude  ho^  bi^  so  e'er  it  be, 
(A  Briton  speaks  it)  is  too  low  for  ine« 
— ^You  lau^  at  fables,  and  at  proverbs  too; 
ril  tell  a  tale,  a  recent  tale,  and  tnie* 

In  yon  old  matisioh,  wash'd  by  Dchrwenfs  fk>od, 
^Squire  Toper  liv'd,  tb*  Actfison  of  Ae  wood ; 
In  sportive  g^e^i  he  always  ro#e  ari-ajr'd  $ 
A  hunter^s  cap  b»  tafn  of  mind  -betrayM; 
A  healthy  hue  b^poke  a  length  of  years^ 
His  short  brown  w^^ou'd  scarce  concede  bis  ears ^ 
A  velvet  collar  di^  his  neck  surro«md; 
His  belt  was  stamped  with  many  a  dhsel  bourfvd  | 
Of  budc  his  breeches,  which  himself  he  slew ; 
And  hts  trim  boots  close  to  his  ancles  grew: 
Spearlike  his  «p«rs ;  while  many  an  ecboin|;  crack 
LurkM  in  his  lash,  obedient  to  t^e  smack  ; 
Horses  and  boHnds  were  his  supreme  delight^ 
Of  those  he  tbou^  by  day,  and  dreain'd  by  nights 
With  strong-brew'd  beer  his  spacious  vaults  w^restor'd, 
And  beef  and  pudding  smoak'd  upon  his  board. 
His  rural  neighbours  there  a  welcome  found  ; 
And  Church  and  King,  and  Liberty  went  round. 
'Midst  an  inglorions  but  a  guiltless  life^ 
He  lov'd  his  friend,  old  England,  and  his  wife. 
At  length  (the  Devil  ordained  it)  Toper  went 
The  Countr/s  choice  to  Town  and  rarliament. 
Alas,  with  grief  theseqoeM  pursue! 
What  cannot  fashion,  life,  and  Loudon  do  } 
Plain  Toper  saVst  thou? — not  for  half  the  world! 
Tis  sweet  Sir  Topaz,  and  his  hair  is  cutl'd* 
Behold  him  now  of  Ladies'  favour  vain, 
Affecting  manners  he  can  ne^er  attain^ 
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Hear  tilm  tinfold  the  mysteries  of  state,  .M'  ■ 

Or  tell  you  what  was  told  him  by  the  greatf        .  ',  i^ 

With  jumble  strange  of  town  and  country  words-  i^ii; 

Let  Lim  discourse  of  Levees,  and  of  Lords,  ,  /  V 

Or  mark  his  wisdom  when  with  nicTest  care  (^ 

He  criticises  on  ite  bill  of  fare,  ICI 

Displays  the  merits  of  a.  poignunt  dish,  nt 

And  recommends  his  way  of  stewing  fish  ;  ..i»0' 

Kedcct  from  what  this  man  of  taste  began;  >■  <tl 

And  now  restrain  your  Uughter  if  you  can.  ,,j  * 

Himself  he  deems  a  wight  of  high  renown,  ,J  J,^ 

While  the  world  counts  him  but  a  motley  clown.;    ,,\f 

Such  patchwork  manners  roust  all  palates  loath,     ,,  ^ 

Half  beau,  half  rustic,  and  despis'd  by  both.        ;  .j|| 

— Distinction,  hail !  for  thee  we  dress,  we  fight,       ,, , 

Drink,  game,  and  change  the  course  of  day  and  night. 

Thus  Nero,  dead  to  virtue  and  to  shame, 

Fir'd  the  fair  city  to  preserve  his  name. 

—In  vain  I  plead;  you  cry,  "  Get  into  life: 

"  Gain  wealth  and  power,  or  in  one  word — a  wife." 

There  ends  my  search,  whatever  ills  betide, 

All,  all  are  canccll'd  by  a  wealthy  bride  : 

Ill-natur'd,  ugly,  old,  it  matters  not. 

The  money'd  daine  is  ever  free  from  blot. 

Indifference  coines^' disgust  and  downright  hate. 

Mere  trifles  poJs'd  against  the  purse's  weight. 

And  am  I  thus  made  easy  in  the  urorld. 

From  heavy  debts  to  heavier  evils  hurl'df 

Shall  I  pronounce  ,a  vow  I  never  meant. 

And  give  ray  hand  without  my  heart's  consents 

Forbid  it  virtue,  honesty,  and  love! 

Far  from  my  mind  the  hated  thought  remove. 

Awhile  the  golden  prospect  caught  my  view. 

As  Vanity  the  flatter'd  picture  drew  ; 

But  soon  I  loathing  tum'd,  and  heav'd  a  sigh. 

As  Laura's  image  cross'd  reflectiou's  eye. 
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My  dear  lov'd  Laura!  from  roy  youth  began 
The  tender  flame,. and  ripen'd  in  the  man* 
My  dear  lov'd  Laiuca !  till  my  latest  age 
No  future  pas4<^n  shall  my  vows  engage.  ^ 
Tho'  adverse  fortune  keep  our  hands  aparti 
Thine  are  my  thoughts,  my  wishes,  and  my  heart. 
For  you,  my  friend,  who  labour  to  remove 
My  partial  fancy  from  the  life  I  love. 
Vain  is  your  reasoning,  vain  your  subtle  skill, 
My  choice  was  early,  I  approve  it  still. 
These  school-boy  rhimes  may  testify  the  truth, 
Writ  in  the  plain  simplicity  of  youths 
'^  Let  others  vaii^y  boast  tfa^r  glitterjng  store, 
'^  And  rove  to  fordgn^cliipfss  in  sei^rch  of  more ; 
^'  Let  therj;!  for  splendid;  <;are  and  guilty  gain 
''  Explore  new  worlds,vand  tempt  the  deathful  main; 
*'  Be  his  the  prize,  and  hitf  the  dear-bought  praise, 
^'  Whom  toils  distinguish,  and  whom  dangers  raise ; 
^'  Whilst  humbler  I,  and  thankfully  content 
'^  With  what  the  hand  of  Providence  hath  sent^ 
*'  No  dupe  to  fortune,  and  no  slave  to  iisLme, 
"  Without  one  pride,  except  an  honest  ngme, 
''  Move  in  the  narrow  sphere  assigned  by  fate, 
"  Nor  meanly  wish  to  be  ignobly  great.  . 
*^  The  gay,  the  fair,  the  wanton,  and  the  proud, 
'^  May  throng  to  cities,  and  in  courts  may  crowdj 
'^  The  brave,  the  great,  the  learned,  and  the  wise, 
'^  May  rank  with  princes,  and  with  kings  advise; 
V  While  these  attain  their  wish  of  wealth  and  power, 
*'  And  those  in  pleasures  waste  the  sated  hour, 
*'  Whilst  thQ  rich  robe  that  cloatbs  the  proudest  breast 
^'  Hides  not  thela^i^t  care,  its  restless  guest, 
"  Let  me  uiivex  d  with  all  the  storms  of  life, 
**  From  busy  faction  far,  and  party  strifip, 
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"  Beneath  my  rural  roof  contented  livp, 

"  And  laste  that  bliss  which  London  cannot  pve." 

— Thus  blest  retirement,  calm  content  and  case, 

Took  my  young  mind,  and  still  their  otijecti  please  . 

I  praise  the  late  which  kindly  iix'd  me  down 

At  least  an  hundred  miles  from  Court  and  Town. 

In  yon  fair  vak  my  modest  dwelling  stands. 

Its  humble  site  no  distant  view  commands ; 

The  narrow  scene,  by  sloping  hills  confin'd, 

Speaks  the  contentment  of  its  master's  mind: 

A  cbrystal  stream  the  verdant  mead  divides. 

Which  by  no  torrent  slain'd,  unrufHed  glides 

Clear  and  serene  through  all  its  winding  ways; 

Such  be  (he  peaceful  lenor  of  my  days! 

On  its  fresh  banks  arise  spontaneous  flowers, 

Around  her  rural  blessings  Plenty  pours. 

Nature  almost  prevents  the  farmer's  toil, 

So  rich  the  clime,  so  fruitful  is  the  soil. 

Soon  in  full  growth  the  sapling  woods  you  sec  ; 

And  the  same  hand  that  plants,  may  feli  the  tree. 

Great  Pan  with  pleasure  on  these  lawns  might  rove. 

And  all  Arcadia*  lites  in  yonder  grove. 

My  life  shaH  pass  unknown,  unenvicd  here. 

And  health  and  peace  attend  me  through  the  year. 

Here  all  their  joys  the  varying  seasons  bring, 

Here  will  I  listen  to  the  choir  of  spring ; 

In  summer's  heat  these  cooling  shades  I  chuse. 

To  walk  and  trifle  with  the  pastoral  muse; 

The  toil  of  autumn  here  lei  me  behold ; 

Here  chace  with  exercise  the  wintry  cold. 

Here,  tho'  no  flatterers  wait  my  fame  to  raise. 

Yet  here  shall  truth  my  few  plain  merits  praise. 

■  AHudiag  to  a  rraall  AVaod,  with  a  Cottage,  &c.  ia  it. 
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Still  may  some  virtues  with  the  months  roll  round ; 
Still  at  my  door  warftv  Charity  be  foutwH 
May  soft  Humanity,  the  poor  man's  friend, 
Her  aid  to  sickness  and  to  misery  lend ; 
May  all  who  need  it,  sbare  my  field's  increase, 
And  Heaven  so  bless  me,  as  I  mean  to  bless ! 
— Thus  let  me  live,  a  pkun  unpractised  ybutir,  * 
Who  wish  no  more  than  honesty  and  trutii, 
For  airs  polite  most  awkwardly  unfit. 
And  much  too  dull  (I  know  it)  for  a  wit. 
Thus  through  the  world  steal  basfafoliy  nnkncTwn^ 
Save  to  my  neigh^nr  and  my  friend  alone ; 
'Tis  theirs  to  tell  you,  if  they  tell  you  true, 
Plain  tho'  my  manners,  they  are  gentde  too. 
Thus  let  me  live,  and  live  without  a  foe. 
The  world  will  spare  the  man  it  does  not  know.. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL 

Why  see  we  Spindle  all  sosad. 
Why  in  griefs  gloomiest  trapphijgs  dad  ? 
"  Sad !"  you  replV— "  With  grief  I  speat, 
**  My  wife's  dear  nrnther  died  last  week.^ 
What  is  the  rich  Equestrian  gpne, 
Before  the  age  of  twenty-one. 
From  whom  your  ^ife  inherits  clear 
At  least  three  thousand  pounds  a  year? 
Spindle !  'tis  sad — most  melancholy. 
•—I'm  sorely  vext  it  should  befall  ye. 

N.   B,  HALHED,   ESQ. 
8  4 
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Address  to  poverty. - 


^  rr,  - 

'  '  .       .li 

iiB  not  tbat  look  of  angtush,  bath'd  in  taan,  < 
O,  Poverty!  thy  haggard  image  wears —  -ti 

Tis  not  those  famish'd  limbs,  naked,  and  bare    -n 
To  the  bleak  tempest's  rains,  or  the  keen  air     ..' 
Of  winter's  piercing  winds,  nor  tbat  sad  eye     I'l 
Imploring  the  small  boon  of  charity — 
Tis  not  that  voice,  whose  agonizing  lale 
Might  turn  the  purple  cheek  of  grandeur  pale ; 
Nor  all  that  host  of  woes  thou  bring'st  with  thee, 
Insult,  contempt,  disdain,  and  contumely. 
That  bid  me  call  the  late  of  those  forlorn, 
Who  'neath  thy  rude  oppression  sigh  and  mourn : 
But  chief,  relentless  pow'r!  thy  hard  control. 
Which  to  the  earth  bends  low  th'  aspiring  soul ; 
Thine  iron  grasp,  thy  fetters  drear*  which  bind 
Each  gen'rous  effort  of  the  struggling  mind! — 
Alas!  that  Genius,  meUncholy  flow'r, 
S<:arce  op'ning  yet  to  Even's  nurt'riDg  show'r, 
Shou'd,  by  thy  pitiless  and  cruel  doom, 
Wither,  ere  nature  smiles  upon  her  bloom ; 
That  Innocence,  touch'd  by  thy  dead'ning  wand, 
Shou'd  pine,  nor  know  one  outstretch'd guardian  band! 
For  this,  O  Poverty!  for  them  I  sigh, 
.  The  helpless  victims  of  thy  tyranny! 
For  this,  I  call  the  lot  of  those  severe. 
Who  wander  'mid  thy  haunts,  and  pine  unheeded  there ! 
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LOVE  AND  PRUDENCE. 


BY  LAURA  SOPHIA  TEMPLE. 


1  WAS  yet  the  dawn  of  youth's  gay  hoar 
Ere  mild  content  had  fled  my  bower: 
Joy's  rosy  orb  illum'd  my  sky, 
And  Fancy  lit  my  roving  eye ; 
I  laugli'd  at  Dang^i^s  whispei^d  threat. 
With  maddest  hopes  my  vain  heart  beat ; 
'Twas  then  that  rrudence  crossed  my  way. 
And  often,  often  would  she  say — 

'^  Check  thy  wild  course,  and  follow  me,**. 

I  murmur'd  at  her  harsh  command, 
I  would  not  take  her  ofifer'd  hand. 
><  What!  (I  exclaim'd,)  already  come, 
All  my  best  feelings  to  benumb? 
Grant  to  my  prayers  a  short  delay, 
Oh  call  again  some  other  day; 
Full  soon  will  Time  mv  minutes  steal. 
And  on  my  forehead  nx  his  seal : 
Then,  then,  cold  Nymph,  rilfollow  thee.'* 

She  sigh'd  and  went; — I  dropt  a  tear,— 
But  still  pursued  my  mad  career. 
While  thus  I  joyous  skipt  along, 
I  heard  a  soft  and  melting  song; 
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v^,.^.^  .  ^^nded, — for  the  strain 
Thrill'd  to  my  heart,  and  pierc'd  mv  brain 
But.tjudesu:iitaf>tme,--^t£i^.repenVl;  . 
"  ill  she  return' d,  my  steps  withheld. 

And  mournful  whispet'd,,  "  Fol'ov  me," 
I  tum'd  me  from  her  steadfost  eye, 
And  from  her  presence  loug'd  to  fly. 
Oil!  it  was  Lq¥£i.vgluj)tup.us,lay 
Templed  my  truant  feet  to  stray ; 
That  o'er  my  cheated  senses  stole, 
And  robb'd  of  energy  my  soul ; 
I'hat  fcftde  roy  tongue  to  Prudence  say, 
♦'Thou  meddlint;  fool,  away!  away! 

I  cannot— witl  not  follow  ihce." 
O'er  flow'ry  paths  I  gaily  slept; 
FrudencB  the  while  fook'tl  on  and  wept : 
I  ga?'d  on  Love's  enchtmtiag  smile, 
And  doated  on  the  gentle  wile: 
Tis  imt  for  my  weak  lips  lo  tcli 
The  magic  of  each  wond'rons  spell, 
Which  did  a^  bosom-peace  betray, 
And  tempted  still  my  tongue  to  say, 

"  Penitence,  1  will  not  follow  thee," 
Thus  was  my  feeble  judgment  led 
By  all  that  Love  or  look'd  or  said. 
ThMs  was  my  raw,  unpractic'd  youth 
Decciv'd  by  Falsehood,  deck'd  m  truth: 
But  when  I  prov'd  that  angel  smile 
The  worthless  covering  of  guile; 
Oh!  whea  my  dark  ami  vast  despair 
Had  found  his  promises  were  air, 
I'hcn  did  remorse  my  bosom  rend. 
And  clasping  Prudence  as  my  friend, 
"  Lead  on,  (I  cried)  I'll  follow  thee." 
TEB.  a»il30,  1806. 
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Why  fall  those  tears  on  fair  Ast^ne's  breast? 

Spring's  earliest  zephyts  sMll  restorfe  ; 
With  faith,  that  cannoC  chtag0^>  wkh  ii^rtlHie 'btolf  -  /. 

Thy  lover  to  hi?  native  shore. 

A  distant  port  withholds  him  fr6m  thy  sight,         '  '\'  * 

Whilst  adverse  tempests  rend  the  dieep : 
And  his  Iqne  pleasure  thco'  the'walteful  night    ^ 

Is  but  to  think  of  tkee,  axkd  weep..  i-  '. 

In  vain  fair  Chloe  spro^her  tb84vi^  si^e,  ...•'. 

And  bids  her  prompted  friend  in  vain, 
With  words  of  axtful  sympathy  declare  - 

The  sighing  progress  (9f  her:^ii. 

In  vain  she  tells  his  conistknt  heart  to  prove. 

How  from  the  dam6  cold  Peleus  flea, 
And  found  a  fit  regard  x>f  slighted  iove, 

The  verge  of  Hell  for  Beauty's  bed : 

How  Argos'  amorous  queen,  with  cruel  thought, 

To  heal  a  woman's  wounded  pride, 
Her  credulous  lord  to  her  dire  humbur  wrought. 

And  the  chaste  fool  bad  nearly  died. 

i 

*  "Thetroe  £oirle  of  Horace,  in  his  Odes,  is  not  perhaps  the 
**  sablime.  It  seems  to'  me  that  he  is  never  so  much  at  home  as 
«'  when  he  expatiated npon  common  topics,  where  be  can  indulge 
'*  bid  geailit  m  a  certain  vtatt  ot  elegant  familiarity. 

•<    •TEVBNS.'*' 


bi  Tkin  her  treacb^rous  eloquence  assaib 

With  loft  iiuimuting  aim,     ; 
Dnf  as  a  rock  to  her  allusive  tales, 

Hia  eats,  bis  hear^ri^ect  her  c^^im. 

But  thon,  vhilst  thus  his  manly  faith  disarms 

Th*  artillery  of  fK  wanton  fiiir. 
Beware  thy  gallant  nrighbour's  graceful  charmB, 

Ah,  lest  he  chavm  too  much  beware! 

What  tho'  lie  winds  at  will  the  fiery  stecJj"  .'''I' 
The  martial  plain's  superiorpride;  »*fi>J 

What  tho'  his  arms  victoriously  precede  _  , 
Each  youth  who  swims  ibc  Tuscan  tide; 

Still  from  iby  threshold,  kt  approach  of  eve. 
Let  thy  barr'd  pate  his  steps  deny ; 

And  tho'  his  lyre  melodiously  may  grieve 
With  airs  of  tendercst  minstrelsy, 

Tmst  not  the  open'd  casement  with  thine  car, 

But  let  the  baffled  gallant  find, 
That  whilst  he  artful  sivears  thou  art  severe, 

He  may  not  hope  to  prove  thee  kind  ! 


TO  MAJOR  ROOKE,  QF  MANSFIELD, 

Oh  lie  Publication  ^  his  Diurnal  Register  of  ike  IVindi 

for  the  last  T-m  Yfars. 

No  gale  unlucky  may  thy  fortunes  find. 

Benign  Historian  of  the  wayward  wind  ! 

But,  when  it  rises  with  proverbial  sway, 

O  may  it  cast  all  fickleness  away  ! 

On  grateful  wings,  from  blight  and  tempest  free, 

Blow  oaly  GOOD  from  ev'ry  point  to  tiif.e  ! 
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ANACREONTIC. 


Comb  r^ch.meold  Anacreon's  lyre. 
For  wint'ry  sndws  are  lowering  near. 

And  soon  shall  chill  th'  autumnal  fire 
That  gleams  on  life's  declining  year« 

Then  let  me  wake  the  rapturous  shelly 
With  cords  of  sweet  remembrance  strung; 

While  grateful  Age  delights  to  tell  "■'*■. 

Of  joys  that  g^ow'd  when  life  was  young. 

And,  lest  the  languid  pulse  foirego 
The  throb  that  Fanc/s  flight  inspires. 

Anacreon's  flowing  cup  bestow, 

And  urge  with  wine  the  waning  fires. 

But  temper  me  the  Teian  bowl ! 

And  chasten  me  the  Teian  shell ! 
The  visions  that  in  memory  roil 

Are  such  as  Nature's  bosom  swell. 

Yet,  Nature !— *thine  the  votive  string. 

T«  no  polluted  ear  addrest; 
That  of  no  blooming  boys  can  sing. 

But  boys  that  hang  on  Beauty's  breast* 

Nor  lawless  thro'  the  realms  of  love, 
Where  native  Venus  lights  the  way, 

Sh^  yet  excursive  Fancy  rove, 
Inebriate  with  the  wanton  lay,. 
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I^  while  the  mantling  goblet  flows, 
I  sing  of  Beauty's  charms  divine ; — 

The  breast  thftt  h^:««,:Ae  dvfc|  that  glows. 
And  beaming  eyes,  like  stars  that  shine; — 

The  draft  on  M^toiy'i  taUeUnie 
That  pictures  each  eutrandng  grace. 

Without  a  Iruwn  sliall  Stella  view. 
Or  there  some  lu/d  lacmorial  trace. 

And  when  with  hi^-enraptur'd  air 

My  lavnh  vcne  sh^Jl  most  commcni^  . 

She'll  find  hu-r  youthful  image  there, 
Or  in  each  portrait  own  a  friend,       '\ 

Then  reach  me  old  Auacrcon'a  lyre, 
AimI  tempec  mc  AsaKreon's  bawl; 

That  youthful  Joy's  remember'd  fire 
May  Age's  nurabing  frost  controul. 

J.  thelwall. 


On  a  Lady's  Fan  tf  her  own  Painting, 

Of  danger  careless,  while  the  youth  admires 

The  emblematic  toy  on  which  thy  art, 
In  rich  device,  has  shadow'd  Hymen's  fires. 

Love's  sacred  altar,  and  the  votive  heart; 
As  from  the  iiutlior  to  the  work  he  turns, 

Th'  insidious  flame  steals  on  hitn  by  degrees, 
Till  with  the  rapturc  all  his  bosom  bams. 

And  hu  heart  proves  the  sachfioe  he  sees. 

R.  fESTOr,  ESQ. 
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O  Tjiames  with  chrystal  face, 
VVhose  waters  visit  as  they  stray. 
The  hamlets,  where  the  shepherds  play> 

And  seats  that  princes  grace, 
O  Thames,  still  let  me  by  thy  stream. 
Waste  life  away  in  pleasing  dream* 

Not  where  thy  wave  beside. 
The  city  rears  ker  turrets  proud. 
And  the  mad  tumult  of  the  croud 

Resounds  aloii^g  thy  tide, 
O !  let  not  thetfe  my  youth  pursue 
False  joys  that  sober  age  will  rue. 

Nor  where  thy  bank  along. 
Some  princely  villa  crowns  the  plain, 
Whose  gilded  halls  the  glittering  train 

Of  courtly  flatterers  throng, 
O  see  me  not  there  by  thy  wave. 
Of  show  and  idle  state  the  slave. 

But  where  thy  silver  springs 
Thro'  nameless  vales  their  smooth  way  tak^ 
Ere  yet  the  shepherd  they  forsake, 

To  seek  the  seats  of  kings ; 
O !  Thames,  there  let  me  rear  my  bower, 
And  deck  it  round  with  many  a  dower. 
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There  like  thy  iK>isele»  tide, 
Whidk  steals  so  softly  throi^  the  vale» 
That  cm  Uie  baiik  the  poplar  pale 

Hean  not  the  corrent  gUde^ 
So  noiseless  let  my  secret  day, 
AmoDg  the  green  woods  slide  away* 

And  as  thy  waters  flow. 
Not  to  annoy  the  simple  swain. 
His  cot,  his  fold,  or  ripening  grain, 

Bot  blessings  to  bestow. 
So  m^  l!  maris  my  silent  way, 
By  scattering  blessings  where  I  stray. 

Smoothly  the  years  shall  pass. 
Nor  shall  I  know  that  envious  Time 
Has  stole  away  my  youthful  prime. 

Till  taught  by  thy  clear  glass; 
Till  in  thy  chrystal  wave  I  trace 
The  roses  witherihg  on  my  face. 

Along  thy  margent  green. 
The  gentle  Muses  oft  at  morn. 
In  garb  by  rural  virgin  worn. 

Shall  round  my  bower  be  seen ; 
Then  shall  they  place  me  in  their  ranks, 
And  lead  me  to  their  favourite  banks. 

Let  not  the  Muses  crown 
With  laurel  wreath  my  tender  head. 
Nor  round  my  humble  temples  spread 

The  palm  that  yields  renown  ; 
But  round  my  brows  a  garland  twine 
Of  roses  by  thy  stream  that  shine. 
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Or  if  some  alder  tall, 
I  mark  ibat  shudi^s  thee  on  the  steep, 
Beneath  whose  root  thy  waters  creep, 

And  silent  utgf  its  fall  ; 
'O!  grealnesR,  1  will  weep  for  thee, 
for  thou  must  tall  like  that  fair  tree. 

Thus  will  i  musing  lie, 
Ti)l  the  bright  sun  withdraws  his  beam, 
Till  in  thy  wave  the  moobligbt  gleam, 

And  glittering  stars  I  spy, 
TliCH  rise  and  woo  the  birds,  that  sleep 
Their  song  in  tears,  to  soothe  tiiy  sleep. 

Long  in  the  secret  grove, 
Where  thus  the  breath  of  morn  I  taste. 
Where  thus  the  evening  hour  I  waste, 

U !  Thames,  long  winding  rove, 
To  mark  the  soft  ami  smooth  delights, 
Of  rural  days  and  rural  nights. 

Then  gently  take  tliy  way. 
And  as  ihy  silver  waters  glide 
Where  stately  cities  crown  thy  side, 

Or  courts  their  pride  display, 
Mark  if  a  man  more  blest  than  me 
Thy  banks  amid  these  bright  scenes  see. 
1776. 


EPIGRAM,  IMITAIKD  FROM  MARTIAL. 
I  LADGH  at  Poirs  perpetual  pother 

To  make  me  her's  for  life. 
fihc's  old  enough  to  he  my  muthcr — 

Put  not  to  be  my  wife. 
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MORTALITY. 


..I. A 

,  f 

-  I  ■  • 


Swift  o'er  the  high  grass  sweeps  the  blast, 
A  silver  shade  spreads  o'er  the  lively  green ; 

The  gale  is  past, 

No  more  the  silver  shade  is  seen. 

Saw  ye  the  lightning  flash  along  the  sky? 
Save  yonder  blasted  oak, 
A  drear  memorial  of  the  with'ring  stroke, 

It  leaves  no  trace  to  guide  the  following  eye. 
Children  of  men!  and  such  your  lotl 
\  e  live  yoilr  little  hour,  and  die  and  are  forgot. 


.  «v 


What,  then,  avail  the  jewell'd  crown  of  Pow'r, 
Pomp's  ermin'd  robe,  or  Gloria's  death-red  sword  t, 
What  then,  the  Wise  one's  dreams,  the  Miser's  hoard? 

When  Death  proclaims  th'  irrevocable  hour,  '. 

Life's  vain  distinctions  cease:  the  eternal  doom 

Bids  all  the  sons  of  clay  be  equal  in  the  tomb* 

What  tho'  Earth's  millions  the  dark  realms  explore^ ; 

No  cheering  tidings  reach  mankind  from  thence,  . 
For  there  the  eye  of  Wisdom  sees  no  more. 

And  silent  is  the  tongue  of  Eloquence.  -i 

For  no  one  of  the  innumerable  dead,  '     < 

Revisits  men  from  that  obscure  abode ; 
For  never  spirit  twice  could  tread 

The  darky  the  dreadful  road. 

T  2 


276 

Why  %Iee|ik  the  poet — he  whose  magic  song 
Leads  channed  Fancy  those  wild  r^ms  along. 

Whose  shadowy  portals  bear  the  ominous  line,  . 
^  Quit  eveiy  hope  all  ye  who  enter  here!* 

Why  sleeps  the  bard  divine, 
Whose  spirit  **  far  beyond  the  visible  sphere 

**  Soar'd  on  the  seraph  wingi  of  Extasy  V* 
Why  sleeps  the  seer 

Who  gave  the  laws  of  Nature  to  our  eye, 

Fiird  with  a  portion  of  divinity? 

For  me,  be  mine  when  Fate  shall  free 
This  n>irit  from  mortality, 
Catchmg  Memoiy's  mellow'd  sigh. 
Still  o'er  my  wonted  haunts  to  fly;  x 
In  gentle  visions  to  descend 
The  guardian  angel  of  ray  friend. 
To  ease  the  last  long  ling'ring  breath. 
Breathe  joy  prophetic  in  the  hour  of  death, 
]E^mbracc  in  air  the  new-born  sprite. 
And  guide  it  to  the  realms  of  light  \ 

IJntbusiiast ! — if  thou  cans^—explore 

The  vale  of  life  that  lies  beiope. 

Dark  i^  the  vale  of  years, 

Dimm'd  by  those  Jit^le  piis^  in  Reason's  feeble  eye;— 

Enthusiast!  cease  to  gaze  amid  immensity. 

When  on  the  bed  of  Death 

Quick  beats  my  pulse,  and  falt'ring  heaves  my  breath ; 

When  round  me  watch  my  friends  with  streaming  eyes, 

Wearying  the  sick  heart  with  their  fruitless  cries : 

Let  mc  in  that  last  moment  know 

What  proud  j 03^8  Virtue  can  bestow, 

And,  fearless  of  the  iron  rod, 

JLpok  up  to  thee,  my  fricAd,  my  father,  and  my  God  [ 
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All  spate  ttiat  agonizing  hour — 
Cothe  quickly i  Death!  and  I  will  bkw  thy powV. 
Come  qtuchly— /notch  me  to  the  realms  aboire, 
Bt2t  spare  that  pang  to  part  with  those  I  love! 
And  when  the  grass  shall  wave 
Slow  o'er  my  humble  grave, 
My  grave  beside  some  hawthorn  bush,  wherein 
The  nightingale  shall  sing  her  song. 
Then  may  the  peasant  say,  and  drop  a  tear, 
«  The  bard  belov'd  by  all  lies  bur/d  here." 
jyLY  7, 1796. 


TO  MY  SPANIEt. 

WfiY  cringins,  trouching,  tail  unctirld> 

Thus  dost  thou  greet 

Thy  master's  feet  ? 
I  would  not  hurt  thee  for  the  world* 

And,  yet^  I  love  thy  fatvning  grace} 

Tis  Nature's  voice, 

And  I  rejoice 
Her  ever- varied  speech  to  trac^* 

But  Man,  of  Heav'n  the  nobl^t  bonn 

Such  arts  and  wiles, 

To  gain  the  sioiks 
Of  I^atron  jigrond,  should  ever  scoxn ; 
Should  wrap  himself  in  dignity  and  worthy 
And,  Heikrn  his  friend,  4^  ^e  rockitig  eartt. 

i.  S.  COBBOXJX. 


"iA"MORNING  PIECE 

From  the  fiatCi^s  ia  the  Jlrrcula  Furau  of  Sen. 


Jam  caia  mica  ill  ainrra  prnno 
-  Is'n^idB  mfHtdo:  Not  nctgiagos 
CtintroliitigoW  i  loce  irnatn 
Cugit  nkidutn  Pliogjiotus  igmeDi  &c. 


SciTTEit'r,  8n(l  frcbly  (winkiing,  die 
'Ihc  Svlars  nil  o'er  the  whitening  sky; 
Far  west  the  van^ish'd  Night  rotiri'S, 
And  calls  away  licr  wandering  fires ; 
Bright  Phosphor  lost  iho  shiniug  train 
Compels  ^Mg  the  serial  plain  j 
With  whm  oolique 'a-down  llic  pole 
Their  wintpry  wain  the  Ursre  roll. 
The  mHnfttHig  Suti,  wide- beaming,  now 
Has  gilded  0 eta's  lofty  brow  ; 
While  woody  bill  and  gra^  vate 
His  joy-rtvmng  splendour  "liai). 
The  SIooii,  fait  regent  of  the  Night, 
Withdraws  her  dini  dimjniah'd  lifiht;— 
Mild  sister  beam!  she'll  aoon.returo. 
And  in  frat^i^uil  I'aditmce  iqra^ 

The  cock  has  crow'd  his  warning  clear. 
The  IfOVK^^hiill'd  the  |il6<Unbn's'ear, ' 
And  sleep  from  all  tlte  hainlttAIlM;    i' 
Hale  Industry  leaps  from  his  Bty, 
And  op<ril>B  Mrly  cetske'dottrt  i 

■rteSkyjIheMaWhlindMBtietfer,    ^    ' 
'  '■'BerfaD«',  4Mh''vbii<^^«efa«idai(»;--i'  .'  .: 
Ut'Aft£b'.^,t'''J''*  future  labour  plans. 

From  where  a-du*'^  the  valley  green 
The  hamlet's  Binoke''is  frequent  seen. 
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Their  flocks  a- field  the  shepherds  Idad, 
That  browse  the.  springing  dewy  blade ; 
While  o*er  the  meadows  free  and  gay 
The  steerlings  butt  in  frolic  play, 
Their  vacant  dams  are  feeding  by, 
The  milky  treasure  to  supply; 
And  ligbt-fodt  kids  feTratic  spring 
In  many  a  wild  convolving  ring. 

The  Thracian  warbler  *  'mid  the  frees 
With  all  a  raotter's  transport  se6s 
Heryoune  the  n6w-fledg'd  wing  display, 
And  wondering  Hit  from  spray  to  spray : 
She  scans  their  beauties  o'er  and  o^r, 
New  beauties  ripening  every  hour; 
And,  as  their  short  low  warblings  rise, 
Love  thrills  her  heart  sind  lights  her  eyes ; 
Pleas'd  every  lovely*  trace  to  fiiid^ 
She  recognizes  ill  ner  kind ; 
Sleeks  every  feather  with  delight. 
And  turns  them  to  the  orient  light ; 
While  all  around,  a  gleeful  throng. 
The  birds  loud  raise  the  minting  song, 
And,  chanting  clear  from  spray  to  spray, 
Salute  the  God  of  Light  and  Day. 

The  sailor  to  the  swelling  gale 
Wide  expands  the  tustling  sKtil; 
On  the  rock's  protruded  side, 
Scoop'd  and  hollowed  by  the  tide. 
With  baited  hook  and  line  in  hand, 
The  patient  fisher  takes  his  stand ; 
The  tug  just  felt,  the  trembling  line 
Bespeaks  the  prey— quick  at  the  sign 

• .  •■ 
*  PhUomela,  tN  Nightiogale.    See  Q^^ '])|etftniPtpho«cs. 

T'4  i'"    ■-•-•■• 
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His  well-ejcpericncpd  skill  he  plir«. 
And  flings  usliore  tLe  flouncing  prize. 

Such  tranquil  joys  the  man  attend 
Whom  Innocence  and  Worth  btfricnd; 
Whose  wish  AnibitiDn  ne'er  has  drove 
Beyond  his  small  domain  to  rove. 
1'he  plough,  the  fold,  give  all  he  needs, 
And  whiit  amuses,  clothts  and  feeds  ; 
While  love  and  duty  grace  his  board. 
And  bli-ss  with  smiLs  their  rural  lord. 

But  joys  like  these  they  ne'er  attain 
Who  grasp  for  power  or  ill-won  gain 
Amid  the  City's  impious  noise. 
Where  racking  hope  and  fear  annoys. 

Sleepless,  by  Disappointment  cross'd. 
Or  Apprehension's  tempest  toas'd. 
Some,  heedless  of  Enjoyment's  hour. 
Hang  on  the  hollow  smiles  of  power ; 
Cringe,  vilely  servile,  to  the  Great, 
And  crowd  the  deal'  proud  gates  of  State; 
And  tiome  with  endless  toil  and  pain 
Pant,  scramble,  grasp,  and  squeeze  for  gain  ; 
Brood  o'er  the  mammon  with  insatiate  gaze, 
While  gnawing  want  upon  their  vitals  preys, 

Puff'd  with  the  breath  of  vague  acclaim, 
One  glories  in  capricious  Fame; 
Of  fickle,  empty  plaudits  proud. 
He  hails  elate  the  shouting  crowd : 
Another,  fierce  in  wordy  war. 
With  venal  thunder  shakes  the  Bar; 
Or  right  or  wrong,  his  zeal  the  same. 
The  fee,  not  justice,  is  his  aim. 

How  f«w  in  calm  Secure  repuse 
Enjoy  content  what  Heaven  bestows  ; 
And  knowing  they  cannot  Time  re-bring. 
I.eiip  up  and  ride  upon  his  wing. 
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Bask  in  the  sun  wliile  it  is  day^ 
Live,  and  live  happy,  while  you  may ; 
For  days  and  years  successive  roll, 
And  life  still  hastens  to  the  goal. 
•  The  Sisters  ply  their  fatal  trade, 
Nor  ever  backward  trace  the  thread ; 
But  mortals  run  with  headlong  haste 
To  meet  the  fate  by  which  they're  chas'd ; 
And  madly  of  their  own  accord 
Rush  on  the  hated  Stygian  ford. 

O  great  Alcides!  lur  d  astray 
By 'Glory's  over-ardent  ray, 
Too  eagerly  you  speed  to  tread 
The  dismal  mansions  of  the  dead  ! 
Soon  comes  the  day  the  Fates  ordain, 
And  none  may  Death's  fell  hand  restrain  ^ 
None  may  the  fatal  lot  put  by — 
The  urn  is  shook,  and  out  they  fly. 

Let  others  burn  to  shine  afar 
In  Grandeur^s  proud  triumphal  car ; 
Let  others  boast  a  deathless  name. 
And  the  loud  voice  of  babbling  Fame 
To  distant  lands  and  ages  roll, 
And  sound  their  praise  from  pole  to  pole. 
Till,  claiming  kindred  with  the  skies. 
Heroes  and  demi-gods  they  rise : 
But  may  some  humble  rustic  shed 
From  strife  and  envy  shield  my  head. 
Where,  safe  in  my  obscure  retreat, 
In  peace  th'  awards  of  Heav'n  I'll  wut. 
For  hoary  age  by  slow  degrees 
Steals  on  the  scenes  of  quiet  ease ; 
And  poverty's  small  fortune's  sure. 
In  snu£  humility  secure ; 
While  he  who  climbs  ambition's  heigh t. 
But  £dls  with  aggravated  weight. 

R.  jAMIKSOir. 


ODZ  TO  SLEEP. 


O  TH9V,  vluMe  Df^  t^^ucli  kbr-di  tbe  opiste  devs 
Of  bbu>4  ObbvMV  ;  dm  a^oae  power 
MWa  ottriad.  *w*tiiWftftMir  miMb 

Oi>  iDf  dowd  lldh  1»<  ^.  O  skiAowy  Qkc^ 

I'o  Itiiiy  fJCKtUj  Mvf  tunof  bliwiful  etuBE 

Klytixii  i  t(iciun»(  ibcr  uun-al  vceoe 

III  Kuiicy'*  e^ffgeovt  uriu  nod  Jmagery  Gublimc: 

Ami  l/Mfiji  P'»n  ■<'il  Ihy  migjc  cdl 

■i:  .■  ]..  i."i.  ,  ■■■   ■  ...  .:..  -p.!!, 

\'.     .  ■.  i^'i^r'slrancp, 

Wlijlf  pars  thy  airy  train  successive  by, 

'I'll  |-a|jl  Attejiti'^ii'i  glance : 

Ul't'  has  die  Bitfd  whum  genius  warms, 

Wti.j  jiiiirk»  at  fvy  lljy  spectre- forms, 

Willi  itiim  thy  magic  stores  divine 

Tljc  ciiloui'ing  of  hit  simple  line  ; 

And  o'iT  llii^  page  ihe  Muses  own 

lUys  111  (xwlic  ff'try  thrown  ; 

And  nki-iched  the  high-wrought  scenes,  and  bade  them 

Blow, 
III  luditini  hunsof  light,  and  Fiction's  solemn  show. 

llul  llir,  liir  greiiler  bimit  was  thino 
WIl'Ii  ln=|>iniiiim  kd  thy  band  ; 

Wl»'i.  luit  »;ih  loi>d  illusiuDB  vujn, 
Kui'h  UH  ihu  idlu  Intiu 
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Alarm,  with  prodigy  and  dire  portent, 

Thou  cam'st ;  but  which  when  Wisdom's  self  beheld. 

Rightly  she  augured  what  thy  visions  meant. 

Shadowed  in  doubtful  hues  by  svNne  immortal  hmnd; 

When  breathing  mystic  truths  divine. 

Full  many  a  seer  and  prophet  thou  hast  taught. 

And  from  the  Almighty  brought 

Behests  of  dread  command,  and  import  high ; 

While  the  rapt  mind's  judging  eye 

In  cloudless  perspective  the  Future  caught : 

Nor  seldom  God  or  Angel  held 

Converse  with  man ;  the  midnight  hour 

Illumined  shone  with  glory's  ray, 

And  coruscations  of  eternal  day 

Waved,  queen  of  silence !  o'er  thy  darksome  bower; 

Heaven  oped  her  golden  portals  wide. 

And  far  within  her  glittering  courts  were  spied 

The  angelic  phalanx  robed  in  vestments  bright  ^, 

To  earth  descending  slow  from  yon  fair  worlds  of  liglil. 

And  still  thy  gracious  forms  await 

The  good  man  on  the  verge  of  fate ; 

When  this  world  and  the  next  between, 

The  Beatific  Vision  to  the  sight 

Unfolding,  opens  heaven:  then  floods ^he  scene, 

In  boundless  bliss  absorbed,  and  deluges  of  light. : 

Thou  canst  the  heart  of  Guilt  appal ; 

Thy  voice,  O  awfnl  Sleep,  has  power 

To  wake  the  dead  at  midnight  hour,   .  :  / 

Obedient  to  thy  potent  call : 

And  tyrants  oft*  have  heard  with  dread  «  • 

The  cry  of  vengeance  thundering  in  th«r  car,     f  •,  •  I 

While  the  pale  spectre  Fear 

Hangs  her  dire  pordsnts  round  the  regal  be«l,    ^ 

♦  GeaesiS)  ch.  xxviii.  ver.  12. 
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Horrors,  and  woet,  and  death :  Night's  demons  lond 
Skiiek  to  the  moon  afari  from  many  a  paasing  doud. 

Beneath  ihc  dim  Earth's  centre  iipcp, 

Beneath  where  Ocean  rolls  his  wave, 

Where  ghosts  their  lingering  sabbath  keep, 

And  thronn  across  the  gulph  of  fate. 

Where  Hell  her  ponderous,  adamantine  gate 

Bars  on  the  mansions  of  the  grave  ; 

Close  by  Death's  door,  on  either  hand. 

O  Sleep,  ihy  shadowy  kingdoms  stand  ; 

Stretched  on  thy  cbun-coach  sbpine, 

Soft  poppy-wreaths  thy  temples  twiue ; 

Around  thee  mimic  Fancy  plays. 

The  shadow  of  the  evening  stritys, 

And  busy  murmurs  creep: 

While  dreams  in  clusters  thick  arc  spread 

Like  hovering  mists  about  thy  head, 

That  with  fantastic  wing  thy  dewy  eye-lids  sweep. 

About  thy  sable  standard  pass 
Of  Hopes  and  Fears  a  mingled  mass, 
l-'luttering  Wishes,  gay  Desires, 
Sighs  of  Disappoiiitmenl  bom, 
Passion's  unextinguished  fires. 
And  Melancholy's  plaJnt  forlorn! 
While  from^  the  tablet  uf  the  brain 
Memory  calls  off  her  dusky  train, 
Dim-iciJed  Illusion  mocks  the  sight 
With  short-  lived  phantoms  of  delight. 
And  shows  of  promised  bliss,  that  fly 
Ere  the  young  Mora  with  bashful  eye. 
From  Thetis'  coral-woven  bed. 
Lifts  o'er  the  wave  his  beaming  head  : 
Amidst  the  deep-surrounding  shade 
Ambition's  gilded  trophies  fade  ; 
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No  more  the  Lover's  arms  infold 

Theiair,  snatched  sudden  from  his  view; 

And  melting  like  the  early  dew 

Slips  from  the  Miser's  grasp  the  evanescent  gold. 

Vast  and  stupendous  beyond  aught 

Fancy,  in  fit  ecstatic,  thought ; 

Or  what  beside  of  high-wrought  lore 

Graced  Fiction's  elfin-tales  of  yore,^ 

Thy  forms  in  many  a  wondrous  hue 

Glance  on  the  bard's  astonished  view. 

Or  hold  in  deep  suspense  his  tranced  ear; 

While  many  a  phantom  cleaves  the  ground. 

And  busy  munnurs  circle  round, 

And  airy  voices  wake,  that  whisper  fear : 

Oft*  by  thy  paly  star 

His  steps  thou  lead'st  to  shadowy  wood-scenes  wild. 

Or  where  stupendous  precipices  piled. 

Gleam  through  the  untrodden  wilderness  afar ; 

Where  nature's  awful  scenes  present 

]Mute  wonder  and  astonishment; 

Or  in  some  nook  where  Solitude 

Sits  on  a  rocky  fragment  rude, 

lie  reads  that  high,  immortal  line. 

Traced  by  the  Muse's  hand  divine, 

Which,  while  enamoured  of  the  strain, 

Memor/s  bold  pencil  would  retain. 

Fades  by  degrees  upon  the  mental  sight. 

And  seeks  Oblivion  s  shore,  and  melts  before  the  light 

Ye  visions  of  the  night,  farewell ! 
The  orient  Morn's  impurpled  ray 
Has  chased  your  airy  fonus  away. 
And  now  with  strong  immortal  hand, 
She  breaks,  O  Sleep,  thy  fairy  wand. 
And  melts  thy  wizard  spell ; 
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Yet  with  impassioned,  fond  regret,- 

I  quit  thy  shadowy  realms,  where  brought 

'Midst  Fancy's  high  and  solemn  hour, 

The  muse  invoked  thy  mystic  power 

To  nurse  poetic  thought : 

Adieu,  ye  visionary  vales ! 

Far  off  Night's  sullen  spirit  sails,  • 

The  land  of  shadows,  lo,  I  leave : 

Yet  shall  yon  golden  lamp  of  day 

More  lasting  forms,  more  happy  scenes  display  f 

Alas !  like  thine,  they  quickly  pass  away, 

like  thine,  alas  I  deceive. 


ODE  TO  THE  SAME. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

Soft  Queen  of  shadows,  gentle  Sleep, 

Once  more  to  thee  I  pay  my  vow. 

Again  I  woo  thy  murmurs  deep 

To  sooth  this  throbbing  breast  of  mine, 

And  round  my  aching  temples  twine 

The  grateful  foliage  of  thy  cypress-bough  ; 

Sweet  are  thy  foldings;  when  the  mind 

Leaving  the  load  of  cares  behind, 

Expatiates  'midst  thy  visionary  reign, 

And  bathes  in  slumbers  bland  the  wakeful  sense  of  pain. 

Sweet  are  thy  foldings ;  when  to  bless 
The  spirit  faint  with  trials  sore, 
Thou  com'st  indulgent,  to  restore 
Past  scenes  of  short-lived  happiness ! 
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When  thy  fairy-fingeis  dress 

The  paths  where  childhood  loved  to  strmy  ^ 

When  Joy  with  roses  strewed  the  wty. 

And  Pleasure,  nynoph  of  heavenly  birth. 

Frolicked  blithe :  with  simple  Glee, 

Sport,  and  rose-lip'd  Gaiety, 

The  family  of  Mirth  ! 

Where  playful  at  the  cottage-door, 

Or  in  light  gambols  on  the  floor, 

Infant-groupes  with  daisies  crowned. 

Frisked  in  many  an  airy  round  ; 

Or,  with  instinctive  aim,  began 

To  mimic,  'midst  their  sports^  the  graver  cares  of  Man* 

Scenes  of  enchantment !  ye  are  fled ; 

Yet  Fancy  otV  your  flight  pursues. 

While  evemug-shadows  dim 

0*er  earth's  pale  surface  swim. 

And  eyes  your  transient  forms,  and  pranks  in  golden 

hues. 
But  most  when  mortal  eye-lids  close 
Locked  in  Sleep's  profound  ropose, 
The  Enchantress  wakes ;  and  lo,  anew, 
Youth's  fairy  prospects  start  to  view, 
The  vernal  landscape  glows ! 
Hope  relumes  her  sickly  fires, 
The  Bard's  ecs^tatic  breast  inspires, 
Expressing  subjects  high,  and  worthy  of  the  Muse. 
And  ott*  has  Friendship  known 
The  kind  relief  that  Sleep  alone 
Soothest  of  heavenly  powers  !   with  opiate  touch 

bestows : 
Even  Love  beneath  thy  placid  reign, 
In  sweet  delirium  sinks  to  rest, 
Calms  the  wild  tumults  of  his  breast, 
And  in  thy  silken  bonds  foregoes  his  ruthless  chain. 


Say.  SIwp,  wbmce  o'er  the  mind 

Dutt  tbon  (ucb  potency  doive. 

To  bid  the  hosts  of  Thon^t 

That  with  the  b^t  of  d«y 

In  chill  oblivion  died  amy, 

A^in  on  Mf  mory*  plmin  mi»e  ? 

Tbai  «iih  ihy  suUlu  magic  fraught. 

In  many  a  glitirring  rank  combined. 

Reflect  lh(?  splendours  of  theEneiila)  niyi 

And  agitste  the  soul,  or  tranqnillixe; 

Now  with  soblimett  objects  fill. 

With  Pity  (ouch,  with  Horror  thrill. 

And  wake  respondent  sympathies. 

Thy  colourings.  Sleep,  deceive 

Deliciously  the  throb  of  pain, 

Bid  us  live  o'er  the  day  a^n ; 

With  gildings  soft  the  scene  relieve. 

And  heighten  into  bliss  Life's  dull  realities. 

By  necromantic  groves  thai  glance 

Their  umbrage  dusk  to  the  Phccbean  beam. 

Where  hung  with  many  a  dream. 

The  twinkling  boughs  to  rosy  zephyrs  dance; 

By  darksome  rocks  that  lower 

O'er  the  wild  brook  that  babbles  by, 

O,  often  meet  my  ear 

In  echoes  soft  and  clear, 

Of  fairy  harps  unseen,  and  solemn  miDSlrclsy  : 

And  o'er  my  soul  ihy  mystic  visions  pour, 

Pure,  intellectual ;  such  as  fed 

By  happiest  presage  of  better  days 

itouud  modest  Merit's  drooping  bead. 

Beam  the  clear  sunshine  of  ingenuous  Praise  : 

Such  as  the  wuundcd  bosom  cheer, 
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Whene'er  by  cold  neglect  depressed^ 

Or  held  by  Obloquy  in  thrall, 

Or  steeped  in  Env/s  venomed  gall ; 

Then,  Sleep,  thy  healing  influence  bring, 

Soft  slumbers  waft  on  downy  wing, 

And  breathe  the  balm  divine  of  visionary  rest. 

Thus,  Sleep,  oft'  let  me  lie 

Beneath  thy  grateful  shado wings :  Call  around 

Every  magic  sight  and  sound  ; 

Shifting  swift  from  grave  to  gay. 

Mingling  shade,  or  flashing  day, 

Glance  with  fairy  footsteps  by, 

And  lull  each  sense  in  extacy ! 

Off  let  the  friend  of  former  days 

Meet  me  in  sweet  colloquial  talk, 

And  'midst  thy  moon-light  scenes  delighted  walk, 

While  on  each  other's  face  we  gaze. 

And  with  congenial  warmth  our  bosoms  burn 

Of  sacred  amity ;  o'erjoyed  to  live 

The  spring  time  of  our  youth  again, 

To  taste  the  pleasure,  or  the  pain. 

And  with  remembrance  bland,  survive 

The  solitary  urn! 

Thus,  Sleep,  oft'  find  me,  at  thy  soft  return, 

While  Philomela  pours  her  minstrelsy ; 

And  to  my  sight  in  colours  faint 

Those  future  scenes  of  Beauty  paint, 

Wliich  oft,  with  foretaste  kind,  await 

On  Virtue,  in  this  transient  state. 

Exhibiting,  in  vision  high, 

A  weak,  but  rapturous  glance  of  Immortality ! 
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•  THE  PRINTERS'  CAULDRON. 

Scene — A  dark  Room:   in  tie  Middle  a  great  Cauldroif 

burning. 

Thunder — enter  three  Printe/s  DeriU* 


FIRST   DZYIL4 

Thrice  the  watchman  gave  bis  knocks 

SECOND   DKYIL^ 

Twice — and  once  has  crow'd  the  cock : 

THIRD    DEVIL- 

Our  master  cries,  *  'Tis  five  o'clock/ 

Now  your  several  schemes  display. 
To  make  the  paper  of  the  day  :-— 

SECOND  DEVIL. 

Spy  that  standing  on  cold  stone^ 
Names  and  titles  one  by  one, 
Catchest  at  the  doors  of  fashion, 
Haste  to  bring  your  motley  trash  in; 
Packvvood's  puffs,  and  state  of  weather^ 
Hints  of  who  and  who's  together, 
(Paid  to  contradict  to-morrow 
Mistake — inserted  to  our  sorrow) 
Fluttering  follies  light  as  vapour^ 
Rise  you  to  the  top  o'th'  paper. 
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ALL. 

t>ouble,  double,  toil  and  trouble^ 
Touch  the  cash — the  nation  bubble. 

FIRST    DEVIL. 

Braham-— Soldier  tir'd — Mad  Be89-*> 
Case  of  singular  distress^ 
Speech  of  egotistic  pleader, 
String  of  Coaches  made  by  Leader, 
Fashionable  invalids, 
Morning  dresses,  widows'  weeds. 
Lobby  quarrels,  satisfaction. 
Rout  in  May-fair,  crim.  con.  action^ 
Patent  soles  that  never  faultcr. 
Doctors  Brodum  and  Sir  Walter, 
Pun  and  vive  la  bagatelle 
Schemes  to  make  our  paper  sell. 

ALL. 

Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble, 
Touch  the  cash — the  nation  bubble* 

THIRD   DEVIL* 

Bonaparte^  Paris  fashions, 
Chapels,  Cyprian  assignations : 
Captain  Sash,  the  sea-side  shark-* 
Slander's  arrow  shot  i'th'  dark. 
Villa  of  Roehampton  Jew, 
Horrid  murder  done  at  Kew; 
Queries,  critical  corrections, 
Galvinistic  resurrections. 
Treatise  on  the  Moon's  eclipse^ 
Paint  for  cheeks,  and  salve  for  lips* 
Stupid  pun,  birth*-strangled  jest — 
Portsmouth  letter — ^wind  north-west 
And  thus  our  merit  stands  confessed! 

V  2 
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ALL. 


Double,  doublet  toil  and  trouble, 
'J  ouch  the  cash — the  nation  bubble* 

ft£COND  DEVIL. 

Cool  it  with  an  empty  boast, 

That  "  every  day  wc  sell  the  most,'' 

"Tis  done — behold  the  The  Morning  Post 


-] 


SONG- 

»Y   MKHASL  WODRULLi  ESQ« 

What  j^tiU  <Km^  ftur  Lucy's  disdain 
Occiisiou  ihisi  tV"^tt?ring  sinart ; 
Cannot  lime  jjix-t*  relief  to  your  pain. 
And  heal  tho  slight  wound  in  your  heart  ? 

The  arrows  of  Cupid,  I  know, 
At  first  are  all  pointed  with  steel : 
But  how  frail  is  the  strength  of  his  bowl 
How  fleeting  the  pangs  which  we  feel ! 

His  wings  they  are  shatter'd  by  Time, 
His  quiver  is  soil'd  in  the  dust, 
Such,  such,  is  Life's  flowery  prime, 
And  Beauty's  most  insolent  trust. 

Taste  the  joys  a  new  passion  can  give. 
With  the  nymph  thats  complying  and  kind  3 
Or,  learning  more  sagely  to  live. 
Be  blest,  and  give  Love  to  the  wind. 
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THE  BEECH  TREE. 

AK  ALLEGORICAL  ODE. 
BY  THS  LATE  REV.  T.  COL£|  LL.B, 


Serene  and  calm,  the  morning  ray 
Had  poured  a  cheerful  gleam  of  day 

Through  Philo's  inmost  grove. 
When  Damon  there,  in  private,  sought 
With  some  kind  muse  to  shun  each  thought 

Of  inauspicious  love. 

But  nature's  walks  in  vain  he  views. 
In  vain  art's  winding  paths  pursues. 

Though  worthy  Iwth  of  song ; 
For  here  the  am'rous  boughs  eip  brace. 
And  all  the  charms  he  there  can  trace 

To  love  alone  belong. 

The  lofty  vista's  ample  bent, 
The  rising  prospectus  vast  extent, 

Aspiring  thoughts  suggest ; 
And  though  the  streams  and  zephyrs  meet 
To  cool  the  arbour's  close  retreat, 

It  but  inflames  his  breast ! 

At  length,  beneath  a  Beech's  shade, 
Each  sightlier  object  to  evade. 

In  pensive  mood  he  came ; 
But  there,  alas  I  some  kindred  swain 
Had  on  the  bark  inscrib'd  his  pain 

With  lovely  Celia's  name ! 

y  3 
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Cupid  at  this,  who  all  the  while 

Had  watch'd  bis  steps  with  secret  gvile, 

Presents  himself  to  sight; 
And  thinking  now  his  conquest  won, 
The  indignant  tyrant  thus  begun 

Witb  insolent  delight. 

Attempt  no  more,  thou  rebel  Slave, 
A  weak  and  tender  Heart  to  save 

From  mine  and  Celia's  sway  ; 
For  whilst  to  mo  that  charming  maid 
Consents  to  lend  her  pow'rful  aid, 

Thou  shalt  my  will  obey. 

Cease  then  thy  contest,  and  agree 
To  pay  due  homage  still  to  me 

At  beauty's  sacred  shrine ; 
Nor  ever  from  this  time  presume 
Thy  wonted  commerce  to  resume 

With  any  of  the  nine. 

Half  yielding  up  dear  Freedom's  cause 
To  this  usurper's  rigid  laws, 

He  hesitates  assent ; 
And  caught  with  Hope's  delusive  prize, 
Was  half  inclined  to  sacrifice 

Th'  enjoyment  of  content, 

When,  hark  !  a  soft  harmonious  sound, 
Through  all  the  grove  diffused  around. 

With  wondering  joy  he  hears: 
And,  lo  !  Urania,  quick  as  thought. 
In  a  rich  garb,  by  Iris  wrought, 

Before  him  now  appears. 
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Nor  miljd  nor  rigorous  her  moii^^ 
3ut  such  as  spoke  intent  benign» 

Though  purposed  to  upbraid ;    . 
And  thus,  inclined  at  once  to'  excite 
Regret,  attempcrM  with  delight^ 

Severely  kind,  jshe  said : 

In  Contemplation's  bow'r  reclined^ 
Have  i  so  often  calm'd  ^hy  mind 

With  soothing  lays  in  vain ; 
My  lyre,  in  vain,  so  often  strung^ 
And  with  each  fav'rite  poet  sung 

To  thee  his  choicest  strain  ? 

Let  not  this  sly,  insidious  cheat, 
With  all  his  wiles,  thy  heart  defeat, 

But  vindicate  thy  choice  : 
With  courage  own  thy  tnKBSt  friend. 
Nor  fear  to  show  thou  dar'st  ,atten4 

To  mine,  and  Reason^s  voice* 

Reflect  on  thy  past  happy  state, 
And  call  to  mind,  ere  'tis  too  late. 

How  well  you  oi^ce  was  taught 
To  bid  defiance  to  those  cares, 
Which  now  you  feel,  and  shim  those  snares, 

In  which  yoif  now  are  caught. 

From  Passion's  meteor  turn  thy  sight, 
And  let  calm  Reason's  steady  light 

Thy  footsteps  always  guide : 
That  only  roves  through  Fojly's  chase, 
put  this  leads  Wisdom  to  the  place 

^h^re  Tr^th  aQd  ^e^ce  reside. 

1^4 
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At  this  Urania  paus'd,  to  try 
If  Cupid  chose  to  make  reply 

To  aught  she  had  express  a : 
But  ere  suspense  left  either  free, 
The  Hamadriad  of  the  tree 

Each  party  thus  addressed : 

The  nymph,  indeed,  whose  name  I  bear 
May  well  deserve  your  rival  care, 

But  'tis  as  mutual  friends : 
Yoursev'ral  gifts  for  her  combine, 
Nor  ere,  in  such  a  cause,  decline 

To  serve  each  other's  ends. 

Let  her  whose  charms  at  once  can  raise 
The  lover's  sigh,  the  poet's  praise. 

Your  equal  favour  find : 
No  more  each  other's  votaries  scorn. 
While  perfect  grace  and  worth  adorn 

Her  person  and  her  mind ! 

And  though  you  must  not  yet  declare 
To  whom  the  fates  reserve  the  fair, 

This  gentle  youth  direct. 
If  to  his  mind  he  can't  be  blest. 
From  envy  to  secure  his  breast. 

And  bear  with  cool  neglect. 

That  face  which  jealousy  can  love, 
That  conduct  censure  must  approve, 

Permit  him  to  admire : 
But,  Oh !  with  strength  possess  his  soul 
Each  anxious  passion  to  controul, 

And  check  each  fond  desire. 
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ODE. 

BY    MR.   SHAW, 


1 


While  I  was  absent  from  my  fair,  ' 

Ye  hours,  I  bad  you  speed  your  flighty 
Swift  as  the  winds  that  sweep  the  air, 

Till  Delia  blest  again  my  sight.] 

But  then  you  crept  with  dull  delay, 

Regardless  of  a  lover's  pain; 
And  slowly  brought  at  length  the  day 

When  Delia  blest  my  eyes  again. 

Now  wken  the  nymph  delights  my  sight. 

Ye  hours,  I  bid  you  softly  stay  \ 

Your  speed,  nor  with  too  hasty  flight  I 

The  precious  minutes  bear  away.  I 

But  now  on  swiftest  wings  ye  move,  ^ 

And  now  ye  bring  that  mbment  near  j 

Which  parts  me  from  the  n3rmph  I  love,  | 
And  Delia  sheds  the  tender  tear. 

O  wayward  hours,  that  slowly  move, 

Or  swiftly  at  your  pleasure  glide, 
Why  are  ye  bent  to  cross  my  love, 

And  from  my  fair  one  to  divide  ? 

Yet  vain  your  malice  is  and  art ! 

While  you  pursue  your  circling  race. 
You  never  from  my  constant  heart 
My  Delia's  ima^e  can  efface. 
1776. 
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ro  A  LADY, 

jyUh  a  next)  Years  Gift ;  the  Author  being  accustomed  tu 
make  her  an  Annual  Present,     1 764. 

BY    F»  N.  C.  MUNDAY,    ESQ, 


\s  Hays  of  yore,  as  they  record, 

When  all  was  carried  by  the  sword ; 

When  folks  took  not  the  le^t  delight  in 

Auiiht  on  the  earth  of  God,  but  fighting; 

A  King  sonietinies,  by  way  of  riot, 

Seeing  his  neighbours  slept  in  q«iet, 

And  little  d^ream'd  of  harm,  would*  therefore, 

Without  another  why  or  wherefore, 

Descend  upon  him  sword  in  hand. 

And  rob  him  of  his  crowp  and  land. 

And  then  to  shew  his  generosity. 

Laying  aside  his  late  ferocity, " 

The  Conqueror  freely  would  restore 

What  strictly  was  the  man's  before, 

Provided  he,  upon  his  knees, 

Would  swear  to  some  such  rules  as  these : 

"  You  vassal  in  my  cause  must  fight, 

"  Whether  that  cause  be  wrong  or  right ; 

"  And  without  grumbling  draw  your  swofd, 

^'  Whene'er  I  please  to  give  the  word ; 

"  And  when  we  meet,  thus  kneeling  down, 

*'  Must  do  me  homage  for  your  crown  : 

"  And  once  a  year,  by  way  of  token 

**  Th^t  these  your  vows  remain  uubroken> 
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^'  Some  trifting  present  let  roc  htve, 
**  Delivcr'd  from  you  as  my  slave: 
f*  And,  if  it  be  uot  duly  paid, 
**  Depend  upon*t  this  trusty  blade 
'*  Shall  never  rest  within  its  ^heath, 
"  Until  it  has  procur'd  your  death."r^ 
— O'er  neighbouring  king,  and  subject  pceF, 
The  tyrant  thus  would  domineer ; 
Whilst  every  baron  in  the  nation* 
Posess'd  of  king-lilfiB  imitation,     ' 
The  same  allegiance  would  extort 
From  fanners  at  his  country  court : 
And  if  he  came  not  gift  in  hand, 
Wou'd  QustM^ villain  from  his  land. 
E'en  in  these  present  days  full  fifty 
Good  instances  I  soon  cou'd  give  t'y^s 
Where  annual  peppercorns  are  sent 
By  way  of  an  acknowledgment. 
^*  But  whither  does  this  story  tend  ? 
^'  Sir,  will  you  never  make  an  end  ?" 
Yes  Ma'am,  I've  done  with  my  relation. 
Proceed  we  to  the  application : 
As  ancient  monarchs  by  their  bravery 
Reduc'd  their  brother-kings  to  slavery  \ 
As  barons  in  subjection  held 
The  rustic  tillers  of  the  field  ; 
So  you  by  one  resistless  glance, 
Keener  by  far  than  sword  or  lance. 
Entered  ray  breast  by  means  unfair, 
Aiid  founded  your  dominion  there. 
Yes,  tyrant,  yes,  too  well  'tis  known 
My  captive  heart  is  all  your  own ; 
The  wounds  you  gave  will  ever  bleed  — . 
— "  Sir  to  the  point.'^— Ma'am  I  proceed; 
As  ancient  peers,  and  ancient  peasants 
'  Purchased  tbcir  peace  by  annual  presents. 
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And  often  tnrn'd  aside  the  sword 
By  gifts  to  tbe  superior  Lord  ; 
So  I,  who  owe  undoubted  duty 
To  so  much  wit,  to  so  much  beauty. 
Send  you  this  mark  of  my  subjection. 
As  harbouring  no  disaffection : 
For  if  I  shouM  but  once  neglect 
This  yearly  token  of  respect. 
You  soon  wou'd  send  your  armed  forces 
To  punish  my  rebellious  courses. 
£V.n  now  methinks  I  see  you  rise. 
With  vengeance  sparkling  in  your  eyes ; 
Anger  contracts  your  threatening  brows  5 
And  on  your  cheek  resentment^lows ; 
Your  voice  upbraids  my  traitor  heart 
That  from  its  fealty  durst  depart. 
But  spare  me,  crufel  victor,  spare! 
Your  smiles  are  more  than  I  can  bear ; 
And  less,  far  less  can  I  sustain 
Your  looks  of  anger  and  disdain. 
I  dare  not  stand  th'  unequal  strife, 
— O  take  my  gift  and  spare  my  life. 


EPIGRAM, 

IMITATED  FROM  AIARTIAL. 

With  a  room-full,  to  me  all  unknowUi 
You  bid  me  make  one  at  your  feast: 

I  decline  it;  you  grumble  and  groan, 
And  call  me  unsociable  beast, — 

\\^hy,  since  I  must  dine  quite  alone, 
I'll  dine  by  myself,  Sir,  at  least. 

K.  B.  HALHED^  ESQ, 


SOI 

ODE  TO  THE  SPIRIT  OF  ANIMATION. 

[Vide  Darwin^s  Zoonomia,  Vol.  I.] 

Indited  on  a  Journey  on  Honeback  hut  Winter ^  and  tra* 

veiling  late  at  Night. 


0  THOU !  whose  presence  none  can  trace 
'Midst  all  the  sons  of  Ada  m's  race^ 

Nor  tell,  or  whe/e,  or  when, 
Or  how  thou  sprang'st  to  life  at  first, 
Or  in  what  comer  thou  wast  nurst 

Of  this  frail  house  of  men : 

Dear  to  my  head,  my  heart  most  dear^ 
Spirit  op  Animation!  hear, 
Nor  let  our  union  end. 

1  own,  without  thee  Fm  undone : 

And  where  could'st  thou  for  shelter  run, 
Should'st  thou  desert  thy  friend  ? 

I  know  thy  alderman  desire 

For  drink  and  rest,  for  food  and  fire, 

Whilst  I  am  cold  and  wet : 
But  patience  till  we  reach  yon  inn ; 
ril  ply  thee  then  with  ale  and  gin, 

And  many  a  dish  Til  get. 

But  mark,  when  filFd,  no  pranks  like  those 
Which  learned  Doctor  Darwin  shows, 

Who  says,  that  when  thou'rt  full, 
Thou'rt  apt  to  play  men  many  a  trick, 
And  frisk  ahout,  and  toss,  and  kick, 

Just  like  a  mad  town*bull. 
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This  house,  remember^  thou  art  in^ 
Is  but  of  clay,  and  built  but  thin, 

And  soon  is  pull'd  to  pieces : 
Yet  should'st  thou  rend  this  house  in  twain^ 
Perchance  thoul't  not  a  better  gain^ 
,  Nor  one  on  longer  leases* 
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VERSES  WRITTEN  IN  AUTUMN. 

The  gladsome  hours  are  gone,  and  from  the  fields^ 
Now  mute  and  naked,  cheerful  Toil  retires ; 

The  sun  far  Off  a  paler  radiance  yields. 
And  darts  more  faint  his  horizontal  fires. 

Mark,  how  the  thickets  fade  !  whose  pleasing  gloom 
No  longer  charms,  whose  music  all  is  past ; 

Prepared  to  shed  their  last  autumnal  bloom, 
And  bare  their  foreheads  to  the  wintry  blast. 

To  those,  who  riot  in  the  mad  career 

Of  wealth  and  luxury  and  idleness, 
Whose  souls  ne'er  felt,  whose  eyes  ne'er  shed  a  tear 

For  worth  forsaken,  or  for  pale  distress. 

No  moral  charm  these  pensive  scenes  impart ; 

But  they  of  softer  mould,  to  nature  true. 
Now  own  a  kindly  influence  on  the  heart, 

And  love  ev'n  fields  and  groves  of  sadder  hue. 
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These  teacti,  that  mortal  bliss  must  swiftly  die^ 
And  Man  return  to  night's  unending  shade ; 

That  some  on  sorrow's  dreary  couch  must  lie^ 
And  wait  for  peace  a  pitying  brother's  aid  ; 

That,  while  thro'  fortune's  paths  we  jocund  tend, 
'Tis  ours  each  headlong  passion  to  restrain^ 

A  heart  too  frail  from  vanity  defend, 

And  serious  think  on  those,  who  suffer  pain. 

These  too  with  tender  thoughts  awhile  may  charm^ 
And  wake  the  mem'ry  of  departed  houi-s. 

That  'mid  the  wilds  of  life,  beset  with  harm 
And  pain  and  sorrow,  smile  like  summci*  flowers  3 

Endear'd  perhaps  by  tbos^y  wbooe  looks  we  lov^d. 
Whose  gentle  voice  was  music  to  our  ears< 

Now  far  away  by  fates  unkind  rcmov'd, 

Or  gone,  where  love  is  vain,  and  vain  our  tt9.Y%* 

These  too  may  speak  of  early  friendships  flown. 
As  thro*  life's  ever-changing  paths  we  go, 

Of  blending  hearts,  estrang'd  and  careless  grown, 
And  beaming  looks  that  now  no  longer  g]ow« 

Spring  shall  return,  and  these  forsaken  glades 
And  faded  hills  and  woods  of  foliagd  pale 

Again  shall  bloom,  again  the  forest  shades 

Will  charm,  and  birds  the  dew-e/d  morning  hail) 

But  ne'er  shall  youth,  nor  youth's  delights  return, 
Nor  youth's  warm  sentiments,  that  love  create. 

Bidding  with  stronger,  purer  flames  to  burn ; 
Nor  those  we  mourn  escape  the  bonds  of  fate, 

E«HAML£T< 
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ODE. 


How  fresh  the  breezes  blow ! 

How  softly  swell  the  hills ! 
Mow  kind  the  sun's  bright  glow ! 

What  soothing  in  the  rills  ! 

Ally  all  with  transport  thrills ! 
Scenes  that  alone  impart 
True  viffour  to  the  mind,  sweet  solace  to  the. 

heart! 

Hark  I  from  the  inmost  grove, 

fiome  by  the  scented  gale, 
The  bird  of  thought  and  love 

Is  heard. — O  nightingale ! 

Thee  early  do  I  hail ; 
Thy  full  of  music  long 
May  listening  woods  resound,  and  love  reward 

the  song ! 

While  in  the  mid-way  skies 
The  shrill  lark  seems  to  float. 

As  yet  the  cuckoo  tries 

Faintly  her  mellowing  throat ; 
Soft  is  the  blackbird's  note ; 

Nor  yet,  at  evening's  blush, 

Long  heard  from  hedgerows  green  the  wildly- 
warbling  thrush. 

April !  thy  changeful  day 
Though  tempest  oft  alarms, 

I  greet ;  since  the  sweet  May 
Owes  to  thy  fostering  arms 
Her  more  than  mortal  charms  I   ' 
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1  love  thy  chequered  hour; 
Still  mingling,  as  in  life,  the  sunshine  and  the 
show'r. 

Sweet  breeze !  no  gentler  breath 

Fans  the  bright  bowers  above ; 
Reviv'd  from  wintry  death, 

Where  all  is  youth  and  love ! 

Nor  wing'd  the'  appointed  dove 
With  holier  calmness  fraught, 
When  to  the  rested  ark  Heaven's  olive  branch 

she  brought. 

p.  L.  C. 

APRIL  28, 1805. 


SONG. 

BY   RICHARD   FENTOK^   ESQ. 

Tell  me,  what  can  mean  this  riot 
In  my  pulse  when  Damon's  nigh; 

That  my  breast  is  never  quiet. 
Ever  heaving  with  a  sigh  ? 

If  such  tokens  don't  discover 

What  it  is  to  be  a  lover. 
Then,  O  tell  me !  what  am  I  ? 

But,  alas  !  poor  thoughtless  creature  ! 

By  each  pulse  betray'd^  and  sigh, 
There's  a  tongue  in  every  feature, 

And  a  thousand  in  the  eye. 
Which  to  Damon  will  discover 
What  it  is  to  be  a  lover. 

And  to  tell  him,  what  am  I. 

VOL.  VI.  X 
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THE  TEARS  OF  ASTEOP. 

A]f  EPISTLE  TO  Miaa  WAHnUji'  BLOSSBT. 


"  CiW  Ihe  bkit  swains  of  Astrop  pine, 
'<  WbcD,  crown'd  with  Amalthean  horn, 
■<  Such  savory  catcs,  such  floods  of  wiae, 
"  Such  ilaughter'd  hecatombs  of  geese, 
"  This  "  chosen  festival  t'  adorn, 
**  September,  bounteous  God,  presents? 
"  Heavens!  wkat  anonal  discontents 
"  (yenhailc  these  antient  realms  of  Peace? 
"   Pale  Care  sils  tbron'd  on  every  brow; 
"  And  they,  who  rarely  thought  till  now, 
"  Bival  wilh  furrow'd  look  forlorn 
"  Each  old  Philosopher  of  Greece." 

In  these  light  strains  exclaim'd  some  youih, 
Yet  uninstructed  whence  arose 
The  signs  he  view'd  of  deepest  woes. 
Curious  to  penetrate  the  truth. 
All  strove  to  answer; — silence  hung 
With  leaden  weight  on  every  tongue, 
And  (estified  excess  of  grief. 
Long  had  they  paoMd,  when  from  the  Spring 
Its  Genius  (whom,  as  Poets  sing, 
Hygeia  sends  to  the  relief 
Of  sickness)  rising,  tlius  express'd 
The  feelings  that  for  utterance  beav'd 
In  every  sentimental  breast; 
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"  Young  stranger,  ivhoioe'er  thou  aTt» 
*'  (For  sure  it  ought  to /be  believed, 
"  Since  in  my  pangs  thou  bearcat  bo  .part, 
*'  Far  from  my  source,  in  some  blo^  wild, 
*'  Where  Wit  and  Beauty  never  tmird. 
Thou  drew'st  thy  natal  breath)  attend, 
And  make  our  wretchedness  thy  own; 
Not  that  yon  lowering  clouds  impend, 
Not  that  we  view  these  groves  bereav'd 
Of  leafy  honours,  do  we  moan ; 
**  But  that  from  these  n^ected  shades, 
"  Anticipating  Winter's  reign, 
"  Fair  Harriet  flies ;  who,  midst  the  maids 
"  That  haunt  the  margin  of  yonslordam, 
*^  Winding  along  my  fertile  .plain, 
**  Shone  with  unrivalFid  elegauice  ; 
**  Of  these  unbidden  tears,  that  force 
*^  Their  passage,  she,  the  conscious  theme, 
**  Flies,  unrelenting  as  the  wind, 
<<  Nor  casts  one  pitying  glance  behind, 
"  To  bid  these  meads  a  last  adieu : 
Hadst  thou  beheld  that  graceful  ease 
With  which  she  trod,  in  mazy  dance 
My  fragrant  vales  and  woodbine  bowers, 
'^  Slighting  applause,  secure  to  please. 
When,  votary  of  the  rural  powers. 
She  quitted  Thames's  banks,  resigned 
"  The  studied  ornaments  of  dress, 
*^  And  looked,  and  was,  a  Shepherdess, 
Thou  too  hadst  sympathiz 'd  with  these. 
Whose  smart  excites  thy  gaiety. 
Whether  to  term  such  ignorance 
Of  this  tiunscendant  fair,  misphancey 
Or  bliss,!  hesitate ;  beware 
Rashly  the  magic  cup  to  share 
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**  or  ^Mynw  Scnibilitj, 

'*  TWi  Jni^t,  lo  vvlflur  lips  denied, 

*'  WlMKincMlvaoBbkiMlcdlie 

^  T%*  <3Hmw  of  plcttfuie  mod  of  pain ; 

^  H««ce  all  lis  UkM  dngi  to  iu»» 

**  Y«t  tiBiiie  ibMiwiMcsKiice  of  bliSv 

**  llmwfi*sfiiioiimes»lewsloiiesttiiiu 

**  tawt  m  m,  sl^t  degm  begoilo 

**  The  sionas  of  LUi^t  precarioiis  tide; 

**  Bal  if  loo  Air  its  Stneo  smilci 

^  IVe  MMdIcsi  timveller  bcwilchy 

**  Hesdioiig  to  mh  into  the  snarey 

**  Urged  on  by  Hope,  beset  with  Care, 

**  Too  hle»  soticilous  to  fly» 

**  He  feck  it  in  its  utmost  pilch, 

**  Distrsclion  nil  and  agony.'* 

He  ended ;  and  the  bubbling  fount. 
Closed  oVr  his  rcncrable  head, 
First  having  bade  me  to  recount 
To  the  dank  Takes  and  lowly  cot. 
Where  Fate  assignM  my  humble  lot, 
The  truths  he  spoke,  the  tears  he  shed. 

O,  formed  to  shine  in  every  sphere ! 
How  nhall  the  pastoral  Muse  presume 
To  wish  ingloriously  confin'd 
A  nymph  so  fitted  to  adorn 
The  court  and  splendid  drawing-room, 
From  an  admiring  nation's  gaze, 
From  scenes,  where  in  full  radiance  blaze 
The  beauties  which  adorn  that  mind, 
And  animate  those  features,  here 
Amid  the  pines^  grotesque  and  rude, 
Overshadowing  this  deep  solitude? 
Yet  sometimes  deign  to  lay  aside 
Those  envied  gaieties,  nor  scorn 
To  visit  our  forsaken  rill. 
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Old  legend  tells,  on  Ida's  hill, 
With  winged  Hermes  for  their  guide, 
Erst  to  the  Phrygian  shepherd's  will 
Contending  Goddesses  applied, 
And,  urging  eagerly  their  suit, 
Tho'  with  each  boon  of  Heaven  endued, 
O'erjoyed  wilh  the  vicissitude. 
Sought  from  his  hand  the  golden  fruit. 
Should  you,  like  these,  awhile  forego 
The  surer  triumphs  of  your  eyes, 
Thro'  curiosity  to  know. 
If  aught  of  ancient  taste  remains 
Among  us  simple  village  swains. 
And  from  our  verdict  seek  the  prize ; 
Boldly  with  an  applauding  voice 
Should  we  decide,  nor  fear,  lest  Age, 
Or  miserable  Envy's  rage. 
Might  deem  us  biass'd  in  our  choice : 
Each  snarling  censor  we  defy 
\Vhose  honest  judgement  truth  ensures 
Against  that  idle  calumny. 
That,  with  a  Venus'  person  caught, 
Minerva's  wit  we  little  sought 
When  either  claim  confirms  it  yours. 

Alas,  in  such  untutored  plains, 
111  can  these  rustic  fingers  hold 
A  lyre,  attempered  to  the  strains 
In  which  immortal  Chaulieu  told 
Of  Turenne  snatch'd  from  Victory's  arms. 
Of  Bethune's  wisdom,  Bouillon's  charms^ 
And  Steinkerque's  memorable  day ; 
Indeed,  like  Orpheus'  magic  song 
His  drew  no  listening  brutes  along, 
But  in  a  light  and  polish'd  age, 
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Wliicli  Science  loved  to  call  her  omd. 
When  from  the  h<^ght  o£  Loois'  throne 
She  darted  forth  her  broadest  ray, 
Beside  the  winding  banks  of  Seine, 
Where  blooms  Parisian  elegance, 
He  wove  th*  Epicurean  page  j 
Superior  to  the  frowns  of  Chance, 
Tho'  Time  had  silvcr'd  o'er  his  benii, 
The  myrtle  groves,  the  trim  parterres 
And  fragrant  jasmine  walks  between. 
He  tun'd  his  charming  shell,  while  cares. 
And  the  wan  forms  of  sorrow  fled. 
Soothing  bis  audience  with  the  flames 
Of  migbty  chiefs  and  courtly  dames. 

Hon  shall  this  hoarse  and  scrannel  Rule 
Regarded  only  by  my  flocks. 
That  listening  browse  yon  ihymy  rocks. 
To  such  high  stop  its  ditties  suit. 
As  Harriet's  self  may  deign  to  hear? 
All  hopeless  I  attempt  to  raise 
Strains  that  could  sooth  your  nicer  ear, 
And  utter  in  these  Runic  lays 
Accents  uncouth,  disgustful  praise, 

Tho'  on  my  mouldering  cottage  wall. 
Perchance  with  momentary  gleam. 
Some  Muse's  kindlier  influence  fall ; 
On  the  glad  augnry,  in  vuin. 
My  too  aspiring  soul  relies, 
And  at  your  feel  presents  the  jtrain, 
TK'  inexorable  Power  denies 
Expressions  worthy  of  my  theme. 
1767. 
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•  t 

ODE  TO  JUSTICE. 

BT    THE   BEV.   J.   WHITEHOUSE. 


Eternal  Justice,  first  and  best 
Of  all  the  Virtues  !  Thou  whose  ear 
Is  ever  open  to  the  Oppressed : 
O  Thou  !  whom  purple  Tyrants  fear ; 
And  trembling  ^midst  the  gorgeous  feast. 
See  high-suspended  o'er  their  head 
Thy  outstretched  arm,  and  ensigns  dread, 
And  that  huge  beatn  aloft  pourtrayed 
By  which  their  secret  crimes  are  weighed, 
Balanced  in  thy  even  scale  ; 
Scanned  by  thy  all-searching  eye 
The  arts  of  Falsehood  nought  avail, 
Or  secret  Fraud,  or  bold  fmpiety ! 
Slow  to  revenge,  yet  sure !  Ere  long 
Thy  judgments  shall  repay  the  wrong ; 
The  impious  in  their  mad  career  overtake, 
And  bid  within  their  breasts  the  scorpion  conscience 
wake. 

Clad  with  the  triple  lightning's  force, 

'Midst  heaven's  resplendent  archives  stored, 

Pavilioned  in  thick  darkness  sleeps  thy  sword ; 

Which  oft  cherubic  Ardors  bright 

Bathe  in  cerulean  founts  of  light, 

Or  on  the  blade  with  reverence  gaze ; 

When  flashing  strong  the  empyrean  blaze, 

It  leaps  in  terror  forth,  and  wmgs  its  destined  course ; 

X4 


312 


.td  witb  mkny  a  sign  of  «o«, 
*  .^  und  iK  faied  blow  : 

U»s™«  oy  mortal  eye,  Ihy  hand 
Bids  it  travel  through  the  land, 
And  mow  donn  Dalions  at  a  sweep. 
Whene'er  to  appease  the  Almighty's  ire. 
The  fierce  Destroyer  walks  in  fire ; 
Aoti  heard  in  awiui      ..--ms  deep, 
Thy  voice  proclaims  the  vengeance  nigh. 
The  fitted  decree  of  Jove,  and  mandate  of  the  sky. 

In  vain  beneath  the  sheltering  robe 

Of  darkness.  Vice  her  form  atrocious  veils. 

Or  walks,  with  forehead  unabashed  the  globe : 

Tis  thine,  to  mark  her  close  disguise. 

With  keen  observant  glance  to  trace 

The  varying  features  of  her  face, 

(Which  Fslsehood's  mask  but  ill  conceals^ 

And  with  prompt  speed  the  sorceress  chase 

Through  all  her  tortuous  paths,  and  foul  obliquities. 

Immersed  in  tenfold  shades  of  night. 

The  assassin  htars  thee  knocking  at  his  heart ; 

Transfixed  by  fell  Remorse's  dart, 

Inward  upon  himself  his  eyes 

He  turns  :  exploring  by  thy  light. 

The  guilty  stains  of  scarlet  hue. 

That  glare  portentous  on  bis  view. 

While  conscious  fears  his  soul  affright ; 

And  storms  of  wrath  and  indignation  dread, 

Seem  ready  to  displode,  irruptive,   on  his  head. 

Yet  oft',   in  their  preposterous  mood 

The  impious  triumph  ;  while  they  dream 

Of  acts  nefarious  thai  defy 

The  sovereignty  that  sways  the  sky, 

That  thou  dost  nothing  deem, 

And  with  their  taunts  insult  the  good  : 
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Inflated  vtith.  presumptuous  pride 
The  lingering  thunders  they  deride, 
And  mock  at  him  whose  upright  thought 
But  meditates  the  thing  it  ought : 
Indulging  their  insensate  hope, 
On  thy  strong  buckler's  bosses  wide 
They  rush  regardless ;  bold  to  dare 
Thy  terrors,  and  provoke  the  war, 
As  if  their  feeble  arm  could  cope 
With  power  supernal.     Heaven  surveys 
With  scorn  the  vauntings  of  the  unjust  ; 
And  with  the  breath  of  her  displeasure  lays 
Their  trophies  in  the  dust. 

Daughter  of  sempiternal  Jove, 

Divine  Astrjca  !  Blest  is  he 

By  no  vain  hopes  or  fears  misled. 

Who  dares  in  thy  firm  footsteps  tread, 

And  by  thy  dictates  sage  approve 

Each  act,  determined  to  be  free  : 

Lord  of  the  movements  of  his  soul, 

Who  by  no  partial  views  confined, 

Bids  in  diffusive  currents  roll 

Thy  liberal  gifts  that  bless  mankind  ; 

What  though  round  Merit's  lustrous  mien 

Detraction  dart  her  arrows  keen, 

And  Persecution's  monster-brood 

Imbrue  their  victim's  steps  in  blood ; 

What  though  awhile  thy  children  mourn 

Midst  Being's  thorny  wilds  forlorn : 

Not  always  shall  the  Just  complain. 

Nor  heaven's  high  will  to  man  be  certified  in  vain. 

For  lo,  thou  comest!  In  mid  air. 
Thy  throne  a  thousand  seraphs  bear 
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;  progreEsive  order  thruu^  tUe  skies, 
urts  of  thy  Great  Father !  On  the  day 
._dl  retribudon  thou  shalt  rise 
judge  with  righteousness  the  earth,  and  lake 
*  ^jflgcance  on  the  transgressors  ;  on  their  head 
Thou  ihult  pour  out  the  vials  dread 
Of  fierce  displeasure  ;  and  within  them  wake 
Remorse,  and  tenfold  anguish,  and  dismay ; 
Through  countless  periods  doomed  to  feel 
The  'iron  scourge  and  torturing  wheel. 
In  that  dark  gulph  Tartarean  chained, 
Wliirh  Nemesis  of  old  ordained: 

II  the  faithful  triumph:   they  that  stood 
assertors  of  thy  laws, 
ed  thy  hallowed  mandates  high, 
joy  and  holy  transport  shall  appear 
viving  ihis  diurnal  sphere, 
ine  heirs  of  immortality! 
Honoured  with  approbation,  and  Applaase 
From  THE  Supreme  :  Unfolding  'midst  a  flood 
Of  light,  and  lucid  order,  Heaven's  design 
Consummated  at  length,  shall  ihrow 
New  splendours  o'er  this  scene  belqw, 
And  bid  'midst  Glory's  circlet  shine 
The  wisdom  of  the  Eternal  Cause ; 
Who  ere  He  Earth's  tbttndations  laid, 
Or  Ocean  in  his  balance  weighed. 
Willed,  that  from  thy  immortal  source 
Each  godlike  act  should  take  its  course. 
Combining  in  one  perfect  plan 
The  dignity',  the  rank,  and  happiness  of  Man. 

*  Whose  iron  scontge,  tad  torturing  hour. 
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THE  RUINED  ORPHAN. 

BY  LAUftA  SOPHIA  T£MPL£«  ' 


The  Wizard  of  Winter  is  rouz'd  from  his  sleep. 
In  anger  he  comes  o'er  the  waves  of  the  deep  ; 
In  anger  he  comes, — but  /  heed  not  his  roar, 
For  the  Wizard  of  Winter  can  vex  me  no  more. 
The  sea  fowl  retires  to  her  desolate  home. 
His  fury  has  warnM  her  no  longer  to  roam ; 
But  I  may  the  frown  of  his  vengeance  defy. 
For  it  never  can  wither  my  blossoms  of  joy. 

Lo !  he  comes  to  the  bed  of  the  fragrant  flow'r. 
And  roots  up  the  beautiful  child  of  an  hour. 
Now  wildly  ne  rides  through  the  regions  of  air. 
Destroying  whatever  is  goodly  and  fair. 
But  harmless  to  me  is  the  blast  of  his  wing ; 
The  bolts  of  his  wrath  he  is  welcome  to  fling ; 
For  my  callous  bosom  he  never  can  bruise; 
And  I  have  no  soul-valued  treasures  to  lose. 

Tis  the  morning  of  Summer  that  wakes  me  to  pain; 
Tis  the  soft  song  of  pleasure  that  maddens  my  braril'; 
For  Summer  may  come  in  the  pride  of  her  bloom. 
May  give  to  the  woodlands  their  wonted  perfume, 
And  the  vallies  may  echo  with  songs  of  delight. 
And  unmarked  the  moments  pursue  their  gay  flight ; 
Yet  Summer  to  me  shall  no  image  present 
But  the  image  of  bliss  that  was  long  ago  spent* 
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For,  often  has  Nature  her  vestments  renew'd. 
Anil  often  the  South-nind  his  wild  AJght  pursued, 
Since  that  moment  airiv'd  which  was  big  with  my  fate. 
Which  condemn'd  me  to  wander,  to  mourn,  and  to  hate ; 
That  moment  when  villainy  uoom'd  me  to  shame. 
And  from  Purity's  register  struck  out  my  name  ; 
That  momeni,  when  Falsehood  withdrew  from  my  sight. 
And  my  soul  plung'd  aghast  'mid  the  darkness  of  nigbl. 


-but: 


tleft; 


Or  iheBhrunkleaf  of  autumn  when  chac'd  by  the  wind. 
For  the  world  is  my  foe,  its  cold  glance  of  disdain 
Would  scowl  on  my  grief,  and  would  scoff  at  my  pain  ; 
Fair  maidens  would  turn  from  this  ejt  of  despair. 
As  tho'  the  foul  Fiend  of  Infection  dwelt  there. 

Yet  once  there  were  eyes  that  would  smile  upon  mine, 
But  ihc  Angel  of  Death  has  forbade  them  to  shine  ; 
There  wcro  lips  that  could  ehaccfrommy  bosom  herwoe, 
And  the  purest  of  kisses  were  wont  to  bestow  ; 
There  were  arms  lo  whose  shelter  I  fled  when  opprest. 
That  were  always  my  home,  and  my  haven  of  rest : 
Bui  (]uickly  friim  Joy's  narrow  door  I  was  thrust  ;— 
The  best  and  the  loveliest  now  moulders  in  dust. 

Yet  blest  to  escape — the  dark  whirlwind's  rude  swell 
Would  have  rent  thy  proud  soul  when  my  innocence  fell ; 
Yesj—blest  to  the  earth's  darkling  womb  to  return. 
Ere  thy  cheek  had  been  taught  by  my  follies  to  burn; 
Ero  the  whispers  of  Rumour  had  poison'd  thine  ear 
With  the  (ale  of  my  ruin,— ihe  source  of  my  tear; 
Ere  the  glare  of  conviction  had  taught  thee  to  prove 
That  the  foe  of  thy  peace  was  the  child  of  thy  love. 


317 

Oh,  scenes  of  my  childhood !  I  view  you  once  more ; 
My  fancy  retires  from  this  wave-beaten  shore  ; 
My  fancy  retraces  that  lovely  abode. 
Where  the  steps  of  my  youth  and  my  innocence  trod ; 
"Oh,  scenes  of  my  childhood !  I  fly  to  your  arms, 
And  gaze  with  a  lover's  fond  eye  on  your  charms ; 
For  still  your  wild  graces  shall  comfort  bestow, 
And  snatch  for  an  instant  my  spirit  from  woe. 

Ye  vallies  of  beauty  !  ye  summits  of  green  ! 

To  your  lovely  Eden  no  spoiler  has  been  ; 

And  Summer  shall  ever  your  graces  renew, 

Your  woods  of  rich  verdure,  your  skies  of  fair  blue. 

My  Summer  has  vanished  no  more  to  return^ 

In  sadness  and  winter  I  ever  shall  mourn ; 

For  nought  can  the  lustre  of  Virtue  restore, 

When  cropt  are  her  blossoms,  they  fiourish  no  more. 

'Tis  true,  I  might  shorten  this  night  of  despair; 
With  *'  the  wings  of  a  dove"  I  might  fly  from  my  care. 
It  is  but  to  close  the  dark  curtain  of  life. 
To  drown  in  oblivion  its  turmoil  and  strife; 
Since  no  tear  of  pity  for  me  would  be  shed; 
Forgotten  hy  all,  I  should  sleep  with  the  dead; 
No  sorrowing  parent  would  hang  o'er  my  grave, 
Where  the  tall  bearded  thistle  should  mournfully  wave. 

Yet,  No  !  I  will  bow  to  the  rigours  of  fate. 

For  peace  yet  awaits  me, — nor  distant  the  date. 

Kepentance  is  mine,  and  behold,  from  on  high, 

Faith  beckons  my  fluttering  soul  to  the  sky : 

She  tells  me  to  call  on  the  God  of  my  youth, 

She  bids  me  to  trust  to  his  mercy  and  truth, 

And  whispers,  **  These  words  are  recorded  in  Heaven— 

*'  Poor  wand'rer  look  up,  for  thy  sins  are  forgiven/' 

£X£T£Bf  7XB.  9,  1806* 
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IE  lofty  woods,  that  proudly  sweep 
Along  the  hill,  aloiig  the  plain. 

That  in  your  bound!!  fair  pastures  knep. 
And  fields  cnrich'd  with  golden  grain : 

Ah  !  nol  for  me  this  ample  space 
Of  hill  and  vale  yi;  proudly  sweep ; 

Nor  yet  for  me  your  groves  embrace 
Rich  fields  and  pastures  white  with  sheep. 

Yet  let  me  praise  you,  not  in  vain 
That  your  dark  solitudes  among 

I  may  of  fate  unkind  complain, 

And  love's  reward  delay'd  too  long: 

Yet  let  me  praise  you,  that  I  may 
On  your  smooth  trees  the  name  engrave 

Of  her  from  whom  so  far  1  stray, 
To  wayward  destinies  a  slave. 

O  mighty  lords,  ye  to  whose  share 
These  woods  and  fields,  and  pastures  fall, 

How  long  to  you  alone  her  care 
Shall  Fortune  lend,  deaf  to  my  call  i 

Still  busy  for  your  state  and  power. 
Fair  lands,  proud  mansions  to  provide; 

When  will  she  rear  my  humble  bower. 
When  will  she  give  to  me  my  bride  ? 
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DESCRIPTION  OF  ALCINA. 

FROM  THE  ITAIJAN  OF  ARIOSia 


Her  form  with  richer  charms  was  blest 
Than  glowing  pencil  e'er  exprest; 
Her  hair  in  many  a  wanton  fold 
Wav'd  long  and  bright  as  purest  gold  ; 
O'er  her  warm  cheek  were  sweetly  spread 
The  lily's  white,  the  rose's  red  : 
Her  forehead  such,  the  ivory^s  hue 
Was  ne'er  so  fair  and  polish'd  too. 

Crown'd  by  two  sable  arches  shone, 
Each*  bright  as  e'er  was  noon-day's  sun. 
Two  darkly-beauteous  eyes  that  stole^ 
Beaming  soft  pity  to  the  soul. 
There  Love  eternal  basking  lay, 
There  prun'd  his  wings  in  fraudful  play. 
And  ambush'd  threw,  with  fatal  arts. 
His  quiver'd  store  at  heedless  hearts. 

Beneath,  with  every  charm  bespread^ 
With  all  its  native  glowing  red, 
-A  beauteous  mouth  by  turns  reveals. 
By  turns,  the  pearls  within,  conceals. 
Hence,  the  mild  accent  sweetly  flows, 
That  oedms  tibe  rage  that  fiercest  glows ; 
And^  hence  the  smile  receives  its  me^ 
That  opes  the  gate  to  paradise. 


White  as  the  pride  of  drifted  snowi. 
Her  well-proportion'd  bosom  rose :  i^  ^ 

While  as  the  genily-curiing  main 
Swells  to  the  brei>zt'  and  sinks  again, 
Each  lovely  orb  with  softer  swell. 
More  sweetly  rose,  mure  sweetly  fell. 
Ah,  what  transporting  charms  conceai'd 
Might  well  be  guess'd  from  those  reveal'd. 


STANZAS, 
OW  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FAVOURITE  BIRD, 

BY   W.  HOLLOWaY. 

THOtJGH  ne'er  on  ihc  bough  of  the  hedge-row  or  grove. 
Thou  didst  build  the  solt  nest,  or  attune  the  sweet  lay. 

Enjoy  the  fresh  shade  of  the  woodbine  alcove. 

Or  rouse  the  dull  swains,  at  the  peep  of  young  day. 

Yet  still  hast  thou  'scap'd  all  the  snares  of  mankind, 
The  snares  which  on  Innocence  ever  attend  ; 

For  liberty  lost  thou  hast  never  repin'd, 

Hast  never  known  jvanl,  nor  e'er  needed  ^friend. 

But  ah!  cruel  Fate,  with  aim  sudden  and  sure. 
Has  mark'd  thee  her  victim,  and  laid  thee  to  rest ! 

For  Lesbia's  fam'd  bird  not  a  tear  floiv'd  more  pure. 
Nor  lighter  the  green  sod  repos'd  on  his  breast. 

Farewell,  little  Wathler  !  To  those  who  deplore. 

Would  the  Muse  this  suggestion  prefer,  and  repeat — 
For  the  moral  shall  hold  when  the  jorrom's  no  more — 
"  May  your  Uvet  b«  ai  calm,  and  your  exits  as  sweet ! 
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PRO  PATRIA  MORI. 

lilOM  THE  GERMAN  OF  BURGER. 


For  virtue,  freedom,  human  rights,  to  fall, 
Beseems  the  brave :  it  is  a  Savioui^s  death ! 

Of  heroes  only  the  most  pure  of  all 
Thus  with  their  heart's  blood  tinge  the  battle-heath« 

And  this  proud  death  is  seemliest  in  the  man 
Who  for  a  kindred  race,  a  country  bleeds : 

Three  hundred  Spartans  form  the  shining  van 
Of  those,  whom  fame  in  this  high  triumph  leads. 

Great  is  the  death  for  a  good  prince  incurred  ; 

Who  wields  the  sceptre  with  benignant  hand : 
Well  may  for  him  the  noble  bare  his  sword, 

Falling  he  earns  the  blessings  of  a  land. 

Death  for  friend,  parent,  child,  or  her  we  love. 
If  not  so  great,  is  beauteous  to  behold  : 

This  the  fine  tumults  of  the  heart  approve ; 
It  is  the  walk  to  death  unbought  of  gold. 

But  for  mere  majesty  to  meet  a  wound — 

Who  holds  that  great  or  glorious,  he  mistakts : 

That  is  the  fury  of  the  pamper'd  hound. 
Which  envy,  anger,  or  the  whip  awakes. 

And  for  a  tyrant's  sake  to  seek  a  jaunt 
To  hell-'s  a  death  which  only  hell  enjoys : 

Where  such  a  hero  falls — the  gibbet  plant, 
A  murderer^s  trophy,  and  a  plunderer's  prize. 

VOL.  VI.  Y 
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TRANSLAtlON. 

A  POEM. 

BY   THOMAS   FKAWCKLIN*,  FfeLtOW  O?  TRIWITT- 
COLLEGE,  CAUBHIDSE. 


*  Si;CH  is  our  pride,  our  folly,  or  our  fat*;, 
Tliat  few,  tint  such  as  cannot  write,  iiaiislaie." 
So  Denh*m  stiiip,  who  well  the  labour  knew  ; 
And  an  sg«  pii&t  lias  left  the  mft^cini  irue. 
Wit  as  of  (Ad,  a  proud  imperious  Lord, 
Disdniiis  the  plenty  of  another's  board ; 
And  haughty  Genius  seeks,  like  Philip's  son, 
Paths  never  trod  before,  and  worlds  unknown. 
Unaw'd  by  these,  whilst  liands  impure  dispense 
The  sacn'd  streams  of  anlient  eloquence, 
Pedants  assume  ihe  task  for  scholars  fil. 
And  blockheads  rise  interpreters  of  wit. 

In  the  fair  field  the  vet'ran  armies  stand, 
A  firm,  unconquei'd,  formidable  band, 
When  lo !  Translation  comes  and  levels  all ; 
By  vukar  hands  the  bravest  heroes  fall. 
On  ease's  wings  see  lofty  Pindar  soar ; 
t  Cowley  attacks,  and  I'indar  is  no  more. 
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O'er  Tiber's  swan  the  muses  wept  in  vain, 

*  And  mourn'd  tbeir  bard  by  cruel  Dunster  slain* 

t  By  Ogilby  and  Tr^  great  Maro  fell, 

And  Homer  dy'd  by  Chapman  and  Ozell. 

In  blest  Arabia's  plains  unfading  blow 
Flow'rs  ever  fragrant,  fruits  immortal  grow ; 
To  northern  climes  th'unwilling  guests  convey, 
The  fruit  shall  wither,  and  the  flow'r  decay ; 
Ev'n  so  when  here  the  sweets  of  Athens  come. 
Or  the  fair  produce  of  imperial  Rome, 
They  pine  and  sicken  in  th'unfriendly  shade. 
Their  roses  droop,  and  all  their  laurels  fade. 

J  The  modem  critic,  whose  unlettered  pride, 
Big  with  itself,  contemns  the  world  beside. 
If  haply  told  that  Terence  once  cou'd  charm. 
Each  feeling  heart  that  Sophocles  cou'd  warm, 
Scours  ev^ry  stall  for  Echard's  dirty  page, 
§  Or  pores  in  Adams  for  th'Athenian  stage ; 
"With  joy  he  reads  the  servile  mimics  o'er. 
Pleased  to  discover  what  he  guess'd  before ; 
II  Concludes  that  Attic  wit's  extremely  low  ; 
**  And  gives  up  Greece  to  Wotton  and  Perrault* 

*  See  Horace's  Epistles,  Satires,  and  Art  of  Poetry,  dmt  iaH^ 
English  by  S.  Dunster,  D.  D.  Prebendary  of  Sarum. 

t  See  their  translations  of  Homer  and  Virgil. 

f  Les  belles  traductions  (says  Boileau)  sont  des  preuves  sans 
replique  en  faveur  des  anciens,  qu'on  leur  doune  les  Racinei  pour 
interpretes,  &  ils  scauront  4>Iaire  aujourdhui  comme  aotreifoif. 
Certain  it  is,  thiat  the  contempt,  in  which  the  antients  are  held  by 
the  illiterate  -wits  of  the  present  age,  is  in  a  great  measure  owing 
to  the  number  of  bad  translations. 

§  See  Adams's  prose  translation  of  Sophocles. 

II  A  favourite  coffee>house  phrase. 

**  See  Wotton's  discourse  on  antient  and  modem  Itnxmng, 
and  Perrault^s  def(^ce  of  his  Siecle  de  Louis  XIV. 

V  2 
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Ourshnllo*  language,  shatlow'f  judges  say^ 
Can  ne'er  tlie  force  of  antient  sense  convey. 

As  H'dl  might  Vanbrugli  ev'ry -ttonc  revile 
That  swells  enormous  Blenheim's  awkward  pile  j 
The  guiltless  pen  as  well  might  Mauro  blame, 
"  for  writing  ill,  and  sullying  Arthur's  fame; 
Successless  lovers  blast  the  maid  ihey  woo'd, 
And  these  a  tongUc  they  Ircvcr  understood  ; 
That  tongue,  which  gave  Immortal  Shakespeare  faJMf 
\Vhich  boasts  a  Prior's,  and  a  ThomKon's  name ; 
Graceful  and  chaste  which  flows  in  Addison, 
With  native  charms,  and  vigour  all  its  o 
lo  Bolingbrokc  and  Swift,  whose  beauties  shine. 
In  Rowcssoft  numbers,  Johnson's  nerve-  '■ — 
Dryden's  free  vein,  and  Milton's  work  d 

But,  such,Hlaal  disdain  to  Vorrbw  fame. 
Or  live  like  dnlness  in  another's  name ; 
And  hence  the  task  for  noblest  souls  desijjn'd, 
Giv'n  to  Ihc  weak,  the  tasteless,  and  the  blind; 
To  some  low  wretch,  who  prostitute  for  pay 
t  Lets  out  to  Curll  the  labours  of  the  day, 
Careless  who  hurries  o'er  th'  unblottcd  line, 
Impatient  still  to  finish  and  to  dine ; 
Or  some  pale  pedant,  whose  cncumber'd  brain 
O'er  the  dull  page  hath  toil'd  for  years  iavaiii. 
Who  writes  at  last  ambitiously  to  shew 
How-  much  a  fool  may  read,  how  little  know. 
Can  these  on  fancy's  wing  with  Plato  soar? 
Can  these  a  Tully's  active  mind  explore? 
Great  nature's  secret  springs  can  these  reveal. 
Or  paint  those  passions,  which  they  ne'er  cou'd  feeli' 

•  Sw  BlBclniore's  King  Arthur,  an  betoic  poem. 

t  Mo5t  of  ihc  bi  ■  '■  ■■        '  ■■      ' 

llrniaDi  itbo  paiil  U 
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Yet  will  they  dare  the  pondrous  lance  to  wield. 
Yet  will  they  strive  to  lift  the  seven-fold  shield^ 
The  rock  of  Ajax  ev'ry  child  wou'd  throw, 
And  ev'ry  stripling  bend  Ulysses'  bow. 

*  There  are,  who  timid  line  by  line  pursue. 
Anxious  to  keep  th*  Original  in  view; 

Who  mark  each  footstep  where  their  master  trod, 
And  after  all  their  pains  have  mist  the  road* 

*  There  are,  an  author's  sense  who  boldly  quit, 
As  if  ashamed  to  own  the  debt  of  wit ; 

Who  leave  their  fellow-trav'ller  on  the  shore. 
Launch  in  the  deep,  and  part  to  meet  no  more. 

*  Son^e  from  reflection  catch  the  weakened  ray, 
And  scarce  a  gleam  of  doubtful  sense  convey, 
Present  a  picture's  picture  to  your  vic^^ 
Where  not  a  line  is  just  or  feature  true;  • 

Thus  Greece  and  Rome,  in  modern  4ress  array'd, 
Is  but  Antiquity  in  masquerade. 
Disguis'd  in  Oldsworth's  verse  or  Watson's  prose. 
What  classic  friend  his  alter'd  Flaccus  knows  ? 
•f  Whilst  great  Longinus  gives  to  ^elsted  fame, 
X  And  Tacitus  to  Gordon  lends  his  name, 

*  The  reader  will  easily  recollect  instances  to  illmtrate  each  of 
these  remarks,  more  especially  the  last;  half  of  oar  translations 
being  done  from  translations  by  such  as  were  never  able  to  con- 
sult the  originaL  One  of  these  gentlemen  having  occaMon  in  his 
version  to  mentiqn  Dionysius  of  Halicarnassus,  not  having  Uie 
good  fortune  to  be  acquainted  with  any  such  writer,  makes  nsc  of 
the  French  liberty  of  curtailing,  and  without  scrapie  odls  hun 
Dennis  of  Halicarnassus.  Mistakes  as  gross  as  thb  often  occur« 
though  perhaps  not  many  altogelher  so  ridiculous. 

t  See  Welsted's  translation  of  Longbus,  done  almost  word  for 
word  from  Boileau. 

X  This  gentleman  translated  Tacitus  in  a  very  stiff  and  affected 
manner,  transposing  words,  and  placing  the  verb  at  the  end  of  the 
sentence,  according  to  the  Latin  idiom.  He  was  called  in  his  lift- 
(i|ne  Tacitus-Gordon. 

Y  3 
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Unmeaning  Ktraiu  debase  the  Mairtn&n  ntnsR, 
An  J  Terence  sjieaka  the  luigoage  of  the  stews, 

in  learning  (ihUs  must  Britain's  som  dtCij, 
And  see  her  rival  bear  the  prize  away, 
*  In  arts  at  weH  as  aims  to  Gallia  yield,     . 
And  own  her  happier  skill  in  either  field  i 
■\  See  where  her  faioasted  d'Ablancourt  appeals. 
Her  Mongwdts,  Bramoys,  Olivets,  Dacien; 
Careful  to  make  each  autient's  tnerit  known, 
Who  just  to  other?  fanie  haverais'd  their  own; 
Nor  wonder  these  should  clatra  superior  praise; 
A  nation  thanks  ibem  and  a  monarch  pays. 
Far  other  fate  attends  our  hireling  bard  [ 
A  sneer  hi)  praise,  a  pittance  his  reward. 
The  butt  of  wit,  and  jest  of  every  muse. 
Foes  laugh  to  scorn,  and  even  friends  abuse, 
I  Hie  great  Translanir  bids  each  dunce  translate, 
And  ranks  us  all  v.\xh  Tibbaldand  withTaip. 

•  It  was  said  by  a  great  nit  in  llie  last  war,  Ihat  he  tl 
TievcT  doabt  of  our  succefiSi  it  we  could  once  bring  ourselvi 
hate  the  Frencli  as  heartily  as  «e  do  the  aiu  and  sciences, 
indisputable,  that  tliey  are  njore  warmly  eticouraged,  and  ci 
quently  more  cultivated  aiid  iuiproved  iu  Fiance  tlian  among: 
,  Their  tiutslaiioiu  (especially  in  prole)  are  acknowledged  I 
more  fsilhfuJ  and  conecl.  and  ia  general  more  lively  ood  sp 

t  The  Trench  bad  ao  high  an  opinion  of  d'Ablanconrl'a 
a*  to  think  him  deserring  of  the  following  epitaph: 
L'itlustre  d'Ablancourt  repose  en  ce  tombean. 
Son  genie  u  ma  sifcle  a  lerri  dc  flambeau, 
Dbd9  sei  fameui  ecrits  toate  la  France  admire 
I>ei  Grccs  &  des  Romain)  les  precieni  liesors ; 

Qui  peid  ie  plus,  des  viviuu  ou  del  mons. 
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But  knaw,  wHat^'cr.  proud  Art  hath  call'd  her  own. 
The  breathiug  canvas,  and  the  sculptured  stonC| 
The  poets  verse ;  'tis  Imitation  all ; 
Great  Nature  only  is  Original. 
Her  various  charms  in  various  forms  express'd, 
They  best  have  pleas'd  us,  who  have  cop/d  best; 
And  those  still  shine  more  eminently  bright, 
Who  shew  the  goddess  in  the  fairest  light. 

So  when  great  Shakespeare  to  his  Garrick  joined, 
AVrth  mutual  aid  conspire  to  rouse  the  mind, 
'Tis  not  a  scene  of  idle  mimickry, 
'Tis  Lear's,  Hamlet's,  Richard's  self  we  see ; 
AVe  feel  the  actor's  strength,  the  poet's  fire ; 
AVith  joy  we  praise,  with  rapture  we  admire, 
To  see  such  pow'rs  within  the  reach  of  art, 
And  fiction  thus  subdue  the  human  heart. 

When  Sarto's  pencil  trac'd  the  faithful  line. 
So  just  each  stroke,  so  equal  the  design, 
*  That  pleas'd  he  saw  astonish'd  Julio  stand, 
Nor  know  Iiis  own,  nor  Raphael's  magic  hand  ; 
Blushing  to  find  himself  enamour'd  grown 
Of  rival  charms  and  beauties  not  his  own. 

All  these  hit  modest  satire  bade  translate, 
And  own'd  that  nine  such  peels  made  a  Tate, 

I  make  no  doubt  but  the  very  despicable  light,  in  which  transjA- 
tlon  is  here  represented,  may  have  deterred  many  from  ei)gaging 
in  it,  who  would  perhaps  have  made  no  contemptible  figure  ia 
that  branch  of  literature. 

*  Andrea  del  Sarto,  being  desired  by  Frederic  duke  of  Mantua 
to  copy  a  picture  of  Leo  X.  did  it  wilh  so  much  justness,  that  Jiilio 
Romano,  who  drew  the  drapery  of  that  piece  under  Raphael, 
took  his  copy  for  the  original,  and  said  to  Vasari,  '<  Don't  1  see  the 
strokes  that  I  struck  with  my  own  hand ;"  but  Vasari  shewing  Inm 
Pel  Sartors  mark,  he  was  convinced  of  his  mistake. 

The  story  is  told  at  large  in  the  27th  chapter  of  the  first  book  of 
Se  File's  Art  of  Fainting. 

1r4 
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Theini  be  the  task  to  comment  and  translate,     '' 
Like  these  ivlio  judge,  like  these  who  imitate. 

'  Unless  an  author  like  a  mistress  warms,  I 

How  shall  ue  hide  his  faults,  or  taste  his  charms, 
How  all  his  modest,  latent  beauties  find. 
How  trace  each  lovelier  feature  of  the  mind, 
Soften  each  blemish,  and  each  grace  improve. 
And  treat  him  with  the  dignity  of  love  i 

Tis  not  enough  that,  fraught  with  learning's  store. 
By  the  dim  lamp  the  tasteless  critic  pore, 
1'is  not  enough  that  wii's  misguiding  my 
Uncertain  glance,  and  yield  a  doubtful  dny. 
Not  ev'n  when  both  by  partial  nature  giv'n 
United  bless  the  favourite  of  heav*!! ; 
t  Unless,  by  secret  sympathy  combin'd, 
The  faithful  glass  reflects  its  kindred  mind  ; 
Unless  from  soul  to  soul  th'  imparled  fire 
Congenial  catch,  anil  kindle  warm  desire  ; 
Ev'n  such  as  lives  in  Rowe's  enraptur'd  strain. 
And  gives  Pharsalia  to  our  eyes  again, 
Where  glowing  in  each  animated  line, 
J  We  see  the  fiery  soul  of  Lucaii  shine ; 
Or  such  as  gilds  the  fair  historic  page, 
5  For  Smith  reserv'J  to  grace  our  latter  age ; 
Such  as  o'er  Dryden  all  its  influence  shed, 
And  bade  his  muse  recall  the  mighty  dead. 
Such  as  in  Pope's  extensive  genius  shone. 
And  made  immortal  Homer  all  our  own, 

*  Roscommon  tayi. 

'■  Chuse  then  an  autboc  s>  you  chute  a  friend." 
Fcrhapi  the  image  is  better  drawn  ftom  the  more  lively  pnasion. 

t  A  bill  of  initintttion  towatdi  a  particular  author,  and  a  aim^- 
laritj  of  genius  in  ihetikntlator  secininote  immediately  ntccsiaty 
than  wit  or  learning. 

}  See  Rowe*)  iianslalion  of  Lucan's  Pbsrsatia,  at  the  end  of 
which  i>  a  ihott  supplement  wiiilen  in  the  true  spirit  of  the  original. 

$  See  Smith's  tranilaiiun  of  Tbucjdides,  latalj  publislicd. 
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View  all  that  proud  antiquity  displays^ 
Count  o'er  her  boasted  heirs  of  endless  praise. 
Who  thought  so  nobly  or  M'ho  wrote  so  well,  ' 
Britain  can  shew  th' illustrious  parallel. 
Methinks  I  hear  each  venerable  shade 
For  base  neglect  his  genuine  sons  upbraid. 
Why  wou'd  not  Congreve  Afer's  charms  revive, 
*  Or  tender  Hammond  bid  Tibullus  live  ? 
Plautus  had  pleas'd  in  Vanbrugh's  looser  page, 
And  Otway  should  have  trod  the  Graecian  stage ; 
Lucian  would  shine  unveil'd  by  Swift  alone, 
And  Tully  calls  in  vain  for  Middleton  ; 
A  Livy's  sense  demands  a  St.  John's  style. 
And  Plato  asks  a  Melmoth  or  a  Boyle. 

Ev'n  now  there  are,  ere  learning  take  her  flight. 
And  gothic  darkness  spread  a  second  night ; 
Tho' science  droop,  and  ling' ring  arts  decay. 
There  are,  who  gild  the  evening  of  our  day. 
Once  more  behold,  majestic  in  her  tears, 
-f  By  Gray  adorn'd,  fair  Elegy  appears, 
J  Whilst  by  her  side  the  soft  Elfrida  stands, 
And  all  our  love  and  all  our  grief  demands ; 
§  With  Roman  spirit  Johnson's  manly  page 
Rises  severe  to  scourge  a  venal  age  ; 
II  Brown  draws  the  pen  in  sacred  truth's  defence, 
^  And  Armstrong  paints  his  own  benevolence. 

♦  Hammond,  anthor  of  Love  Elegies. 

+  See  Elegy  in  a  country  churchyard. 

t  Elfrida,  by  Mr.  Mason 

^  Samuel  Johnson,  author  of  the  Rambler,  and  also  of  two  fine 
imitations  of  Juvenal. 

H  See  Essay  on  the  Characttristics  of  Lord  Shaftesbury. 

5[  See  an  Epistle  on  Benevolence,  by  Dr.  Armstrong;  so  well 
known  for  his  celebrated  Poem  on  Healthy  one  of  the  best  pcj?- 
/brn^ances  in  the  English  language. 
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From  antient  isodds  these  exalted  kw 
Tbdr  fairest  forms  and  bn^t  ideas  die«r ; 
We  know  the  fountain  ^cace  the  waleis  came, 
Kor  wonder  at  the  clearness  of  tfie  stream. 

Yet  still  fair  Greece,  we  see  thy  garlands  tonty^ 
Wc  see  thee  still  thy  widow'd  akars  moimi  -,   - 
On  us  tby  heroes  still  superior  frown. 
Or  look  with  ^wffil  indignation  down  ; 
The  tears  of  Home  ibr  injur'd  learning  flow^ 
And  Athens  grie%'os  that  Britain  b  her  foe. 

Will  you  not  hm;  then,  O !  ye  sons  of  fame. 
To  vindicate  the  Greek  and  Roman  name? 
On  friends  oppress'd  yonr  gen'rous  aid  liestow. 
And  pay  the  debt  oi  gratitude  you  owe  ? 
Or  can  you  stilt  their  wrongs  unpi tying  see, 
•  Nor  social  join  with  Warton  and  with  Me  ? 

Whilst  round  his  brows  the  Mantuan  ivy  twine, 
Cautious  to  tread  in  Attic  paths  be  mine ; 
To  fame  unkiiown,  but  emulous  to  please, 
Trc'iiihlini;  I  seek  th'  immortal  Sophocles. 

(lenius  of  Greece  do  thou  my  breast  inspire 
With  some  warm  portion  of  thy  poet's  fire, 
l-'rom  hands  profane  defend  his  much  lov'd  name; 
■f  l-'rom  cruel  'I'ibbald  wrest  his  mangled  fame; 
Ciivc  him  once  more  to  bid  the  heart  overflow 
III  graceful  tcars^  and  sympathizing  woe; 
A  father's  death  with  soft  Elcctra  mourn. 
Or  slied  her  sorrows  o'er  a  brother's  urn; 
Or  fair  Antigone  her  griefs  relate; 
Or  poor  'j'ecmessa  weep  her  hapless  state 
Or  CKdipus  revolve  the  dark  decrees  of  fate. 


te.J 


*  Mr.  Warton  lias  lately  published  a  new  translation  of  the 
F.cl«»gm's  and  (j«>orgics  of  Virgil,  and  joined  it  to  Mr.  Titt's  exceU 
hnt  trnM.>Iati()n  of  ihc  /I'^nrid. 

t  'libhuld  (or  'I'lieohuld)  translated  two  or  three  plays  of  So- 
pl)ucl<:>,  HuU  ihrcatcn'dihe  public  with  more. 
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Cou'd  I  like  him  the  various  passions  move, 
Granville  wou'd  smile,  and  Chesterfield  approve; 
Each  lettered  son  of  science  wou'd  commend, 
Each  gentle  muse  wou'd  mark  me  for  her  friend; 
Isis  well-pleas'<J  wou'd  join  agister's  praise, 
And  Cam  applauding  consecrate  the  lays. 


SONG. 


Bl[    mCIIARD   TEKTON,   ESQ. 

How  sadly  from  the  wither'd  spray 

The  falling  leaves  bestrew  the  vale ; 
Whilst  Nature,  as  she  dies  away, 

Is  heard  to  groan  in  every  gale  ! 
Winter,  hark  !  that  savage  howl 

Proclaims  thy  tyrant  footsteps  near, 
Yet  I  with  joy  can  see  thee  scowl. 

And  meet  thy  brow  austere. 

If  mov'd  in  one  unvaried  round. 

How  soon,  alas  !  this  life  would  cloy ! 
In  every  age  some  charms  are  found, 

And  every  season  has  its  joy. 
Let  Summer  boast  her  choice  delights. 

The  cooling  shade,  the  flowery  plain  j 
But  friendship,  love,  and  social  nights. 

Are  Winter  in  thy  train. 
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PROLOGUE  .; 

TO  THE  MINIATURE  PIGIURE* 

SY  THE  BIOBT  HON.  R.  B.  SHEKII>AIf< 


Chill'd  by  rude  gales,  wiilcyet  reluctant  May 
Withlioids  liie  beauties  of  the  vernal  day. 
As  some  loud  maid,  whom  muti'on  frowns  reprove, 
Su8pi:ndfi  the  smile  her  heart  devotes  to  love. 
The  Season'^  pleasures  too  delay  their  hour. 
And  Winter  revels  witli  protracted  power; 
Then  blame  not,  Critics,  if  thus  late  we  bring 
A  Winter's  Drama,  but  reproach  the  Spring. 
What  prudent  Cit  dares  yet  the  season  trust, 
Bask  in  his  whisltey,  and  enjoy  the  dusli 
H'irs'd  in  Cheapsidc,  scarce  yet  the  gayer  Spark 
Achieves  the  Sunday  triumph  of  Che  Park  ; 
Scarce  yet  you  see  nlra,  dreading  to  be  lale. 
Scour  tile  New  Road,  and  dash  thro'Grosvenor-gate 
Anxious— yet  timorous  too^his  steed  to  shew, 
The  hack  Bucephalus  of  Rotten-roiy  ! 
Careless  he  seems,  yet  vigilantly  sly, 
Wooes  ihe  stray  glance  of  ladies  passing  by. 
While  his  off  heel,  insidiously  aside, 
Provokes  the  caper  which  he  seems  to  chide. 
Scarce  rural  Kensington  due  honour  gains. 
The  vulgar  verdure  of  her  walks  '     " 


•  Tbis  prologue  was  also  ipoien  before  the  pUjr  of  PLiatio, 
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Wliefe  white-robM  Misses  amble  two  by  two, 
Nodding  to  booted  Beaux — "  How'  do,  how'  do  J^ 
With  gen'rous  questions  that  no  answer  wait — 
**  How  vastly  full !  A'n't  you  come  vastly  late  ? 
**  Tn't  it  quite  charming?  When  dh  you  leave  town } 
*'  AVt  you  quite  tir'd  ?  Pray  can  we  set  you  down  ?" 
These  suburb  pleasures  of  a  London  May, 
Imperfect  yet,  we  hail  the  cold  delay. — 
Should  our  Play  please — and  you're  indulgent  ever- 
Kindly  decree — **  Tis  better  latQ  than  never." 


TRANSLATION 

Olr   A   LAtiK   1»0£M   OY   POLlTlAN  TO   LORENZO   D% 

MEDICI. 

While  burning  with  poetic  fire, 

To  you  I  tune  th^  applausive  lyre; 

The  jeering  rabble  slyly  note 

(And  well  they  may)  my  threadbare  coat, 

My  shoes,  that,  gall'd  by  constant  wearing, 

Threaten  to  give  my  toes  an  airing. 

The  rogues  but  ill  conceal  their  smirking, 

When  they  remark  my  ragged  jerkin  ; 

They  cry,  Tm  but  a  scurvy  poety 

And  swear  my  shabby  tatters  show  it : 

While  you,  Lo&enjzo,  so  bepraise  me. 

Your  flatt'r/s  sure,  enough  to  craze  me, 

But  prove  your  eulogies  sincere ; 

Have  mercy  on  my  character, 

And  (no  great  boon  your  bard  beseeches) 

Send  me-*at  least,  a  pair  of  breeches. 


S34 
THE  DEATH  OF  WOLSEV. 

AN  ELEGY. 

BY  THE   lET.  J,   H.   POTT. 


SuiLBV  and  slow  from  •Cftwood's  lessening  spires, 
Unlicedcil  BOW,  the  iBOuroful  IrMn  retires. 
Ah  wherc's  the  thronging  crowd,  the  long  array? 
Cttuld  one  keen  blast  sweep  all  so  soon  away  f 

Powi^T  makes  no  friends  that  humble  need  can  claim. 
The  wretch'  who  meanly  sought,  will  spum  the  nau«. 
Tiie  slaves  whom  fortune  with  a  nod  halh  sway'd 
Distress  in  vain  shall  beckon  to  her  aid. 

Ah  wretched  Wolscy!.  these  no  more  remain, 
But  fancy  still  ptrccives  another  train : 
Remorse,  and  shanif,  the  tyrants  of  the  tnind, 
And  hated  malice,  thronging  press  behind. 
And  see  where  hooting  envy  claps  her  hands  ; 
High  on  the  distant  castle's  height  she  stands, 
And  gladly  beek'ning  round  her  muflJed  train, 
Points  to  the  conquest,  whicli  they  help'd  to  gain, 

O  thou,  reflected  in  whose  starling  tears, 
The  image  of  a  melting  heart  appears, 
From  whence  the  dews  of  silent  sorrow  flow. 
Whose  locks  so  oft  have  dry'd  the  cheeks  of  woe, 

■  Cawood   in  Yoiliiliire,  to  which  Weti«;  had  tetired,  ind 
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Soft  pity !  thou  w^lwe  swelling  eyes  still  bend 
O'er  some  sad  object,  maid  of  heaven  descend : 
Ah  let  one  face  of  generous  grief  be  near ; 
Thy  store  can  spare  for  helpless  age  a  tear. 

And  thou  whose  feyes  with  patient  hope  serene, 
Still  look  to  heav'n,  and  scorn  this  languid  scene  : 
Calm  resignation !  teach  him  how  to  prize 
That  awful  hour  on  which  thy  faith  relies. 

A  busy  life  demands  a  serious  close  ; 

And  grief  can  ask  no  more  than  soft  repose. 

That  ease  is  death's,  when  kings  shall  frown  no  more, 

And  victims  bless  the  stroke,  (hey  fear'd  before. 

Then  heart-wrung  grief  shall  draw  a  longer  lot, 
The  scalding  tear  of  yesterday  forgot ; 
Then  shall  the  cloud  that  frownd  upon  the  sight 
Disclose  its  brighter  side,  its  tints  of  light. 

Already  sickness  chills  the  small  remains 
Of  vital  heat  that  warms  his  withered  veins. 
Already  from  his  eyes  its  fires  has  stole, 
Revealing  there  the  fears  that  load  his  souL 

That  force  elastic  which  can  rise  tho'  prest 
With  sorrows  load,  forsakes  his  aged  breast  ; 
The  weakened  frame  receives  the  galling  weight, 
Feels  its  diminished  strength,  and  yields  to  fate. 

Tears  fill  the  furrows  of  his  reverend  cheek, 
Whose  silent  rhetoric  proves  language  weak.     . 
Each  heart  must  sicken  when  a  man  shall  weep, 
A  great  man's  tears  inflict  a  shock  too  deep. 

Too  strong  the  conflict.     Nature  sinks  oppressed. 
What  gate  stands  wide  to  succour  the  distressed  ? 


»■ 
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Religion's  holy  mansion  *  nset  neu, 

No  son  of  woe  can  come  a  stranger  therer 

There  pious  hands  shall  thrust  the  borasidej 
Slow  to  her  humble  door,  too  low  for  pride,  *: 
Till  pride  shall  sloop,  they  befir  their punfdl  loa^ 
There  sorrow  oft  has  found  a  safe  abode.  ;' 

With  kind  concern  and  hospitable  care, 
The  sons  of  peace  each  needful  help  prepare, 
An  anxious  readinees  in  each  appears. 
For  all  with  piiy  view  his  helpleu years. 

iiis  rank,  and  high  estate  theyleftrn, 
luwkt  dnd  wonder  swell  their  £rst  concern ; 
fain  they  strive  ;  for  Oh  no  kindling  breath 
I  e'er  renew  the  flame  once  chill'd  by  death. 

His  eyes  already  lose  their  sickly  gloom, 
For  well  he  ftefs  his  hour  of  peace  is  come. 
These  faultering  words,  whose  accents  last  shall  leave 
His  trembling  lips,  the  pious  train  receive. 

"  Osad  mistake  !  O  vain  misguiding  light, 
"  Pursued  alas  too  far,  as  false,  as  bright! 
"  O  fatal  error,  ill  repented  now, 
"  O  wretch,  before  a  mortal  God  to  bow  ! 

"  Had  I,  just  God  of  truth,  obeyed  thy  word 
"  With  half  the  zeal  I  serv'd  an  earthly  Lord, 
"  Thou  ne'er  had'st  left  me  in  my  friendless  hour, 
"  Thus  old,  to  feel  the  scourge  of  worldly  power. 

•  L*iccsler  Abby.  The  faliguB  of  his  jouniej,  and  the  distress 
of  his  niiTid,  lendered  him  incapublc  of  proceeding  further  tO' 
wBida  LoudoD.  He  reached  ihii  place  vitb  great  diMculij,  md 
died  ihtir. 
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**  Thy  toil  is  light,  thy  recompense  secure, 
**  I  serv'd  a  prince  whose  smiles  were  never  sure ; 
'*  Who  fearless  scorn'd  ail  hazard  to  fulfill 
*'  Some  purpose  of  a  wild  ungovem  d  vrilK 

^*  He  who  shall  live  to  see  with  aged  eyes 
The  tombs  of  patents,  children,  friends  arisei 
Shall  often  wish  his  ashes  slept  widi  theirs. 
And  crave  their  pillow  in  his  warmest  prayers* 

''  But  I  tho'  struggling  in  each  moment's  breatbi 
**  Still  wish'd  to  live,  till  sorrow  welcomed  death* 
^'  No  change  to  misery  can  be  a  curse, 
**  The  happy  only  fear  a  sad  reverse. 

**  Yet  let  my  royal  master  deign  to  hear, 

**  That  Wolsey  nam'd  him  in  his  latest  prayer. 

*^  Ah,  let  him  think  on  all  the  toil  I  bore, 

*'  And  weep  for  me,  when  I  can  weep  no  more.** 

Fate  checks  the  rest ;  in  vain  they  bend  around : 
Life  pass'd  his  lips,  and  vanished  with  the  sound. 
On  heav*n  with  anxious  hope  he  fix'd  his  eye. 
And  breath'd,  with  lifted  hands,  his  last  sad  siglu 

Still  silence  reigns ;  true  grief  ne'er  spends  its  force 
Like  shallow  streams  that  murmur  in  their  course. 
The  deepest  waters  ever  silent  flow, 
And  heart-sick  sorrow  hates  the  noise  of  woe. 

The  holy  father,  rais'd  by  elder  years. 
And  virtue  more  mature,  commends  their  tears. 
And  strives  to  leave  with  lasting  force  impress'd, 
These  pious  lessons  on  each  soften'd  breast. 

*'  O  ye,  whom  now  the  world's  long-faded  charms 
*^  Shall  ne'er  seduce  from  holy  virtues  arms; 
**  No  longer  toss'd  in  dreams  of  worldly  care, 
**  Ye  pensioners  of  peace,  and  sons  of  prayer, 
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'  Learn  hewt)  tftpfHoywu-  own  WBUre  tetteatj 

"  SuMuni  liy  yon,  still  turtunc  ralva  ihf  great, 

"  Your  trailitsi  ihoughl*,  eft  truth  confirio'd  tie  bictisl, 

"  Ne'er  leigd'd,  what  he  wlfwse  fWo  you  luouiii  po8»e»'d- 

"  Vet,  such  vAi  ke,  wto  ber«  resign'd  h»"bre»tli, 

"  tlappy  flt  kngih  to  g*>,  iho'  led  by  death, 

"  AVhcre  bwc  iagrutitude  must  qwt  her  aim ; 

"  Mup|)y  to  loMJ  Uie  ttiltur  sense  ol'  bbatae. 

"  Ilowt^H  prtijecif^  hi^  whtti  fate  shall  csll 

"  Ba«fc.lo  tbte  Mmm«<.  eenlre  all  mu=t  fall. 

"  Gi'ownstiff  in.  ti«BKb,[heeyew)iich  glanc'd  cammand, 

"  Shall  crave  ihi;  offic*  <jf  a  pious  hand. 

•'  Perhaps  ihat  care  unpsy'd,  deoy'd  a  tomb 

"  Till  pH.yJng  wluds  iho  Imicd  face  cunsume. 

"  So  quickly  vaiiibh  gracdeur,  wealth  and  power  t 

"  The  ^aot  i>hadv^vs.  ot  lifc'i  sua-^hino  hour. 

"  BfcMil:)i<}w  s{i<m  the  siLpple  slavra  of  stat^ 

"  ThanUiMSj  furgd  the  fayours  ol"  lh«  great, 

"  Down  furl  4iM'»>ia.V ring  current  still  they  glides 

"  But  ncvULMuFD  to  stuvB  agsinit  the  tid». 

"  The  frieiids  of  p«it-er,  like  armiea  raii'd  tm  aboM-, 

"  ThepraclisUnirmt  of  mimic  duty  kitowi 

"  III  gay  review  obswrue  tatb  nice  cumniand^ 

"  But  \a  an  hour  of  ^danger  ncvwr  tiimtk 

"  Yet  think  not. that  Arit^tstty  bextvwt 

"  No  snB-ahine  rojr,  for  all  her  sbon'n  of  «oci.; 

"  Thfft  ^tft  was  b«r's  which  \ut  ilia  eycvcrafest, 

"  That  beau  of  soft  anticipated  raati 

"  The  teiirj  of  »«fitrance  are  butlh&Bwd* 

"  Of  future  ■Hiesf  when  juy  to.^itf^uccseds, 

'■  Each  drop  thhi[  pttige  from  worldly  film  tlM  sight, 

"  And  fitit  fiir  aubnghter,  purer  light 


'^  Had  fav*ring  fortune  still  remained  his  guide, 
'<  Nor  e'er  to  lif^V-llUt-fltev^rsUDfc  l|is  side^ 
''  Far  other  passions  then  bad  fill'd  his  eyes, 
''  Which  iram'd  At  ilQDgkii  fiam  eArth,  iMMAflfl^ght  tho 
"  skies. 

*^  Then  happy  h^  wfio*  (rembling  oh  life's  l>rink 
*^  Already  bent,  desfr^'tfl  one6  to  sink  ; 
''  And  as  his  wrinkles  le^  to  earth  more  near,  . 
^*  Wishes  to  .cover  ihem  for  ever  thore.       •   " 

'^  Be  oars  that  ^rti^jujf^  that  bliss  attend, 
'^  And  smooth  .the  awful  hour,  when  life  must  and ; 
"  Still  trusft  &  Pdftrer;  whose  word  can  ne'er  dieceive,. 
"  And  ne  er  repine  a  joyless  worid  to  leave ; 

"  Where  on  a  sea,  by  h9^rly  tempesrt;  tcui^  ;:     - 
'^  All  blijidly  aleer,  the  h^m  of  treason  IqBt;  [ 
''  Where  many  sink,  aiid  they  who  gain  uEe  ttiore, 
^'  Think  them  as  happy  Who  were  dlrown'd.be^oice  ; 

^^  Where  all  are  busied  in  ^me  viiin  pursiihy ' 
"  Fair  in  its  blossom,  barren  in  its  fruit.       •■•  '^  ^ 
''  Till  late  they  find  wheii  full  posdessicttr  dl^s, 
"  Thcyearh'd  disgust,  but  paid  for  real  joys^H  • 

■^^^^^^^ 
EPIGRAM,  IMITATED  FROM  MARTIAL. 

Hang  me  outright,  but  I  could  spend  ' 
Whole  days  and  nights  with  you,  my  fti6tad.— ^ 
But  two  miles  sever  us,  or  more ; 
To  go  and  come,  I  niake  them  four. 
You're  often  absent,  oft  denied, 
Engaged,  or  sick,  or  occupied  : 
Your  sight's  well  worth  a  twO-mile  titdge-^ 
Pour  ihu^  to  miss  you  is  the  grudge! 

K.  B.  UALUEO,  ESQ. 
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THE  OPTIMIST. 

4m  EfittU  la  Robert  Auguitta  Johnton,  Btf. 

£T   HICtlAEL    irODBUtL,   ESQ. 


Resolved  to  inalch  the  present  Itour 
Sacred  to  Cbearfulness  and  you, 
Tha'  dull  November  skies  yd  lour. 
From  trivial  converse  1  retire, 
From  joys  on  which  the  crowd  attends ; 
Anil  scaled  by  a  blazing  fire, 
With  distant  admiration  view. 
What  borrow'd  altitudes  express 
The  nge  of  modish  emptiness. 

Lectur'd  by  those  considerate  friends. 
Whose  vows  arc  pour'd  at  Wisdom's  shrine 
More  fervently  than  your's  or  mine, 
from  idly  tracing  n  ai|^  down 
Euh  folly  that  be«Rf  lUe  town. 
Or  haunts  the  cottage,  I  desist, 
And,  duely  weighing  in  loy  thought 
Eadi  maxini  honest  *  Paii^ois-^ngh^ 
Commence  AQfuaJit  Optimist. 

Let  the  wtirn'Bemu  of'AnaK'aTrign 
Repeat  what  pleas'd  in  days  of  yore. 
And  «ct  Ithe  Lover  at  fourscore. 
All  tottering  and  connits'd  with  pain. 

■  Jn  VolniK*!  Cindidt. 
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Let  cards  (ordain'4  to  break  the  fence 
Which  kept  insipid  uj^liness 
Apart  from  beauty  and  from  sense) 
Intrude  on  meditation's  gloom. 
Banish  the  Matron's  sober  dress. 
And,  paradox  till  now  unheard ! 
Make  hoary  age  no  more  revered, 
Sink  unregarded  to  the  tomb. 

Of  old,  as  godly  writers  tell. 
When  her  unwelcome  looking-glass 
Informed  the  antiquated  Belle 
The  triumphs  of  her  charms  were  o'er. 
And  eveiy  lover  fled  the  door, 
Conscious  bow  swift  life's  minutes  pas^ 
She  order'd  up  her  gravest  pinners, 
Exchanged  brocade  for  decent  furs. 
And  mixed  with  penitential  sinners  r 
But  now  at  Flavia's  toilet,  grac'd  ;» 

With  such  refiu'd  display  of  taste 
As  might  become  her  grand- daughterii^ 
Midst  Naples  washes  and  carmine, 
dpadille,  great  potentate,  is  seen,, 
With  pomp  to  take  his  nightly  slauid  ^ 
Each  eve,  this  idol  to  appease,^ 
She  dashes  frpm  her  palsied  iu^njd^ 
Unread  Devotion's  fervent  straiUi  . 
Penn'd  by  old  *  Jeremy,  Romainei 
Or  any  greater  Saint  yQU,pilea9e. 

Meanwhile  at  Fortume's  spa^cioijis  tajhfe 
I  take  whatever  seat  i  filled, 
Accommodating  still  my  min^, 
To  feed  as  well  as  I  apa  ^blc, 
Fond  to  persuade  each  grumUing  guest^  JJ 

The  fare,  which  fypv^  her  shaken  urn  ^ 

•  Jeremy  Taylor,  i 
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■  This  Qtiefin  of  rfgtitlalB  eqtii^  ' 
Chances  at  any  time  to  tiirn, 
Is  undeniably  the  best. 
Haply  your  candour  may  incline 
To  bid  mo  the  faint  notes  prolong. 
Since,  scorning  meanly  to  repine, 
The)'  the  coy  nymphii  of  Pinduu'  hill 
Their  much-re^uesled  aid  deny. 
Self-soothed,  vnth  accents  harsh  and  shrill, 
I  bri-athe  an  unambitious  song. 

Could  my  invention  soar  on  high  ' 

With  yours,  together  would  we  rove. 
And  gleaning  each  neglected  sweet. 
From  that  imaginary  grove 
Where  Beauty  and  where  Virtue  meet, 
With  blooming  myrtle,  Gallia's  pride, 
Brad  laurels  from  Ilyssus'  side, 
And  strew  the  wreath  at  Plato's  feet;  " 

Or  treail  Leucate's  haughty  bro\? 
Where,  moved  with  energy  divine, 
In  days  of  more  heroic  mold, 
Hopeless,  yet  resolutely  bold. 
The  Lover  prmi'S  at  Phfflbus'  shrine 
A  last  irrevocable  vow. 
Nor  fear'd  to  tempt  the  raging  tide; 
Thence,  while  the  big  tears  down  her  cheek 
Steals  copiously,  bid  Nature  speak. 
And  near  the  gulph  where  Sappho  di<d. 
O'er  the  huge  clifis  exposed  and  bare, 
Erect  the  trophies  of  Despair. 

Such  were  the  themes  your  voice  approv'd; 
Nor  should  fastidious  Fancy  ask 
A  scope  more  large,  a  nobler  task,  - 
When,  by  eacli  prejudice  uDroov'd> 
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She  dares  to  rabtQli  Mfti'  ffObllc-' We, 
From  the  high  VulgtftfV  mttptf  ^fh^ 
Actions  irregularly  gtdat^      - 
Or  sentimeiils  that  might  adortk 
Lyceum's  archi^it^  ere  \n  dhttt^ 
With  brutal  shouts,  all  impious- band 
The  towers  of  ^uii'd  EM^heus  latd ; 
And  where  the  PatHot's  awful  bust 
Had  dignffiMltM  pttlitily  6had^, 
The  Turkislif  cresc«*t  (!am*d<— ^To  close 
My  baffled  sottl^'f  nspiring  vkws, 
See  Boreas  comes  with  ffoi^ii  hand, 
And  while  yon  altar  of  the  Muse 
With  kindled  incense  blajses,  throws, 
To  damp  it.  Winter's  sicltly  dews. 

Yet  tho'  unbraced^  va^  iorpid  lyre 
Deniei  to  bre^be  one  iniivfly^  no)^f 
Tho'  in  these  leafless  shadea  the  tkt;^^ 
Of  Philomel,  with  all  the  quire 
Of  feathered  harmonists,  i»  mute, 
And  tempests  rage,  'tis  you  alone, 
I  ask  no  other  aid,  can  suit 
My  spirits  to  ^me  livelier  tone:   . 
Come  then,  aild,  to  induce  you  more, 
Melissa  will  with  smiles  attend 
To  welcome  her  expected  friend ; 
And  haply  from  Itatia's  shore 
Returning,  virti^'s  choicest  store 

Will import';  or  He,  whbise  soul 

With  lettered  elegance  reftu'd 
Brings  Aristippus  to  our  mmd'. 
While  the  •wwt  houn  unheeded  fly 
Mix  with  the  circuiatiiig  bbwl 
His  uneoastmin'd'festivitiy. 
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While  thus  to  our  obscun  re«e« 
The  social  Pleasures  wing  their  way 
In  calm  tTanquillity,  I  bless 
Thi'so  howling  blasts  and  fleecy  snows. 
Inclement  Winter's  dread  array, 
Convinc'd  chat  all  is  for  the  best: 
Since  Friendship's  stream  unfrozen  flows, 
Unlike  the  giddy  throngs  we  find. 
Whose  wishes  float  with  every  wind. 
Gladly  can  I  those  pleasures  spare 
With  which  tumultuous  citi««  ring. 
And  much  prefer  this  chilling  air 
To  all  the  vaunted  flowers  of  Spring. 
xrer.  

SONG. 

Wais  forc'd  from  thee,  my  soul's  delight. 

What  cares  distract  my  throbbing  breast! 
My  anxious  day,  my  anxious  itight. 

Strangers  alike  to  rest : 
For  though  1  know  thee  still  sincere. 
Yet  love  is  full  of  doubt  and  fear. 
How  vain  the  joys  that  tempt  the  eye, 

And  music  melting  on  the  ear ! 
Indifferent  to  eafh  sight  am  I, 

And  every  sound  fhear: 
A  bod^  onty's  lelt  with  me, 
For  still  my  soul  attends  on  thee. 
As,  when  the  Sun  withdraws  his  ray, 

Clos'H  is  the  snow-drop's  lilied  cup  \ 
So  shuts  my  heart,  when  tfaou'rt  away, 

Aud  locks  thy  image  up. 
How  long  shall  then  this  night  remain, 
Till  thou  unlock  my  heart  again  F 

m.   FENTOIT,   ZS«k 
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IT  H1U  SRAW. 


Ask  not  why  oft  my  channed  fight 
I  bend  along  that  lawn  and  grove. 

Ask  not  why  thus  my  steps  delight 
Along  that  mountain  side  to  rove. 

Nor  ask  why  by  that  wandering  brook, 

I  linger  long  with  earnest  look. 

That  lawn  and  grove  no  scenes  display. 
That  other  lawns  and  groves  suipass ; 

Dark  pines  that  mountain  side  array, 
And  thinly  shade  its  walks  of  grass ; 

Thro'  whispering  reeds  that  streamlet  glides. 

And  humble  osiers  crown  its  sides. 

'  But,  ah!  this  is  the  well-known  space. 
Seen  after  tedious  years  are  past, 
Within  whose  bound  which  well  I  trace. 
My  part  of  sprightly  youth  was  cast : 
My  infant  steps  have  trod  this  green. 
These  banks  my  early  sports  have  seen* 

O!  haunts,  long  from  my  sight  withdrawn. 
Oft  to  my  mind  by  fancy  brought. 

How  gladly  now  1  trace  each  lawn. 

Where  jocund  youth  its  pleasi^es  sought. 

Where  I  was  wont  in  careless  play 

With  Lycon  oft  to  waste  the  day. 
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Can'st  ttion  not  tell,  O  timpiJ  ?trMni ! 

Fin  Imi  we  Binij'ii  ^i^rni  ibji  uijcr 

How  oA  to  shun  tbr  Biimmrr  b«am. 
We  worn  lu  i^TiKe  i^  t|^^  tidp. 
How  oft  we  swept  Sy  ice-bouud  fliiod, 
WiM  winter  stirT'donr^Qift^ul  blood) 

Together  by  ihc  tinkling  rill 

Wc  IkhI  uursputtjvc  buwsBt  raorn, 

Tuectbi^r round  the  pinc^ckd  hill 

We  urg'd  the  chacp  with  sounding  bom. 

Or  la  iho  bozcl  l>Biik  rciir'd. 

We  tuug  wbat  oft  ibp  Muse  inspit'd. 

But,  all !   how  happy  nas  that  day, 

WIk'H  love  first  tHiight  me  her  suft  law,     , 

Wbea  in  the  ^lladl'S  in  early  May, 
The  blouiniiig  Myra  first  1  saw: 

How  beauteous  wm  site  by  that  woodl 

How  gaitng  on  tlte  nymph  I  stood ! 

From  yondtr  moad,  to  grace  her  hair, 

1  culi'd  the  Illy  and  Iresh  rci6<^. 
In  yonder  bower,  to  aooibe  the  fair, 

^oft  nunbciH  for  my  reed  I  those ; 
We  aeX  beimuh  yon  puplsr  sbud«. 
These  willows  heard  the  vows  we  made. 

But  why  these  scenes  should  I  retrace. 
Nor  seek  m  Wste  smli  joys  *giuu  i 

The  lawn,  the  [trove,  ««ch  well-knowB  place. 
The  hill  and  limpid  iitrcam  remaia ; 

The  Doplnnt  )ireen  lh<  ir  shaitows  spread. 

And  Nlay  with  fr«»h  fiowca  crowns  the  mead. 
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Then  bring  to  me  my  poli^Vd  bow. 
And  bring  tbe  pipe  of  tuncfiil  breath. 

And  let  me  crop  the  flowers  that  blow, 
And  let  me  twine  a  fragrant  wreath. 

So  shall  I  all  the  joys  renew. 

Which  here  in  youthful  days  I  knew. 

But  from  the  softly-whispering  reede, 
And  from  the  stream  that  glides  below. 

With  plaintive  voice  a  sound  proceeds, 
Whose  tender  accents  feebly  flow, 

"  Forbear,  fond  .man,  it  seems  to  say, 

Forbear  and  chase  these  dreams  away. 

The  hill,  the  lawn,  the  well-known  bowerS; 

The  mead  and  silver  stream  remain. 
The  breath  of  Spring  calls  forUi  the  flowers, 

To  crown  once  more  the  dewy  plain : 
But,  ah  !  thy  youth  on  hasty  wing 
Is  flown,  nor  knows  returning  Spring. 

Thy  art  may  teach  the  pipe  to  blow, 

Thy  hand  may  grasp  the  bow  once  more. 

But  can  the  pipe  or  polish'd  bow 
Thy  careless  youth  to  thee  restore? 

Or  can  the  flowery  garland  chace 

The  wrinkles  printed  on  thy  face? 

Will  Lycon  now  Tiis  bed  forsake 

If  thou  at  dawn  shalt  wind  the  horn  ? 

Will  Myra  at  thy  call  awake 

If  thy  soft  flute  resouad  at  morn  f 

Ah !  no :  dark  tombs  thfir  ashes  keep, 

Within  the  p^ac^f^l  grove  they  sleep. 
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.■n  rather  go  to  yon  dark  towen 

Along  whose  walls  pale  ivy  civeps, 

Go  ihuu  and  deck  ibr  spoi  wiih  flt'wcrs. 

Where  Ljcuii  near  thy  Myra  sleeps, 

An  aged  yew-tree  marks  the  place, 
Each  tomb  pale  stones  of  roarblc  grace 

.  There  sit,  aod  while  Ihy  pensive  mind 
Calls  back  those  golden  days  again 
When  Myra  to  Ihy  love  was  kind, 

When  X.ycon  trod  with  ihee  the  plain. 
Think  that  thou  aUo  soon  shall  have 
Thy  dwelling  with  them  in  the  grave." 


THE  LEAF. 


BY  THE    LATE    DH.   HORNE,    BISHOP   Of  NORWICH. 


We  aD  do  fade  u  a  LesT. 


See  the  loftves  around  us  railing, 
Dry  and  witber'd  lo  the  ground  j 

Thus  to  thoughtless  mortals  calling, 
In  a  sad  and  solemn  sound: 

Sons  of  Adam,  once  in  Eden 
Blighted  when  like  us  he  fell. 

Hear  the  lecture  we  arc  resding, 
lis,  alas  !  the  truth  we  tell. 


349 

Virgins,  mucb,  too  much,  presuming 
On  your  boasted  white  i^d  red, 

View  us,  late  in  beauty  blooming, 
Number'd  now  among  the  dead. 

Griping  misers,  nightly  waking. 
See  the  end  of  all  your  care ; 

Fled  on  wings  of  our  own  making, 
We  have  left  our  owners  bare. 

Sons  of  honour,  fed  on  praises, 
Flutt'ring  high  in  fancied  worth, 

Lo !  the  fickle  air,  that  raises, 
firings  us  down  to  parent  earth* 

Learned  sophs,  in  systems  jaded. 
Who  for  new  ones  daily  call. 

Cease,  at  length,  by  us  persuaded, 
Ev'ry  leaf  must  have  its  fall  I 

Youths,  tho  yet  no  losses  grieve  you, 
Gay  in  health  and  manly  grace. 

Let  not  cloudless  skies  deceive  you, 
Summer  gives  to  Autumn  place. 

Venerable  sires,  crown  hoary, 
Hither  turn  th  unwilling  eye, 

Think,  amid  your  falling  glory, 
Autumn  tells  a  winter  nigh. 

Yearly  in  our  course  returning 
Messengers  of  shortest  stay. 

Thus  we  preach  this  truth  concerning, 
•  Heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  away/ 

On  the  Tree  of  Life  eternal, 
Man,  let  all  thy  hope  be  staid, 

Whic|^  alone,  forever  vernal. 

Bears  a  Leaf  that  shall  not  fade. 


no 


TO  SPRING. 


Spbikg,  how  flighted  •  in  life's  early  dawn 
I  Uod  each  bending  lale  and  brvexy  lawD, 
And  mark'd  (^ch  op'ning  tlouer  of  freshest  liue. 
That  drinks  ihe  genial  rain  or  morning  dew! 
How  picas'd  btncaTh  liie  noontide's  silettt  sky 
I  heard  the  feeble  lamb's  repeated  c^y, 
While  the  fond  mother  anxious  ceasti  to  feCJ, 
And  watch'd  my  careless  footsteps  o'er  the  mend  • 
How  pleu'd  the  calm  «n<l  sun-warm  lane  I  irac'df. 
Its  sides  once  more  with  cheering  verdure  grac'd, 
Where  'mid  ike  varied  moss,  unt«ught  nod  wild, 
The  violet  sweet  and  golden  lily  smil'd, 
Thf  snuw-drop  meek,  in  virgin  white  array'd. 
And  primrose,  tenant  of  the  pathless  sha.de  ! 
How  pleas'd  I  wander'^  o'er  the  landscape  still. 
When  dark'ning  shadows  wrapt  the  weit^in  hill. 
While  on  the  easfern  slope's  contrasted  side 
By  slow  degrees  the  beam  of  cT'ning  died  ; 
What  time  'mid  swimming  miets  the  dusky  spire 
And  groves  and  pleasing  delU  from  view  rttire ; 

•  The  reader  of  lUlian  may  here  recolJect,  Uid  K>me»list 
nj  cort,  the  eiquisile  "  0  Primavera."  of  Guutni- 
,  t  J^  giasiy  l»ne.  so  '»rely  pacU  ' 
■.   With  aiurc  flowertts  idly  grac'd. 


)q  Ihepoeucal  shelf  of  ai 
bf  omiiied,  Ilin  pleasing 
m  objerrer  of  tutare. 
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When  sleep  the  fiuuting  breeses  on  the  shore, 
An<l  the  last  tinkling  sheep-bell  speaks  no  more ! 

Sprcng,  thou  return'st  with  all  thy  wonted  §race| 
The  woods  re-echo  to  thy  tuneful  nice. 
In  ev'ry  forest  walk  and  mead  are  seen 
Thy  flow'ry  chaplet  and  thy  robe  of  green. 
Again,  by  many  a  fairy  dream  beguil'd, 
I  seek  the  upland  path  or  shaggy  wild. 
And  drink  rich  odours  *  from  the  furse-clad  dale. 
That  scents  at  intervals  the  luscious  gale, 
Or  freshening  fragrance  of  new-moisten'd  earth, 
When  shoots  the  strengthened  barley  into  birth, 
When  cooling  drops  the  tfairbty  gold«-cup  fill, 
And  the  lone  fisher  seeJcs  the  nuid^taind  rilL 
Or,  far  from  vulgar  cares^  i  trace  the  stream 
With  dripping  oar8«  that  catch  the  noonday  beam ; 
While  soothing  bells  in  many  a  varied  round 
Fling  on  the  liquid  tides  their  silver  sound-. 
Nor,  floating  slow  and  can-less,  do  I  dread 
To  cast  a  backwaid  view  on  moments  fled ; 
Whatever  of  sweet  remembrance  there  appears, 
Tis  doubly  pleasing  through  the  mist  of  years* 
So  when  soft  vapours,  dimming  mortal  eyes, 
Make  pale  the  cloudless  blue  of  summer  skies, 
The  blending  groves,  and  hills  of  faded  green,        '^ 
And  dark-grey  battlements  more  larsfe  are  seen. 
IT  aught  of  mournful  bleeding  mem  ry  find, 
Tis  not  unwelcome  to  the  musing  mind ; 
While  drops  of  milder  melancholy  born, 
Such  as  Reflection's  drooping  cheek  adorn, 
From  the  moist'sparkliog  eye  unbidden  flow. 
And  all  the  bosom  melts  to  softer  woe. 

*  Save  that  by  fits  the  fune-clad  dale 
Tinctures  the  transitory  gale. 

WARTON's   FIEBT  or   APRIL. 
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'Vitus  unpercHv'd  glides  on  the  vacant  day. 
And  gradual  steal  the  willow'd  banks  away. 

Spring,  thou  rctum'st;  but  labour,  care,  and  pain 
Might  mar  thy  sweets,  and  make  thy  coming  vain: 
Vain  is  thy  glad  return  to  him,  who  bends 
Beneath  hard  pciiuM,  bereft  of  friends;  I 

And  vain  to  him,  who  feeds  the  wasting  fire 
Of  dini-L'y'd,  hupeless,  pining,  wan  desire. 
The  gloomy  debtor's  heart  thou  canst  not  cheer; 
^Thou  canst  not  wipe  ihc  wniched  widow's  tear; 
Thou  canst  nut  charm  the  tyrant,  nor  conlroul 
The  busy  pangs,  that  rend  bis  guilty  soul; 
And  those,  who  mourn  oppression's  sullen  sway. 
With  hearts  unhealing  view  thy  golden  raj-: 
Nor  always  gladden'd  by  thy  fost'ring  care. 
Thy  health-inspiring  luns,  and  balmy  air, 
Does  groaning  Pain  fonakc  his  tedious  bed,  ' 

Or  pining  Sickness  ri^ar  her  drooping  head. 

Nor  shine  thy  rapt'rous  moments  always  fair 
To  him  who  droops  beneath  no  private  care ; 
Still  shall  the  gcn'rous  breast  its  views  extend, 
And  share  the  griefs  of  all,  to  all  a  friend. 
Dear  to  the  virtuous  soul  is  pity's  tear. 
Beyond  all  sensual  selfish  pleasure  dear; 
Dw»t  is  the  sigh,  to  wailing  Mis'ry  paid. 
And  sweet  the  the  toil,  that  seeks  the  poor  to  aid  ; 
^or  is  there  bliss  in  all  this  scene  below. 
Like  his,  who  rescues  want  or  comforts  woe. 
Still,  as  thy  hours  return,  delightful  Spring, 
These  mild  emotions  to  my  bosom  bring ; 
The  bliss  thy  charms  inspire,  chastis'd  by  these, 
Beyond  all  wild  unmeaning  joy  shall  please. 
So  sweeter  than  the  fev'riiA  glare  of  day 
It  meek  and  pensive  eVning'S  sober  ray,  , 
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When  the  sad  bird  begins  to  charm  the  vales^ 
And  earth  revives  beneath  the  cooling  gales : 
So,  when  its  beMrtifto'us  tiiUs  tht  rainbow  rears, 
More  fresfr  and  grecfn  the  moisten'd  soil  appears  ; 
The  sdfow'rs,  ia  silence  shed,  expand  the  heart. 
And  fragrance,  peace,  and  hope  to  man  impart. 

B.  HAMLET. 


EPIGRAM  FROM  THE  LATIN. 

BY  THE  LATE  REV.  T.  C0L£||  LL.B.* 

Wau,  more  inflam'd  than  civil  discordfs  ntge, 
Religious  war  two  zealous  brothers  w^e. 
This  for  the  faith  of  Protestants  contends ; 
A  Papist  THAT  the  church  of  R6|&e  defends. 
Each  rais'd  his  force;  each  match'd  his  foe  so  well, 
Alike  both  champions  fought,  alike  they  fell. 
What  both  desir'd,  his  brother  each  subdues ;     " 
What  fate  decreed,  their  faith  both  brothers  lose. 
No  cause  of  triumph  either  side  could  boast ; 
Each  victor  yields,  and  takes  his  captive's  post. 
Strange  war !  where  both,  as  vanquished,  are  content. 
And  both,  as  conquering,  their  success  lament* 

*  There  were  two  brothers,  John  and  Williftm  Beviioldl ;  one  • 
yigid  Papist*  the  other  as  tenacious  a  Protestant :  both  were  in- 
spired with  an  equal  leal  of  conYertios  each  otbtr.  With  that 
view*  they  had  frequent  elaborate  and  learned  dispntMs  at  last 
their  controYersies  had  thfo  effect—- the  Papist  became  a  Fr^ 
lestant,  and  tUetProt^tant  a  ptfpist }  which  gire  occasion  to  this 
beautiful  Epigram  bj  Dr.  Alabaster. 
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ODE  TO  HEALTH. 

IFrilten  at  Buxton,  in  Derbi/shire.     1765. 

BY   F.    N.   C.    MUNDAY,   XSQ. 


O  Rosr  Heallb,  heart-easy  Maid, 
In  garments  light  ihy  limbs  array'd, 
In  smiles  Ay  jocund  features  drest. 
Of  Heaven's  b«it  blessings  thou  the  best; 
Bright  Goddess  ever  fair  and  yonng, 
To  thee  tQy  votive  lays  bekmg ! 
For  thou  hut  fiU'd  each  languid  vein 
With  vigour,  lifc,  and  strength  again, 
'  When  ^le,  enervate,  wan^  and  weak. 
Despair  and  sickness  seiz'd  my  chtik. 

O  cou'd  my  voice  such  numbiTS  rajso 
Thee  and  thy  healing  founts  to  praise. 
As  might  with  themes  so  high  agree. 
Praise,  worthy  them,  and  worthy  thee ! 
.O  nywiih  adroit  mcof  thy  train. 
With  thee  to  mngc  the  breezy  pluin; 
And  ftcEh  tad  strong  tny  limte  to  lave 
Bcarath  thy  Berve- restoring  wave. 
With  ihee  to  roose  the  slumfcering  mom 
With  opening  hound  and  cheering  horn, 
With  shouts  that  shake  each  wood  and  lul>. 
While  mocking  Echo  takes  her  fiU. 


O  lover  of  ^© -chw#i^4 te«^»4  .  i     -,'.  ;jo  •    ' » 

'Tis  thine,  »t  e^diftrt  ^p  <rf  :dawjj  r 

The  rgij^iftg!i!fc^§||»rl9g«Wt>  '.::   ,4-,. 

Or  the  blitne  li^SAvt^e  ibriippiog^ft^ft:  ?    ,    . 

All  as  she  sii^  bepefttb  to:  pufVr  •  <'  ^ 

Impri^it  JongibFwws  o'^r  tjje  vftj^, 

Nor  seek^t-tbPtt.lJl©  prOud  yfiSCfrft  ) 

Of  cities  ^1^4  iiiewMpUs  e«Qr^» 

Where  Sloth  fl«d  CrUrttOlw  ^bid^, 

With  U^QJled  Si^feil  bjr  tWur  feiitet 

But  humbly  *5ew^»Sl  «o{  to  (JwU 

With  TemporiMKQ  «»  ^  rwr^i  «ejl; 

To  wa^  the  rf*eep»4HE)y  M  Jim  stundp : 

Or  ploughman  ««i  tJk  fiirww'd  fend.  > 

These  climates  cold,  these  barren  plains, 

Where  rude  uncultured  Nature  reigns, 

Better  thy  hardy  ttiittaetrt  ^plMse 

Than  bowers  of  Luxury  and  Ease. 

A]»4  oft  you  tirip  tbffso  bUlp  Qoiotig 

With  Exercise,  a  sportsman  young, 

Who  starting  at  the  call  of  day 

Cuffs  drowsy  Indolence  away, 

And  climbs  with  JDAO^  d  Sturdy  stride 

The  mossy  Mountain  s  quivering  side. 

Nor  fleeting  mist,  fior  sttllett  3toriny 

I^r  blast,  nor  whirlwind  can  deforce 

The  careless  scepe  when  thou  art  there, 

With  Cheerfulneas  tbjF  dsitgbter  fair. 

From  thee,  bright  Health,  all  blessings  spru^o^ 

Hither  thy  blooming  Children  bring,  ^^  ^ 

Light-heaFtc4  Mirth,  efnd  Sport,  a|id  Jojp, 

And  young-ey'd  Leve  thy  darling  hoy. 

'Tis  thou  hodt  poHi^d  o^er  Bea;ut^s  ^tt     * 

Its  artless  bloom,  ite  native  grace; 
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Thou  on  my  Laara'i  lip  hast  eprpaj 

The  peach's  blush,  the  rose's  red  ; 

With  quickening  life  ihy  touch  supplies 

The  polish'd  lustre  of  her  eyes. 

O  ercr  make  thy  dwelling  there, 

And  guard  from  harm  my  favourite  Fair  ! 

O  let  no  blighting  grief  come  nigh  ; 

And  chace  away  each  hurtful  sigh. 

Disease  with  sickly  yellow  spread. 

And  Pain  that  holds  the  drooping  head! 

TTiere  as  her  beauties  yon  defend. 

Oft  may  her  eye  in  kindness  bend 

(So  doubly  bounteous  inlt  thou  prove) 

On  mc  who  live  but  in  her  love. 


ON  A  LADY  FAINTING  AT  CHURCH. 

BT   RICHARD   FBNTOK,    ESQ. 


Whbs  fix'd  in  all  the  zeal  of  prayer, 

Thine  eyes  no  earthly  joys  puraue, 
When  all  the  world  and  mortal  care 

Grow  less  and  less  upon  the  view, 
\\hat  envious  shadows  intervene, 
To  cloud  thy  beatific  scene. 
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V/hat  stealB  iiuidious  o'er  thy  bee, 
To  rifle  there  the  tom's  bloom  ; 

With  cold  t^itd  ^hedding  on  e&di  grace 
The  lily's  palenesi  in  i  u  room  i 

Or  is  it  death  which  chills  thy  breul. 

Or  is  it  thus  that  angels  rest? 

Be  this  the  raockerytrfrTdeBth ! 

Yet  riper  for  celestial  bliss, 
Thou  shalt  resign  thy  latest  breath,   ' ,  .  > 

Dissolving  in  a  trance  like  this: .,,   . 
Then  let  this  paiise  of  life  supply 
A^  image  how  ^e  virtuous  die. 

If  what  can  charm  the  waking  sense,' 
Still  perseveres  to  charm  llie  soul,     , 

Where'er  she  soars  in  this  suspense. 
Above  the  body's  gross  controul. 

What  visions  now  to  thee  are  given, 

Which  antedate  the  bliss  of  Heaven  t 

How  pleas'd, thy  spirit* 'must  retire;  ' 
Thus  disetdbq'died  troin  their  clay,  " 

And  OR  sublinier  wings  aspire,  ^ 

To  reach  the  re^ons  of  the  day; 

Where  the  soul  slort  excursions  tries, 

To  grow  famillEr  witti  the  skies. 

When  first  the  neff -fled g'd  bird  essay»  '' 

His  veak  and  yet  untutor'd  flight; 
He  circles  round  in  many  a  maie,       ■  ■ 

Ere  bold  he  tempts  th'  eereal  height. 
Thus  the  same  path  so  often  trod,  ■       - "' 
-  At  last  will  lead  thee  to  thy  God, 
Aa3 


it   JfttOlfft,  »  MfC,. 

ibte  to  Enron's  tnit  y . , 
kin  or  Ukn  -men.  naiitX  '' 
rns  to  waste  his  store, 
subject  shon;; 

*  cowrtb  the  southern  wind  to  bring, 
A  vorid  upo9  its  Tftpi<i>vi[)g-  , 

True— lUiy  mpI{;(i|icDt  Htw*  rvn- 
And  safe  bcDc^ti^  a  temp  rate  $ud,. 
Springi  tbc'voung  vci;dii^  of  th^  plain^ 
Nor  dreads  bis  torricl,  evtern  reigo. 

Trne — tUou  art  blart  ia  nature  s  plan ; 
Nothing  seems  wanting  here  but — Man. 
Man,  t«  kubduo,  not  s«0'«  the  foil. 
To  win  ipid  wear  it>  ^Id^n  spoil ; 
Man,  conwious.  o(  a;i  eartb  his  own. 
No  savage  l4pe4,  turpi^  prone ; 
living,  to  dog  Vw  brotbei  bcute,  ' 
And  hong^nu  foi  tbe  laqr  root, 
Food  for  a  mA  coQtented  slave, 
Not  for  Uh;  hvd;  ud  the  br«vc. 


Had  Nature  bteiKh^r  Aaemy, 
lerne  might  be  fields  Btid  Aee. 
To  the  stout  heart,  and  iron,hai\d.  ^,    .     ^ 

Temp'rate  each  ^y,  and  ya^^&bnaBar  :  '  ^ ' 
A  climAtd  ihd  tf  soil  Ites  mH;.    "     ,;      7  -^ 
Had  form'd  a  map  of  riAbr  rtiiiW;    '  '  '"  '     *' \ 
Now  a  me^-e  sterile.swamp  pf  go^ul, .  ^  ^  ^,  ,  ,^^ 
Tho'  meaaows  spread  aha  riVcJft  rofl ; ' 
A  nation  of  abortive  men,    ^  . 
That  dart — the  tongue,  and  point — the  peD| 
And  at  the. back  of  Europe  hurrd|  '^. 

A  base  Poff^erJfrolr  thb  world.     .    ^.        V    1/ 

In  lap  of  Araby  the  ble^'d*   ..J  '      .j 

Man  lies,  with  luxury  oppress*!!)^  .   .  -..Y 

While  spi,cy  odours  blown  ^oun<). 
Enrich  the  air,  and  gems,  tlie  grouiid.  .. 
But  through  the  pathless  jl>uyt^i;ig  Wai^iei 
Man  marches  with  liid  p^ti^ndt  {loaait ;.  . 
Braves  the  hot  siin,  ana  heaving  ftand^  .  • 

And  calls  it  free  and  happy  Wd*  ^ , 

Enough  to  make  a  desert  ktiowip. 
Arms  and  the  man^  and  sand  at4  stone« 

DUBLIN    MARCH    20,  1796.. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL 

mjend  Spunge  a  guinea!  N«d!  you'd  best  tetiH^^ 
And  give  him  half— sure  hstlf 's  enough  to  \oit  I 

K.  B«  HAIiIl CD,  ESQ, 
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To  the  Jttm&ry  cf  JcJm  Omrtena^^  a  Cadet  in  the  Corps 
of  Engineers^  v^  ^^ai  Calcuttay  December  179^,  t» 
tie  igth  Year  cf  iU  Jge. 

■ 

BT  RI8  FATHER,  JOHV  COU&TEVAT,  KSQ,  K.  P. 


O  Shade  beloved,  sdll  present  to  m^  sight. 
My  daily  vision,  and  my  dream  by  night ! 
In  all  thy  youthful  bloom  thou  seem'st  to  rise. 
With  filial  love  yet  beaming  from  thy  eyes. 
Such  were  thy  looks,  and  such  thy  manly  grace. 
When  late  I  held  thee  in  a  last  embrace ; 
When  in  m^  breast  presaging  terrors  grew, 
And,  sunk  in' grief,  I  sigh'd  a  long  adieu. 
How  soon  to  thee  this  plaintive  note  I  owe, 
My  plaintive  note  to  soothe  maternal  woe ! 
•*  *  Those  fading  orbs  their  darling  view  no  more, 
**  And  the  last  charm  of  ebbing  life  is  o'er." 
Dark  o'er  my  head  the  low'ring  moments  roll, 
For  ever  set  the  sun-beam  of  my  soul. 
Is  this,  indeed,  the  universal  doom  ! 
No  ray  of  hope  to  cheer  the  lonely  tomb ! 
Perhaps  the  soul,  a  pure  ethereal  flame, 
May  still  survive  her  frail  and  transient  frame, 
And  wrapp'd  in  bliss,  the  great  Creator  trace, 
Celestial  Power  !  who  lives  thro'  boundless  space ! 
See  his  benevolence  unclouded  shine. 
Where  wisdom,  virtue,  dwell  in  joys  divine  ; 

•  In  an  Elegy  on  Captain  Courtney. 
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Search  truths  sublime ;  with  sacrod  rapture  acaa 
His  gracious  views  CQnci;ard  from  crriug  man : 
But  reason,  vaiiiily  would  this  depth/explore, 
And  fabled  systems  make  us  doubt , the  piore. 

O. Youth  belov'dy  now  raouidenngin.tbe  tomb, 
Each  soft  progression,  ev'n  to  manhood|s  bloom^^ 
My  fancy  paints;  in  infancy  my  pride,    . 
With  sparkling  eyes  s^ill  playful  at  my  side; 
The  lively  boy  thf n  rose  with  winning  grace, 
Till  ripening  ardour  mark'd  hisglowing  facp.     ^ 
I  saw  him  shine  in  every  liberal  art,  \     r    .^ 
Science  and, fame  the  passion  of  his. hearts     . 
Where  Granta's  domes  q'erhang  tlie  cloistcr'4  plain. 
Studious  he  mix'd  in  Learning's  pensive  traia; 
There,  Medi,tation  lent  her  sacred  aid,  ..   , 

To  woo  bright  Science  in  the  peaceful  shade. 
Why  tempt  that  burning  clime,  that  fatal  shore? 

*  The  glorious  motive  pains  ray  bosom  more. 

When  bards  sublime  attun'd  the  sounding  lyre, 
His  vivid  breast  displayed  congenial  fir^: 
lie  bade  Tyrtjeus  martial  ardour  shine, 
And  breathes  his  spirit  in  each  glowing  line ;  . 
Witli  Henry's  glory  gilds  his  classic  lays, 
And  joins  the  Prince's  in  the  Hero's  praise;  .     : 
Indignant  scorn  on  Freedom's  foe  he  flings. 
And  spurns  ambition,  the  mean  vice  of  Kings; 
With  Prior's  graceful  ease  he  moves  along. 
And  laughs  at  fiction  in  his  sportive  song; 
With  pregnant  fancy,  brilliant  wit  defin(«. 
And  blends  examples  in  his  playful  lines ; 

*  Extract  of  one  of  his  letters  from  Portsmuiitb,  April  .fO»  1794. 
-  For  the  idea  of  being  a  service  to,  and  of  again  seeing  those  who 
are  «o  dear  to  nie»  b  the  luost  iively  and  pleasing  sensation  I  can 
«vcr  have." 
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In  ipriuhtly  rniMbem  chants  BIakia's*  »»ay, 
>\1rilc  \Va  lt-er's  -f  grorn  reso«n*t  th^  BmoroQs  ky. 
How  fili-as'd  witb  mine  lu  mix  ihy  tunfrnl  »trtiti|, 
WliMi  I'recdom's  bannt rwa\''(t  on  Gallia's  pMIb ! 
Tliprc  fervid^  courage  won  thee  Mrly  praise. 
And,  witig"*!  wilh  pleaaurc,  fl*w  oor  happy  <taj-*: 
Never  did  Niture's  bounteous  hand  impart 
A  nobl*r  spirit,  or  a  wenller  heart. 

How  dear  to  all ! — by  social  love  refin'd, 
No  sdfi^h  passion  warp'o  his  generous  mind  ! 
When  from  my  bnitst  a  sigh  reluctant  Stole,       ; 
That  spoke  the  boding  sorrows  of  my  soul ;      " '     ' 
Me  gnwp'd  fny-  hand,  the  parting  moment  nigij' 
A  filial  tear  yd  WBritng  from  his  eye,  '  ' 

And  sweetly  simve  the  present  rIowh  to  ch«T  ,", 
These  word-!  for  ever  f  ibralc  uii  my  car  : 
"  Aft,  why  repine!  the  palm  of  hmtour  won,    - 
*'  r^escWids  a  bright  incentive  ta  thy  sflft, 
"  T"  spnrn  at  wenlth  in  India's  ttmptin^  clime, 
"  If  Marn'd  by  bribfii,  if  sullied  by  a  crime. 
"  O  Ici  my  voice  each  anxious  care  dispel, 
"  I'll  soon  return  to  those  i  love  so  well." 

Thrtt  promis'd  bliss — that  vital  beam  is  past, 
Hope's  genial  shoots  all  wither'd  at  one  blast ; 
He'll  ne'er  return,  in  shining  talents  bical, 
Wilh  duteous  zeal  to  glad  a  parent's  breast. 

■  Vucsri  addrnied  taMi»M.  L. 

+  WriitcnniHillItdrti,  Beacmididd. 

i  Ihu  lU'publicttii  Biul  Nuiu  Song,  published  in  fhe  Popticnl 
Epibtlvi  boM  Frnnrr. 

$  A  retj  jouiig  soldier  nt  the  door  of  Ihe  Nalional  Convcnljon 
meaaced  hiiu  uiili  liupuintcd  bayonet,  whicli  he  iiiatanily  seized, 
■nd  wrcstud  thu  jiiccc  out  or  hi)  bands.  Oae  of  liie  Membecs  wai 
'  fortiiDHtclj  ■  wUiie^s  ol  Ibc  trao^uicdon»  nnd>  after  reprimanding 
llic  rpniitirl,  iiilmdiiccd  my  son  into  the  Convenlioii,  and  told  we 
ilii'  faL't,  Hilli  liigli  cnlugiiiios  on  lii:  spirit. 
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Midst  social  jdy,  rn.  festive  pleasuTf  piP^ 
A  sttdika eorrse*  the  bloomiiag  victbE lay; 
While  iM^re  forkMril  I  yet  exist lOF.teilv 
How  in.  thd  gbv  of  yatitk  mf.  daaAmg  MX. 
Life's  clo^ilg  sccnesi  na  c«DSoklioi»  lend) 
IVe  t  U^  toy  ineet  oonlpanibn  ancl  my  fnmidu 
That  grief  iv  \ftd!OH**hxt  tentots  me  to  reftiMi  . 
Ev'n  I  Fayfs  geu»roii»  tettv  hwe  flow'd  wikbmiie. 

O  shade  bOTigil^  stili  at  my  coach  nrise. 
Till  low  iotentb  tby «nc84i>¥^d  father  lias- 
Ne'er  from  my  mind  can  thy  memorial  part. 
Thy  picture's  grav'd  for  ever  on  my  heart : 
But  India's  mould  contains  thy  hallo w'd  shrine, 
Vain  my  last  vasL  ta  mix.  lay  diut  with  thiuc« 
For  thee  sweet  Emma  drops  the  tender  tear, 
Sighs  o'er  thy  verse,  and  thy  untimely  bier ; 
For  thee  Sophia  heaves  her  aching  breast, 
'^KlMle  pTaiAtiiiibl^  iiie/'ltilURei:  li>iat^  to  t4tf^ 
For  thee  thy  Mother's  eyes  incessant  flow ; 
Thy  fate  aloae  could  touch  my  heart  with  woe : 
With  flow'rs  fit  strew  thy  urn,  aiict  clasp  thy  bust. 
With  my  last  numbers  consecrate  thy  dust ; 

*  Captain  Grey,  to  JEL.  Jw  Esa.^— ^'  In  answer  to*  yQt»  r^  of 
yesterday,   I  am  compelled  to  the  painful  tasli  of  coDimnn^CfitMig 

the  melanchtfty  dccount  of*  Mt,.C V  d^ath.    At  i  bkftt  pn 

the  14tl  c#  D^MM^r  iMitif  tf#e!Miealedt«fA>dinekKg^  fle'lii^ni- 
dently  drairfe  9  g^  of  knoift^  wfaiob  prmrod  alvoit  imMiitly 
fatal." 

f  Extract  o£  a  letter :— ^'  Camlirid|ie,  ^ebmary  10, 1799 )  I  am 
more  Obliged  tb  you  than  1  can  express :  grateful  1  am  io  mv  fa- 
ther, and  ever  thaff  femarin :  passion  may  at  times'  hAV6  led  Jne 
astray,  yes  ItdU  dMt  I  tv4t  Mtatfiolbisr  bM  kmdtMMiP  tml  ttSketion, 
admire  bis  tn^fli^  S9$padt  him  as  a.  patent,  )orA  bkH  as  •  }iroCactor, 
a  companion,  and  a  friend.'* 

t  Mr.  Fox,  with  generous  and  consoling  attention,  and  with  that 
lympathizing  friendship  which  distinguishes  him,  gave  me  the  first 
i|}timation  of  this  fatal  event. 
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PwHl  on  lliy  ynitc,  «i»d  feel,  wlnle  Iifie  rmuai, 
1  lip  jcy  of  i^nof  {nm  tby  KarauuiuRiis  stfaks. 
Still  In  ihy  fhaiie  each  McmJ  honosT  fwr. 
And  10  thy  ^ve  dewl*  tbe  mourntal  lay. 
'Ti»  NaturvB  ckam  locase  the  Irooblnt  fcrrsit, 
And  wxAh  lltt  aitgiMmh  of  tlie  soul  to  ret ;  > 

Wr  fondly  hope,  by  dear  Atlmion  led. 
To  wikc!  niir  own  aenwlioiu  in  tke  d«ai), 
f^y  lympBtliy  rev«ne  tlie  eternal  iloom. 
Revive  the  clay  bimI  jminwle  the  tomb. 


ON  SOME  FU)WERS  PAINTED  BV  A  LADY. 

BY    W.   PARSONS,    ESQ.  ' 

'  I  wixT  Art  and  Nature  long  has  been  the  strife, 
"'111  rare  the  copy  pleases  as  the  life; 
But  in  Mjranda'9  chaste  designs  «c  view 
The  pictur'd  flower  more  beauteous  than  the  true, 
Her  every  touch  can  some  new  grace  impart. 
And  Nature  blushing  yields  the  palm  to  Art! 
— Yet  Nature  hold  !  for  her  soft  cheek  discloses 
Still  fairer  lilies,  and  still  brighter  roses; 
Art  scea  abash'd,  nor  more  disputes  the  throne, 
For  those  O  Nature,  those  are  all  thy  own! 
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LATE  CONNUBIAL  ^RUPTURE  IN  * 
HIGH  LIFE. 


siOH,  fair  injur'd  stranger!  for  thy  fate; 
But  what  shall  sighs  avail  thee  ?  thy  poor  heart, 
'Mid  ail  the  *'  pomp  and  circumstance'^  of  state, 
Shivers  in  nakedness.     Unbidden,  start 

Sad  recollections  of  Hope's  garish  dream, 
That  shap'd  a  seraph  form,  and  naih'd  it  Love, 

Its  hues  gay-varying,  as  the  orient  beam 
Varies  the  neck  of  Cytherea's  dove« 

To  one  soft  accent  of  domestic  joy. 

Poor  are  the  shouts  that  shake  the  high-archM  dome; 
Those  plaudits,  that  thy  public  path  annoy, 

Alas!  they  tell  thee — ^Thou'rt  a  wretch  at  home! 

O  then  retire,  and  weep !  Their  very  woes 
Solace  the  guiltless,  '  Drop  the  pearly  flood 

On  thy  sweet  infant,  as  the  full-blowk  rose, 
Surcharg'd  with  dew,  bends  o'er  itsneighb'riD^BUO* 

And  ah!  that  Truth  some  holy  spell  might  lend 
To  lure  thy  wanderer  from  the  syren's  power;         * 

Then  bid  your  souls  inseparably  blend. 

Like  two  facight  dew-drops  meeting  in  a  flower,        i 

I  "^  S.  T.  COLEKZDGsl 

1796. 


ADPR£SS  TO  THE  BUmSH  CHANNBL. 

BY    ItnBSlLT  UfcOOMFIELD. 


Roll,  roll  thy  white  waves,  and  (iii-elup'<l  in  foam 

Pour  thy  lioes  round  the  t^choing  shore, 
ThEiu  guurd  of  Old  England,  my  cuuntry,  my  bonie, 

And  my  soul  ihall  rt^oicu  in  thii  ro&r. 
Though  high-frontnd  valour  may  *cowJ  at  the  fv%'. 

And  with  eyw  of  detjance  advance; 
Tis  ihou  hait  repe\l'd  desolation  and  woe, 

And  the  conquering  It a's'n*  of  France. 

Tis  good  to  exult  in  the  strength  of  the  land, 
That  the  flow'r  qf  ^tn  youtb  are  in  anus, 

llftt  kCf  tighOiiBg  i;  potRfett,  her  javlin  in  hand, 
And  aroui'd  the  rei)^  spirit  ^at  warmsj 

But  never  tnay  that  day  of  horror  be  known. 
When  these  bill*  *tA  thmt  valliw  iMl  M 

The  rush  <4  fite  nbftktnx  by  ithtlamt  fftuthmi'o. 
And  tte  IxHuid  of  Ute  tinmimng  W!b<«e)> 

The  dvead  cHtnCe  of  battte,  its  blood,  and  its  roar, 
Who,  «,*  wish  il  hjJ.SBIWfl*  ta  provf  i 

To  plant  tb«  Ml  fiewJ  <m  Bntwipift's  own  shorp, 

All  sacred  to  jf^n^  BJwJ  t?  IffVP? 

Hail  I  gtoryaf  A)tiioo^7Q  fleet*!  and  ye  host*, 
.  I  hrffthe  Sfit  tjie  tones  of  dismay ; 
^  wour  unquestion'd  still  cover  your  coasts, 
.   But  may  Heav'u  keep  the  slaughter  away ! 
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Thou  gem  of  the  ocean,  that  smil'st  in  thy  power, 
May  thy  spfis  proy^  ^oo  strong  to  be  sljvve? ; 

Yet,  let  them  ffK>t  seom  in  th^  dark-fated  hour, 
But  exult  in  their  rampart  of  waves. 

The  nations  have  trembled,  have  cowr'd  in  the  dust, 
E'en  the  Alps  heard  the  conqueror's  song, 

When  the  geniu«  qf  Gaul  with  unquenchable  thirst 
Push'd  her  eagles  resistless  along. 

And  sitfil  they  advance ;  and  the  nations  must  bleed ; 

Then  sing,  O  my  country,  for  joy; 
Thy  girdle  ^  ocean  by  Heav'n  was  decreed 

To  protect  what  the  sword  would  destroy. 

Roll,  roll  thy  white  waves,  and  enveloped  in  fbam 
Pour  thy  tides  round  the  echoing  Khore ; 

Thou  guard  of  0(d  England,  ny  countTy,  my  home, 
And  my  soul  shall  rejoice  in  the  roar. 

nAMSOATE,   KOV«   2,   1806. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Couv^hh'9  by  d/^f^tk  U9  BiiUious  to  disgorge^ 
Sir  ThomM  hardly  l«ft  »  n)it«  to  GMrge: 
And  beoieQ  the  lystoni^luiig  repQrt  wg]»  apread. 
That  Geor^Q  bftlf<*wi8b'd  HU  &ithnt  waf  nfii  dead. 


> 
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THE  USE  OF  POETEV- 

ilec  Iricl,  nibf  rr'ei  ibe  Gnddew  i-w*-. 

th'  oticufujuerablF  .Muid,  aotl  Frepilom'.  bul;  flan-.'. 

Ir,  bUzon'd  by  ibe  Muw,  Calypso's  imile, 
Ttiu  SJTciu'  melody,  Acrasia's  ule 
Peopled  wilh  Graces  ever  biilh  and  young, 
NjfHiplu  uicb  as  Titian  drew,  or  Uvid  sung. 
In  earlier  tUya  my  faucy  could  engage 
Yje  Time  display 'd  Rcflexian's  sober  page ; 
At  length  tbe  gay  deliuion  charms  nu  more  ; 
Hasie  we  those  distant  ages  to  iixplure, 
When  Pdesy,  to  real  mcrii  juai, 
Around  ibe  Patriot's  tomb,  or  Sage's  buM, 
Twin'd  amaranthine  chapkts,  and  wiilistood 
Tbc  tbunderbults  of  fell  Oppression's  brood. 

As  once,  in  Egypl'ii  miserabli:  realm, 
Some  proud  unfeeling  Statesman  seiz'd  the  hi'lra, 
With  specious  words  assailing  Pbaraoh'5  throne. 
Deaf  to  a  trampled  nation's  loudest  groan. 
Their  bricks  exacting  when  depriv'd  of  straw, 
Mia  iLod  like  Jove's,  his  wild  caprice  was  law, 
Till,  to  perdition  doom'd,  beneath  the  tide. 
With  all  his  host  o'erwhetm'd,  the  Monarch  died : 
When  under  Tyranny  the  World  lay  mute, 
'ihe  Form  Diviniidejjrudcd to  the  Brute; 
A  new  device  the  Bards  of  Phrygia  found, 
Tbey,  e'en  to  things  inanimate,  gave  sound : 
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.£8op,  a  slave,  drew  from  the  knotted  oak 
Harmonious  accents,  solid  marble'  spoke  ; 
To  plead  for  Man,  beneath  the  vocal  grove, 
With  mingled  birds  were  dragons  seen  to  rove; 
The  befasts  found  language  to  express*  their  wrongs, 
And  utter'd  truths  too  bold  for  numan  tongues. 

Here  the  vile  Churl,  turned  Financier,  we're  told,. 
Ripp'd  up  his  Goose  to  snatch  her  eggs  of  gold. 
The  patient  Ads,  gallM  by  a  ponderous  load,- 
Thefe  slowly  jogg'd  along  the  miry  road. 
Blows  mov'd  him  not :  at  length,  "  Thef  Foe  draws 

near,'' 
His  master  cried;  "  O  quicken  your  car^r!* 
The  half-star /d  Beast  replied  :  **  Why  speed  my  tfight  ? 
'*  Come  when  they  will,  I  shrink  not  with  affright* 
"  Can  any  Foreign  Lord,  betide  what  may, 
'*  With  greater  cruelty  my  toils  repay  ?" 

Through  Greece,  where  Liberty's  auspicious  shrriiiQ 
Long  blaz'd  unsullied  with  a  light  divine. 
Heights  more  sublime  behold  the  Muse  ascend, 
fair  Virtue's  harbinger,  her  Country's  frrend ; 
The  wreaths  from  Persia's  vanquish'd  despots  torn 
She  bore,  Minerva's  altars  to  adorn ; 
Her  choral  pomp  then  swell'd  the  tragic  stage, 
Where  Fella's  Bard  *,  t'  instruct  the  rising  age, 
Sings  his  own  Theseus,  eloquent,  and  brave, 
Who  to  th'  Athenian  state  its  pandects  gave. 
The  Sovereign  People's  Majesty  maintain'd, 
Nor  less  by  words  than  arms  the  victory  gainM : 
Or  how  the  Chiefs,  sprung  from  that  dauntless  Sirci 
Rcpuls'd  the  Herald  of  Eurystheus'  ire, 
To  great  Alcides'  banish'd  children  just. 
And  laid  Mycen^i's  Tyrant  low  in  dust, 

*  Euripides.    His  Tragedies  here  alluded  lo  tre  •*  The  Sap> 
pliants"  and  •*  The  Children  of  Herculea,** 
VOL.  VI.  B  b 
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OVr  latiiin  mrads,  in  Fri'cdom's  cril  hour, 
Bciieaih  iht  ztnith  of  Impenal  Puwcr, 
I'ndndiiti'd  t.ucnn  ronni'ii;  he  nobly  paid 
The  liBri»oQii)ua  dirge  to  vant^uish'ti  Pompcy's  fiha^. 
And  I'cbu'd  gudlike  Cato's  loud  a^iplausc, 
Who  dii^'d  to  perish  in  a  virtuous  catue. 

Th'  uutrageuus  pide  of  Stuart  Kings  to  ciui]], 
And  crush  opprcsiiion,  from  the  shades  of  hrll, 
Wlicn  Vi-ngcance,  issuing  with  remorseless  frown,   r 
Tore  ffPM  a  Charles's  brows  ihp.»ulli*fl  crown,       ^j 
ItritH'nnia's  champion,  Milton,  wak'd  th«  lyre; 
ScoTUtngthe  Pedmit'sguiit',  the  Bigot's  ire, 
XIc  lUD^  ikme  Chiefs  Vumc's  sacred  annals  bowt^ 
Chie&  tthu  to  conquest  led  thoir  patriot  hosi. 
And,  with  a  saul  unwtirp'd  by  vute;ar  »we. 
Asserted  the  sapr-t'tnacy  of  Law:  ' 

NfJTy  when  another  Charles  in  pomp  restor'd. 
By  mitred  slaves  and  prostitutes  adur'd. 
With  bis  gay  troop  on  Freedom's  banners  trod, 
Crouch'd  to  the  Tyrant's  throne,  or  hail'd  this  carllc 
hoFuGod. 

The  torch  of  Liberty,  in  later  days, 
Bla/i's  awhile,  and  smouldering  soon  decays. 
Thai  energy,  which  erst  was  found  t'  adorn 
The  youlblwl  '  AkcnshJc's  illus 

•  Moil  of  Pr.  Akenude'i  Poenu  w 
died  at  the  ige  of  foitj-nine,  hsving  been  jeienJ  yrwi 
piiinifd  ane  of  ihe  Queen's  PhjiicMnt.  The  passigei  noiicad 
ii»}  be  found  in  ht>  Odsi  %o  Ok  Highl  Haouunble  Charttf 
ToMnilieiid,  ti)  Dr.  Haidingo,  and  on  Itiiing  Hullund,  in  which 
iHg  ncellent  iiiiihDV  uf  the  Clinractcritlici,  originBliy  Ihe  object 
ol'  hi)  p«iiegytif,  ii  now  jiuiMd  ovci  in  silente  i  "  Ashlej'i  Wii- 
duni"  bfing  effacfd,  to  niBfce  mom  for  "Sonofs' Counsels."  Id 
llic  ponliunteiu  ediikui,  published  I77S,  we  tind  ihc  "  Plesiurei 
of  Iiuiif;>"*l'ou"  much  ^ibled,  wd  dediMted  IB  J«niuUh  Dj^ 
Kill,  liq, 


371 

Whqi  hA,  &*  tjlott^  8tat(Mraaii  to  i&typall^ 
Chose  for  his  theme  the  haughty  Strafbrd's  hilf 
Or  (iar'd  with  manly  spirit  to  unfold 
/*  What  day  the  people's  stem  decree  is  told 
"  To  unbelieving  Kings;"  devoid  of  power, 
Soon  shrunk  unnervM  in  his  meridian  hour; 
All  "Ashley's  wisdom," join'd with  "Hampden's arm s,*^ 
Then  from  his  page  e&c'd,  had  lost  its  charms, 
The  Heavei^burn  Muse  descended  from  her  sphere, 
His  parting  lays  were  tun'd  for  Dyson's  ear. 

Hull's  *  Senator,  pourtray'd  by  Mason's  handi 
"  Walk'd  forth  vindictive  through  a  venal  land:" 
How  Abdalorainus,  the  fiard  pursuM, 
With  scornful  smile  the  robes  of  Empire  view'd. 
Why  then,  recanting  every  generous  strain. 
Such  as  old  Humber  heard,  but  heard  iu  vfun. 
When  Gallia's  Genius,  vilely  compass'd  round 
With  swarms  of  Despots,  sore  through  many  a  wound^ 
By  all  forsaken,  in  convulsive  pain 
Burst  from  his  nervous  arms  the  galling. chain. 
Caught  this  exhausted  Veteran  the  mean  hate 
Of  those  who  toil'd  to  crush  a  rising  state  f 

But  from  Vertumnus'  and  Pomona's  bowers, 
Twin'd  with  salubrious  plants  and  brightest  flowers^ 
Lo !  Darwin  comes ;  around  his  hoary  head 
Hath  {liberty  her  verdant  trophies  spread  : 
^was  (lis  to  tiim  from  every  gaudier  theme, 
"  The  painted  mistress  or  the  purling  stream,'^ 
And  sing  Columbia  rescued  from  her  cliaips, 
The  light  faiut  gleaining  on  Hibernia's  plains^ 

*  Amdrtw  llarvell.  The  reader  is  entreated  to  eotopare  ]Vf r. 
Mam'i  <*Ode  to  Independence*'  and  the  **  Kpiiode  of  A^dalo- 
taiinut  ia  his  Eu|^h  OHrden'*  witli  the  **  Paliiiodia"  in  tiie  third 
Tolume  of  bii  Poems*  published  just  before  his  death. 

B  b2 
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Or  France,  like  vigorouB  Sampson,  when  of  yor^' 
It<?iit  from  their  hingpi,  Gaza's  gates  he  bore. 

Willi  nought  b«t  Boiii-lmn's  glory  Paris  rang, 
Till  Rome's  uiirimll'ii  Patriots  CorDellle  sung, 
Rccall'd  hi«  audience  to  a  pristine  age, 
And  rous'd  with  luftier  sentiments  the  stage: 
111  aftpr-ftays  Voltaire  his  steps  pursued ; 
Gay  Courtiers  first  avenging  Brutus  view'd. 
Then  beil'd  the  march  of  that  victorious  Dame 
Fair  Libertv,  as  down  Morat  she  came*. 
And  proudly  stallt'd  o'er  slaughler'd  Charles  the  Brave, 
Stain'd  witli  the  gore  of  many  an  Austrian  slave. 
Rut  ah  !  he  sunli  into  the  silent  tomb, 
While  unexplor'd  Futurity's  deep  gloom 
Yet  o'lr  his  country  hang.     What  Muse  of  firft 
■  Shall  catdi  his  msMle,  with  auspicious  lyre 
Those  names  recording  Id  whom  millions  owe 
Their  rescue  from  th'  o'crwhelming  tides  of  woe? 

Loud  roar'd  ihe  blast,  convulsions  shook  the  sky, 
AniazcnteDt  saw  no  gaaTdian  Aogel  nighj 

*  "  Li  I.ibnf^,  j' ai  tA  cetteDeeiMBliitte 
•■  Ddcendic  dii  haul  <te  Morat  ea  habit  dD  Kueniere, 
"  Ses  maioi  teinm  du  aong  de»  fien  Autiidueiu, 
"  Et  de  Cbariei  le  lemetHira.'' 

TOLTAISE. 

So  tiltlr  of  their  celebrsted  Toel^l  tove  of  Traedom  «u  thought- 
k>  have  been  liaiufuied  into  die  breuti  ef  FicDchmen,  that  we 
J|nd  a  Brilwb  Laureat,  iiDe  ef  VolMue'*  aontonponaiei,  rashly 
expreuiii^  hiniMlf  lifaJK 

"  Tlie  laod  pf  Treedooi,  with  the  land  of  Slarev 
"  A<  VixtrFi'Siead,  must  wage  eternal  War." 

Reawni  tgmHtlf  itmig  lot  wtling  no  bonnd  to  hoitilitiei  under' 
.ttrken  froiD  nutivn  quite  the  revena  have  lately  irnied  in  a 
nofuuiv  hanUy  oKdible  from  the  Fneu,  the  Pulpit,  and  the 
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When  tbciiiigc  Dtmube  (wbose  f^roejom  tribes, 
Inur'd  to  havoc,  thirsting  after  bribes^ 
Peace  and  her  train  of  social  Arts  detest,)  - 
In  noojd-tide  glare  displayed  his  haughty  crests 
^nd,  masking  vile  designs  with  feigp'd  alarms, 
Rais'd  his  hoarse  voice,  and  call'd  the  World  to  arm$^ 

But  its  own  bulk  dissolves  th'  .unwieldy  mass ; 
Mephltic  clouds  exhale  their  stores,  and  pass  : 
Let  Europe's  sons,  scarce  rescued  &rom  dismay, 
Welcome  these  omens  of  a  happier  day. 
May  pure  Religion  o^er  the  soul  diffuse 
Her  healing  balm,  and  point  to  nobler  views,  ^ 

Wrest  from  the  Hypocrite  Power's  scorpion  rod. 
Assert  the  prostituted  name  of  God, 
And  to  that  **  Holy  Mount*,"  where  Aspics  change 
Their  nature,  where  innoxious  Lions  range, 
Greatest  and  best  of  tniracles^  convey 
Reluctant  Man  more  cruel  far  than  they. 

To  Tyrants,  or  pretended  Saints,  too  long 
Have  nations  pour'd  the  tributary  song,  • 

While  bloated  malice,  leagu'd  with  childish  zeal, 
Is  titled  ardor  for  the  public  weal : 
Too  long  have  wild  Crusades,  yon  Statesman's  dreams, 
Fields  dreuch'd  in  blood,  and  conquest's  distant  gleams, 
Of  many  a  venal  Bard  employ'd  the  pen : 
'Tis  time  to  rouse,  think,  speak,  and  act,  like  mep^ 
For  those  whom  Folly  hurries  to  the  snare 
No  more  let  Fame  her  blasted  wreaths  prepare. 
But  weave  unfading  garlands,  tribute  due 
To  that  sage  Chief  t>  whom  grateful  Senates  view, 
Beyond  th'  Atlantic  ocean,  in  an  age 
So  deeply  tiuctur'd  with  Ambition's  rage, 

*  Isaiuh,  chap.  iii.  ver.  9,  and  chap.  lxv»  ver.  2^. 
t  General  W.ash^gtpn. 
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The  gatn  of  Jtuina,  aikl  lb«  trib«  fCpoK; 

Or  lo  posterity  transmit  each  deed 
Of  those  who  dar'd  in  Fretdom's  canse  to  blMd  f 
Him  •  who  in  Olmutz'  cursed  dungeons  lay, 
By  Oesputs  lung  secluded  from  the  day, 
Ere  Austria's  Eagle,  of  her  plumage  shorn, 
X-eft  ether's  heightE,  and  to  the  ground  was  bonte. 
Or  brarc  Kosciusko,  in  an  evil  hour 
To  Poland  lost,  while,  wiib  gigantic  power. 
The  North's  foul  Harpy  si;i;'d  her  straggling  prey  I 
Carnage  awhile  then  dimm'd  t|ie  solar  ray. 
Till  Deatli,  that  great  avenger,  on  her  I'hrune 
Ilis  hanner  £>'il,  and  claim'd  her  for  his  own. 
■,  179B. 

•  La  Fajettt. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL 

This  print,  in  Europe's  general  history  bound, 
With  all  its  Monarchs  sctpter'd,  rob'd,  and  croim'd, 
(Wrought  in  the  graver's  broadest,  blackest  tone,) 
Is  Catharine,  despot  of  the  frozen  ;tbne. 
But  could  the  pencil  menial  features  trace, 
.And  give  as  well  her  spirit  as  her  face, 
This  plate  would  stride  o'er  portraits,  books,  and  mapt. 
And  swallow  all  my  li|}rary  perhaps. 


375 
INDIAN  ODES. 

BY   TH%  LATE   REV.  V*   B«  eTftVBKS^ 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

T^uE  Scenery  of  the  iWloviiig  Odet  it  lOBposed  to  lie  oi  the  ni(«sC 
wild  and  unenlightened  Parts  pf  India.  The  Kane^  ^t  the  two 
adverse  Goantries,  Hindvar  and  O^tq*  are  fictitious,  ftutren,  or 
as  he  is  called,  Ishuren,  or  Rnddiren,  is  one  of  the  ^ree  chiei 
Divinities  among  the  Indians:  hb  Olfiee  is  that  of  0estructiou> 
and  he  is  the  favourite  Deity  of  the  Malabars.  The  Oodde-s8 
Cliaday,  is  believed  b^  thet  Ifataon  to  4ie  the  Methsr  of  the 
Dirumurtigol,  under  which  general  drntomim^oa  the  ll^rte  Divini- 
ties are  included. 


RUTREN  AND  CliADAY. 
OPE  L 

'TwAS  at  Ae  8ftd  atWl  and  solemn  hoMr, 

When  Midnight  \vrap|/d  the  regions  round. 

And  wayward  Hags  of  secret  Pow'r 

Chann*d  the  air  with  angxy  soui^d ; 

From  Indian  $res,  a  dying  flame 
Gleain'd  with  faint  lustre  tbreugh  the  eyprasrshade. 

Which  to  the  feyered  eye  of  Fear  became 
A  thousand  GiantrFo;^,  iu  famJied  h\^cs  array'd. 

While  hungry  panthers  urg'd  their  furioMs  way, 
y  eird  to  the  glooms,  and  mock'd  their  shrieking  prey ; 
While,  wakci^'d  by  t^e  sound,  the  lordly  snake 
Rais'd  his  crowned  head  in  horror  from  tl^e  brtke. 
Say,  Muse,  what  spectres  darted  through  thi^  glade  ? 
Where  moan'd  her  f9X»  t^e  visionary  maid  f 
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And  where  the  warriouf-spirit  Btnlk'd  aloiiR, 

And  wav'd  his  airy  bow,  and  howl'd  his  hideous  Bong! 

fint  the  Sons  of  Rutren  came, 
f"ierce  in  srmt  of  fiery  show  ; 
Leaden  once  of  mighty  niiine. 
All  that  ttBTG  BDd  iKnt  the  bow. 

Strong  to  slay  aiid  swift  to  fly,         *  • 
All  that  fought,  and  all  that  died; 
Fearless  of  the  battle-cry, 
Hindvar's  terror,  Oglu's  pride. 

Rutren  led  the  warrior-crew  , 

O'er  the  dews  of  Oglu's  field  ;  v  Mfl 

Well  the  valiant  power  1  knew,  ■^m 
By  the  bow  and  by  the  shield. 

Red  with  lightnings  glanc'd  his  spear, 
Martial  as  he  mov'd  along; 
Death-birds  scrcam'd  in  frighted  air ; 
Clashing  javelins  join'd  their  song. 

Virgins  all  that  died  for  Love, 
Who  embalm'd  the  crimson'd  youth  ; 
Shedding  in  the  cypress  grove 
Tears  of  Woe,  ^nd  Teara  of  Truth  ; 

Warri  our- mothers,  warri  our -wives, 
Warn  our- daughters  join'd  the  train: 
All  who  pour'd  their  patriot-lives 
Freely  on  the'  empurpled  plain: 

All  who  clijnb'd  the  funeral  pyre, 
(Such  the  purest  offerings  come) 
Who,  enihrin'd  in  bow'rs  of  fire, 
Sought,  spontaneous,  Chaday's  dome. 
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These  the  Nymphs  that  Chaday  led, 
Spirits  fair  of  generous  flame; 
From  th'  Elysium  of  the  Dead 
Warriours  thus  and  Virgins  came. 

All,  to  such  the  boon  is  giv'n. 
Free  that  live,  and  firm  that  die, 
Once  in  every  year  of  Heav'n 
Breathe  again  the  Indian  sky ; 

Treading  thus  their  fav'rite  ground  : 
While  they  dance  in  mystic  throng  ; 
Big  with  notes  of  haughty  sound, 
India's  Genius  weaves  the  song. 

"  Ye  fairer  souls?  ye  warriours  slain! 

"  Diffuse  around  your  fire  divine! 

*'  So  India's  sons,  a  living  train, 

**  Shall  lead  their  rites  to  Rutren's  shrine* 

*^  Shall  swiftly  sweep  the  walks  of  War, 
**  For  ever  bold,  for  ever  free ; 
^^  And  Rutrcn,  from  his  crimson  car, 
•*  Shall  give  the  wreath  of  Victory. 

"  So  India's  Nymphs,  on  Oclu's  plain, 
*^  Shall  pay  their  vows  to  Chaday  due  ; 
*'  So  shall  they  weep  no  Lover  sfaio, 
"  The  Lover  crown'd,  the  Virgin  true.'* 

He  spake. — ^The  golden  eye  of  Day  appear'd. 

And  Rutrenled  the  Heroe-band 
All  sad  and  sorrowing  from  their  native  strand; 
Chaday  curs'd  the  sacred  light, 
The  living  God  of  Fire  she  fear'd, 
^nd  swiftly  sought  again  the  bowels  of  the  Night. 
Swift  with  her  fled  the  virgin  train ; 
^i^t  l^di^'s  Qenius  lov'4  no  other  plain^ 
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On  Indian  {round  for  ever.slull  ke  staj, 
Nor  vbnn  the  depths  of  night,  nor  fear  the  fins  of  <lay. 


ODE  TO  THE  SUN. 
•  ODE  IL 

H4II.  to  the  God,  ivhcse  goliien  ray 
Shall  beam  upon  the  silky  lap  of  Earth ! 

SooD  shall  be  sweep  his  rising  way 
O'er  the  old  eastern  ocean,  broad  and  fair ; 

Or,  boroe  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air, 
Shalt  peer  along  the  sky-clad  mountains  hoar : 

Thei',  God,  the  sons  of  In.tian  birth, 

Wak'd  lo  Dcw  life  by  thee,  adore  : 
They  ftel  ihy  sacred  flame,  and  own  thy  glowing  pow'r. 

No  more  the  sullen  ihades  of  Night, 

No  more  the  dreary  glooms  affright ; 

We  hear  no  more  ihe  lion's  growl, 

Nor  panther  fierce  of  fiery  soul ; 

Dispers'd  has  cv'ry  shade  of  Hell, 

And  left  the  Welkin  fair  and  free, 

Lefl  for  where  shapes  unholy  dwell. 

The  land  of  Light  and  liberty. 

Arise,  ye  sons  of  India,  rise  ! 

The  Lord  of  Heav'n  ascends  the  skies. 

And  flings  th'  empurpling  dawn  around  j 

For  see,  each  fiow'r  of  Indian  ground, 

Fresh-brcalhing  from  the  dews  of  night, 

Embolden'd  by  the  sacred  light, 

•  This,  and  the  Song*  of  War  and  Victorj,  are  supposed  In 
bare  beta  lung,  or  reciled.  b^  a  Choruj  <if  Biaoiiai,  al  dilfecuut 
limes.  ■*  Uie  dtfeieat  occaaioaa  reijnitcd. 
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Springs,  op'olngf  from  itt  lowly  bed, 
And  meets  tk'  eniiv^ng  Lord,  and  Hfli  i3b%  Utttking 
head! 

The  *  Sea-Nymphs  leave  the  ^HSblplttliili 
Their  graces  scarce  the  dew  refiuiiBy 
^mba^ed  in  their  watry  bowers, 
Xo  lose  again  the  sultry  hoars : 
Hence  to  thWcacia's  circKns  shades. 
Swift  too  hate  fled  the  woomod  AiaidBf 
And  there,  on  velvet  herbs  reclin'd^ 
They  feel  the  coorii^  God,  and  woo  the  pttsitag  wind. 

^ence  to  the  woods  and  seas  for  prey  I 
The  Nymphs  and  Maids  have  led  the  way. 
Now  may  ye  hunt  the  woods  among. 
Now  may  ye  fish  the  rocks  along ; 
^o  pointed  stone  the  boat  destroys. 
The  Huntei^s  feet  no  asp  annoys. 
The  Nymphs  and  Maids  have  led  the  way ; 
Hence  to  the  Woods  and  seas  'for  prey ! 
Arise,  ye  sons  of  India,  rise ! 
The  Lord  of  Heav'n  ascends  theses: 
And  quench  tilie  sacred  fires  of  night} 
Already  bums  di'  imperial  light. 
Arise !  and  spread  the  incensa-breathing  fldwVs! 
The  God  ^sf  Day  shall  smile--»the  6od»  tkeday  aft  ouis. 


THE  LOVE  SONO. 

ODB  ni. 

Wheee  high-brow'd  Meli  swellM  its  mountain  heigjbt, 
And  smooth  Savannahs  cbrew  th' enchanted  iight, 

*  The  Indiaat  have  their  infiBnorDeitieiC  who  pserideover  iStm 
woods  and  riven. 
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WHh  Stxr'ry  Uohmm  &ir,  a  taUp-gnnc: 
^wxl  in  lciwl.bniicfaei,  and  umtcd  Law ; 
When  nearer  Sana  emblaa'd  tlie  noontide  aiCt 

MoUirk  (he  hunter  ami  [lie  warrior  lay; 

And  ihere,  while  airetch'tl,  supine,  his  length  along, 

In  these  wild  notes  be  pour'd  the  plaintive  song, 

"  O  thou!  whose  love,  with  generoue  vow 

"  Of  rauiunl  flame,  my  lo»e  repaid; 

"  To  whom  tiie  gmial  Gods  allow, 

"  The  charms  thai  grace  the  fairest  maid. 

"  O  thou !  my  Abra,  ever  dear, 

"  That  own 'si  the  gentle  soul  ai^cp^e, 

"  With  ev'ry  punir  pawion  fed  ; 

"  Stiii  may  »l  thou  joy  with  me  to  rove 

"  The  Fairy  fields  of  happiest  Love, 

"  By  kindly  pow*rs  ef  Nature  kd. 

"  But  now  what  sad  ankind  delay, 

"  Can  bear  thy  timorous  feet  away, 

"  And  force  thee  from  this  shelteriiig  glade? 

"  Where  now,  while  sultrier  hours  invade, 

"  For  thee  I  cnii  each  sweeter  flow'r, 

"  For  thee  I  weave  the  shadiest  bow'r; 

"  Where  might  we  pass  each  moment  free, 

"  BestoVd  by  Love,  and  due  to  me. 

"  Then  hither  turn  thy  genlli;  way, 

"  The  bow'r  laments  thy  long  delay  ! 

"  And  what  shall  keep  ihy  ravish'd  sight? 

"  What  pleasure  new,  what  fond  delight 

"  Shall  stay  thee  from  this  conscious  grove, 

"  Where  first  ihou  own'st  thy  meeting  Love  ? 

"  Or  do  some  rude  end  savage  arms 

"  ScifF,  ruthless,  on  thy  trembling  charms, 
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«' And  diBgHiee  to  Uie  destinM  ceil 

**  Where  rapes  and  horrid  murders  dwell)  \ 

*'  Rise  then,  my  spear  of  bluody  pow^r, 

**  To  thee  belongs  the  yengefiil  hour! 

**  And  thou  shalt  give  the  wretch  to  know 

*'  The  fotal  fiuy  of  thy  blow. 

**  But  ahy  how  vain  the  fiincied  fear ! 

''  No  monster  wild,  no  savage  near 

*^  Could  force  her  from  the  seats  of  Love : 

^'  Around  the  sons  of  Oglu  move, 

**  And  eveiy  scream,  and  every  cry 

'^  Would  pierce  the  verge  of  yonder  sky  ; 

*'  And  Love  himself  would  wider  bear 

*'  The  sound,  on  Echo's  airy  car.  - 

• 
^'  But  yet,  tho'  brutal  force  should  fail 

'^  To  move  her  from  the  gientle  vale  ; 

''  Say,  O  my  soul,  with  sorrow  say* 

^*  Might  not  the  Maid  delight  to  stray, 

<*  Where,  (O  curse  the  treacherous  tongue 

<*  With  cunning  sounds  of  Flattery  hung!) 

**  Some  happier  and  some  dearer  youth, 

**  In  borrow  d  words  of  seeming  truth, 

'<  With  all  the  wily  tricks  of  Art 

*^  Has  stolen  upon  her  easy  heart  f 

''  And  shall  a  rival's  wanton  arms, 
'*  Hang,  raptur'd,  on  her  faithless  charms ; 
"  And,  unreveng'd,  the  sweets  enjoy 
**  That  all  my  fond  desires  employ  ? 
'^  No,  by  the  lightning  of  my  spear, 
^'  By  all  my  hopes  of  future  fame, 

**  By  all  my  father's  shadows  drear,  ■ 

And  holy  Rutren's  powerful  name  ;  ' 


u 


**  No,  nnfr  i!mU  my  eye-liib  ^^t 
"  But  k  long  weary  Vigil  keep. 
••  Till  Vfinmnce,  witii  her  sworJ  at  fbfe^ 
"Shall  mrheckitiff  wretch  expR^ 
"  That  daKd  with  flame  unhoFj  t/tmt 
"  And  win  a  warrior'*  deatin'd  L(>«Vk 

"And  -lir, 

"  How.-rr 

*'  Ilowt-Vr  in  Eirtliit  ftt'ifp  she  veil 

"  Her  Mill  tM  fmth  ami  broken  vow, 

**  Thai  sriihliorn  ,hi«ncp  holds  secure 

"  Tha  hcnri  irom  B^miy's  nicching  lure, 

"  Aim!  nrm)  ihc  hand  in  awful  state, 

"  Til'  nvci^ging  Minister  of  Fate. 

**  And  hear,  ye  Matrop-Spirits,  ^tfx ! 

"  O  by  yonr  cliBltetit  Loves  I  iifear, 

"  Thnr  she  shall  mount  the  lustrxl  flame, 

"  Diithonour  to  her  mother's  name. 

"  But — ran  that  Mnid  of  artteti  mien, 
"  Of  in>rn  front,  and  soul  serene, 
"  Si)  mihl,  so  (tcntle,  and  so  young, 
"  Can  she  di>ceive,  whose  raptur'dear 
"  So  joy 'd  my  simple  tale  to  hear, 
*'  Then  blew'd  the  magic  of  my  tongue^ 
"  Hut  ly>ve  wns  nil  the  mngic  there, 
"  In  thoughtless  words  of  pqssion  drest 
"  My  tale  could  please  the  peerless  fair, 
"  And  win  admission  to  her  breast. 
*'  Con  she,  whoso  heart  alone  could  beat 
"  To  neaf^nrc  pure,  and  aenuine  Love, 
"  %  studied  nils  of  lorc'd  Deceit 
"  W'litttant,  faithless,  ferjur'd  prove? 
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•*  No,  never  shall  the  thought  unkind 
*'  Again  distract  my  laboring  mind* 

**  In  all  the  pride  and  bloom  of  youth, 

**  My  Abra  swore,  in  solemn  truth, 

"  By  every  stream,  by  every  grove, 

**  And  all  the  guardian  powers  of  Love, 

*''  That  she  would  bless  but  me  alone, 

**  While  Life  and  while  the  Gods  allow 

^  But  me  her  answering  heart  would  own, 

"  Love  heard,  and  scal'd  the  generous  vow. 

*'  A  vaunt,  ye  meaner  thoughts,  that  mov« 

^  The  breast,  unhumanis'd  by  Lovel 

"  For  never  shall  my  soul  again, 

'^  Impatient  of  her  long  delay, 

**  Of  broken  vows  unkind  complain, 

^  But  bless  the  Maid  where'er  she  stray. 

'*  And  sure  the  gentle  Muse  may  dare 

**  To  breathe  for  her  the  warmest  prayer, 

"  May  fondly  wish,  in  glad  return, 

**  By  laughing  hours  and  pleasures  borne, 

"  That  now  the  Nymph  would  haste  to  wear 

**  Of  coral  pure  and  flow'rets  fair, 

'<  (It  was  her  Moluck's  hand  that  wove) 

**  The  simple  wreath  of  truest  Love." 


More  had  he  sung,  but  from  the  neighboring  glad^ 
In  genuine  smiles  and  native  charms  arrayed, 
A  Virgin  form  soft  won  her  easy  way, 
Fair  without  pri<ie,  and  without  folly  gay  ^ 
To  grace  the  brow,  or  please  the  taste,  she  bore 
The  choicest  fruits,  and  every  sweetest  flow'r : 
The  Warrior  rose,  and  seiz*d  her  to  his  breast,. 
And  every  lau|;hing  Love  proclaim'd  the  loven  ble^t.- 
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tllE  WAR  SONG. 


.■/■*• 


ODE  IV.  "^ 

When  shall  yc  break,  ye  Sons  of  Wary 
The  long  slt'q)  of  the  ballk-bow  i 
When  shall  your  jav'lim  give  lo  flow 
The  bated  bloud  of  Hindvar'a  □0'>:pi'ii>g  slain, 
(Tho"  round  in  itimtd  slate, 
Their  Guardian  *  Genii  nail) 
Curst,  and  unburnt  upon  tht-ir  native  plain  i 
if  now  yon  r  sluggarjl  hands  abhor 
Theswoid  of  Fury,  and  if  now 
Tremble  your  coward  feet  to  tread. 
Wherever  Ruirenlovea  lo  lead. 
While  lusty  youth  and  life  allow, 
The  walks  of  \\'ar,  and  fiery  fields  of  Fate. 

Now  by  the  plumed  head  tio  more 

Let  foul  Reproach,  and  skulking  Shame, 

And  coward  Fear,  a  foreign  name, 
Scowl  with  their  baleful  pinions  on  our  shore. 
As  when,  of  old,  the  sons  of  Hindvar  came 
And  swept  their  hostile  banners,  blood -bode  n'd, 
Nurst  in  gaunt  Terrors,  and  upborne  by  Fame, 
While  on  each  helmet  glory  sate  and  smil'd  : 
Thro'  every  parting  rank  destruction  wild. 
With  pow'r  remorseless,  in  her  bloody  car, 

Rode  fierce  upon  the  lurid  air, 
And  from  her  vengeful  bow. 
With  many  a  fatal  blow. 
Flung  swilt  ih'  envenom'd  shaft  where  Oglu's  chai 
pions  stood. 

■  The  Indian),  in  b  manner  similar  lo  (lie  Romans,  bcHere 

Kd  and  *vil  Gerii — They  hs»o  tljeit  Aiigcis 
mons  and  OiaiHatu  molest  tl  "  "    ' 
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There  thto  We  saw,  with  surest  fect| 

I'he  ghastly-  forms  of  Fate  to  meet, 

Death  stride  his  horrid  sweep  along; 

And  there  we  heard  the  sadd'ning  cry 

Of  those  that  fell,  and  fear'd  to  fly, 

Yet  shall  their  names  for  ever  live, 
(Such  the  reward  that  deeds  of  glory  give) 
Embalmed  in  the  deWs  of  sacted  song. 

Tis  o'er — but  hark  !  the  lingering  cly  * 
Pierces  still  yon  troublous  sky, 
Of  those,  whom  Fate  rofus'd  to  load 
And  number  'mongst  the  mighty  dead ; 
To  each,  with  coward-hand  she  gave 
Chains,  and  stamped  the  name  of  Slave ; 
Still  shall  we  hear,  and  not  our  arras  assail 
To  stop  the  captive-cry,  that  rends  the  neighboring  vale } 

And  now  we  see,  and  now  we  hear, 
(To  purer  eyes  and  cars  alone  'tis  giv'n. 
Warriors,  and  Priests,  and  bards  belov'd  of  Hcav'n) 

The  unembody'd  forms  of  War, 
And  the  thin  notes  that  float  upon  the  air. 

The  trembling  shades  of  Hope  are  fled ; 
Amazement  wild,  and  Desolation  drear 

Rush  forth,  and  strike  witii  thrilling  dread 
The  savage  hosts,  to  Fame  no  longer  dear ; 

And  stern  Reproach,  with  angry  cry, 
Mocks,  in  her  airy  call,  the  hostile  sky; 
And  Death,  in  all  his  Indian  Terrors  drcst, 
Sends  forth  his  Spirits  strong,  who  gladly  go, 

Laughing  at  ev'ry  mournful  sound, 

To  deal  the  destinies  around 
From  the  long  Jav'lin,  and  the  bounding  bow, 
While  Shame  pursues  them  close,  and  waves  her  bloody 

vest, 

•  See  the  Song  of  Defeat  and  Captivity. 
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Sach  are  the  ioms  that  fleet  bdbre  mile  eyet/ 
Vuions  of  Fane  that  wake  the  bold  emprize. 

While  from  each  airy  car 

They  beckon  to  the  war, 
And  lead  our  hero-troop  where  Fieeijoni  lies^: 
And  still  the  sounds  reBiiumiur  thro'  the  kuidi 
Heard  Only  by  a  few,  a  chosen  baad^ 

Triumphant  sounds  of  Fate, 
^That  'round  our  warriors  wait. 
And  swell  the  beating  heart,  and  arm  the  desperate  hand. 

"  Heroes !  ye  who  lately  trod,  ' 
''  (Your  feet  bedew'd  in  kindivd  blood) 
**  The  adrerse  fields  of  Hindvar^s  plain, 
**  The  spirits  of  your  &thefs  slain 
'^  Call  aJoud,  in  solemn  sound, 
**  Revenge ;  revenge  the  hoarser  echos  'round 
Redouble  quick  in  martial  raood. 
Arise !  where  once  your  fathers  stood, 
**  And  from  many  a  warrior-row 
"  Flung  the  spear,  and  bent  the  bow. 
"  Arise  !  'tis  yours,  my  sons,  to  lead 
"  The  souls  of  War  and  Vengeance  to  the  meed 
That  Rutrcn,  with  a  generous  hand, 
Prepares  for  those,  a  favourite  band. 
Who  bravely  for  their  country  fight, 
**  Bravely  fight  and  nobly  die, 
•*  Such  shall  escape  the  shadowy  realms  of  Nigfct, 
"  Shall  live  in  Rutren  s  Hall,  and  breathe  a  belter  sky. 

But  you,  to  whom  your  fate  shall  give 
Again  to  fight,  again  to  live. 
Shall  deeply  drink  your  Country's  praise  ; 
"  And  ev'ry  sainted  Bramin  'round, 
"  In  words  of  more  than  mortal  sound, 
**  Shall  dock  each  honour'd  name  with  hallow'd  lav^> 
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*«  Wak«  ttiM  to  Wai* !  fot  sticK  tlw  mtei§ 
''  That  crown,  by  Rutren  drest,  the  youth  that  bleedUg 
**  And  such  the  sacred  wreaths  that  glo)y  ^Tet 

*^  The  patriot-youth  that  fights  and  lives : 
"  Wake  then  to  war !  your  fathers*  spirits  cry, 
**  Your  Country's  Genius  calls  to  triumph  or  to  die^^' 

The  magic  works-^the  powerful  strain 

Thrills  in  every  breathing  vein« 
I  see,  I  see  the  life-bloody  mantling  high^ 

Glow  in  e^ch  cheek,  and  revel  warm 
In  ev'ry  heart — I  know  the  master-Krharm 

That  bids  your  bloody  banners  fly 

Unfolded  to  the  ambient  sky^ 
With  eager  force  that  fires  th'  enthusiast  band^ 
And  *  maddens  ev'ry  spear  in  ev'ry  martial  hand  4 

n*is  Liberty  that  leads  you  on^ 
«   Around  her  sovereign  torm  await^ 
Attendant  on  her  awful  throne 
The  arbiters  of  Fate. 
Kevenge  of  talon  fell^  of  haughty  name 
Courage,  and  lusty  Force^  and  Glory's  saCred  flame. 


THE  SONG  OF  VICTORY. 

ODE  V. 

• 

Y«  spirits  of  our  fathers  slain ! 
Who  lately  breath'd  your  thrilling  words  around  5 

Thou  Genius  of  the  Indian  plair^ ! 
That  hauntest  still  thy  Oglu's  favour'd  ground  ; 

And  thou,  stern  f  God  of  mightiest  power  I 

For  lately,  at  the  deathful  hour, 

t  Riitreo. 
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■^en  with  her  troubled  eyes,  and  Etreaming  haift 
Fury,  ihe  fioud,  stalk'd  o'er  the  bloody  field. 
Thou,  ihou  didst  send  our  warrior-chief,  Despair, 

Who,  rushing  with  our  legions  mad 

That  scom'd  to  lift  the  saviour-shield, 
With  haugiity  arm  aud  hasty  tread. 

To  Victory  soon  and  purple  Glory  led ; 

If  such  your  gifts,  to  you  by  right  belong 
The  Warrior's  votive  spear,  the  Poet's  sacred  song. 

Weep  not,  ye  virgins,  tho'  arouud 
The  Lover's  blood  embathe  your  native  ground ! 
Now  let  no  private  and  no  partial  tear 
Unseemly  steal  adown  the  matron's  cheek ! 
The  muTder'd  husband,  or  young  hero  dear 

Shall  in  some  future  hour  bespeak 
Th' embalming  dew  which  Love  and  Pity  shed: 

Uut  now  let  Hindvar's  widow'd  plain 

Ijimciit  ihe  foul  iiiK'^rious  stain 
That  murks  her  abject  sons,  whom  haggard  fear 
Led  (turn  the  wrath  and  spirit  of  the  spear : 

Now  let  her  count  her  heroes  dead, 

Thi-n  veil  in  Sorrow's  vest  her  head, 

Haughty  no  more  !   her  tow'ring  pride 
And  giar(t  strength  are  gone,  for  ever  gone. 
Dear  it  ihou  Geniuii  uf  our  native  plains, 
With  pleasure  hear  !  her  pride  no  more  remains. 
Her  strength  is  lost — O  hear  her  coward  moan! 
On  her  torn  boson)  now  no  more  abide 
The  souis  of  war.     Now  bhall  she  view  around, 
While  recent  memory  feeds  her  anguiih'd  sight. 
And  the  keen  pow'r  of  shame  rt-animates  her  fright. 
Where  sad  Uefcat  and  Death  have  mark'd  her  bostilu 
ground. 
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Now  let  her  weep — a  better  task 
Ye  matrons  hoar,  and  virgins  fair  shall  ask 

Your  prompted  powers — The  Warrior's  praise 
Demands  your  noblest  and  your  sweetest  lays ; 
Your  country's  triumph  calls  the  answering  strain, 
O  let  the  sounds  of  Joy  re-echo  to  the  plain  f 

Hark !  in  accents  loud  and  clear, 
Stealing  on  th'  entranced  ear, 
Thrills  around  the  raptVous  strain; 
Now  on  Love  and  Pleasure  dwelling, 
Now  with  joy  and  triumph  swelling, 
"  We  have  fought  and  we  have  slain/' 

The  song  shall  sooth  the  Warrior^s  mind, 
On  th'  inverted  spear  reclin'd. 
To  all  the  milder  thoughts  that  move. 
And  melt  the  purer  soul  to  love ; 
But  mark,  while  martial  notes  around 
Lap  the  soul  in  magic  sound, 
The  Warrior's  eye,  by  Fancy  led. 
Views  the  field  with  foes  bespread ; 
His  ear  imbibes,  with  horror,  nigh 
The  dying  shriek,  the  conquering  cry ; 
His  hand,  again  alarm'd  by  Fear, 
Bends  the  bow,  and  grasps  the  spear  : 
But  ah !  the  while  there  breathes  a  solemn  air, 
The  captive  croud  stand  mute,  the  statues  of  despair, 

O  let  them  drink  the  sullen  sound  ! 
With  many  a  fatal  garland  bound ; 
And  let  the  holy  Bramins  come. 
And  lead  them  to  the  deadly  dome       / 
Where  Rutren's  sacred  altar  stands  ; 
And  there,  when  'round  the  captive  bands 
With  curses  climb  the  funeral  fire, 
And  while  their  victim  souls  expire, 

c  c3 


Ow  aag  in  WfoAxry  oF  tkeii  >ta(e, 
(Sacii  WBCnace  on  our  t<ya  await) 
SMI  «)»•»  thf  entire  iraiD, 
"  We  hirot  fought,  aDd  «e  have  tloin." 
Wc  bkn  fbugbt,  and  we  ha\e  slain  ; 
Th»  bor  <»f  strmeth,  the  spear  of  fate. 
Have  kft  upon  the  hostile  plain, 
Many  ■  head  in  goiy  statu ; 
And  many  a  hero'a  blood  around 
StiramiTij  on  the  thinty  ground  ; 
The  itoblMi,  choicest,  best  bet)ue«th 
In  mgnnter  for  our  fa-tberj*  dead). 
Thtit  kaioied  spirits,  hov'hng  nigh. 
The  dcnr  revenae  may  joyous  spy; 
Aitd  from  tbeir  hsUow'd  hall  detcen^g. 
O'er  the  aungted  coraes  tmnding, 
Derid*  4«  pviple  stn;atn  thai  flows, 
Th'  sccuncd  gore  of  warrior-foes. 
Dcscotd !  doKcnd !  for  the^  are  slain, 
Theu  have  bit  Ac  f&tal  ground, 
TVy,  vb<Ne  bthets  on  the  plaiti 
Goi'd  y<w  de^,  with  many  a  woand. 
Pcsc^nd!  descend!  yonr  Sons  shall  prove 
Their  lineal  courage  on  the  6cld ; 
Nor  shall  our  Maids  in  &ithful  love 
To  all  your  boasted  malrons  yield. 
And  see,  the  bttghiug  Nymphs  prepare 
'Hie  sacred  «i«atb>  of  glory  &ir ; 
And  sec  the  Wanior's  h^low'd  head 
With  many  a  lauid  leaf  bespread. 
The  gmves  and  geqial  siiades  among. 
Answering  (o  the  jorfiil  song, 
*nte  dance  the  nmpei  troop  shall  le«4 ; 
Or  as  they  trip  if  on  t^  rmc4« 
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{tis^,  Gcko !  tell  it  to  the  ptnin, 

"  We  have  feughty  and  wc  have  slain.* 


THE  SONG  OP  DEFEAT  AND  CAPTIVriT. 

ODE  VI. 

Now  when  the  God  his  wa/ring  light  withdrew 
And  darker  shades  were  doubled  to  the  view. 
Louse  from  the  martial  labours  of  the  day^ 
Around  their  nightly  fires  the  conquerors  lay. 
By  painful  march|  by  sultry  heats  opprest. 
They  woo'd  the  balmy  dews  of  genial  rest: 
Rapt  joy  was  tlveirs,  aad  strains  triumphant  ning 
From  sacred  shells,  the  neighbouring  groves  among. 
But,  mid^  these  sweetest  sounds  of  dear  delight^ 
The  hand  of  glory  pointed  to  their  sight 
A  dreary  cave,  by  darkling  shades  o'erbrow'dy 
The  seat  of  sorrow,  and  the  captive  crowd ; 
Where,  rankling  in,  the  glooms  accurs'd,  remain 
Lost  by  defeat,  and  mark'd  by  vengeful  pain, 
The  warrior-slaves  that,  fir*d  by  furies,  wait         ' 
The  4bng  keen  horrors  of  a  coming  fate ; 
And  there,  while  'round  the  savage  guards  reclin'd, 
The  darkest  Daemons  of  the  troubled  mind 
Added  new  tortures  to  their  servile  chains, 
'Play'd  with  their  wounds,  and  doubly  edg'd  their pains« 
Thus  while  they  laboured  with  the  anguish'd  smart, 
As  shame  or  passion  wrung  the  conscious  heart, 
White  on  the  cavern's  rude  and  shaggy  brow 
The  night-bird  scream'd,  and  mock'd  the  notes  below, 
Here  breath'd  the  settled  sounds  of  deep  despair, 
And  rav'd  the  din  of  madd'ning  furv  there ;. 
Grief's  deaden'd  Voice,  and  Terror  s  shriller  cry 
Gave  their  wUd'echoes  to  the  murm'ring  sky. 
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And  thiu  while  'ronnd  Uw  various  MCeots  broke) 
In  louder  tone  a  Up  of  aorrow  spoke. 

"  Farewell !  for  ever  now  farewell, 

"  Where  my  fonil  soul  once  joy'd  to.  rove !        . 

"Ye  fields!  where' gentlest  pleasures  ^well, 

"  And  O  yc  seats  of  happiest  Love  ! 

"  Each  genial  grove,  each  haunted  biream        *.  ■ 
"  Niirse  of  my  song,  and  of  my  song  the  ihemc, 

"  Farewell ! — O  ye  no  more  are  mine, 
"  The  tort'ring  chains  your  ruin'd  Lord  confine  ! 

"  No  more  with  free  step  shall  I  tread 
"  The  smooth  Savannah's  velvet  green ; 
*'  The  Lovei  and  Pleasures  all  are  fled 
"  That  bore  me  to  the  bViasfnl  scene. 

"  All,  all  are  fled !  oh  sad  and  heavy  loss ! 

"  And  Zara  weejK,  unpitied  and  nnknown ; 

"  Sliall  tears  and  Rriefs  my  Znra's  soul  engross? 

"  O  she  was  form'd  for  love  and  love  alone. 

"  Noiy  haply  shall  the  dear  maid  roam, 
"  Her  check  distain'd  with  many  a.  tear, 
"  Thui  check  where  lieauty's  choicest  bloom 
"  Ijcnt  liislrc  to  the  soul  sincere. 
"  She  now  shall  roam,  dear  mindful  maid, 
"  The  lone  vales  wild,  the  dreary  woods  among, 
"  And  court,  with  sorrowing  slip,  the  deepest  shade  j 
"  Or  at  the  cv'ning  hour, 
"  Beneath  the  cypix'ss  bow'r, 
"  Pour,  all  reclin'd,  ner  sweetest  saddest  song; 
"  Anil  there  to  weeping  maids  relate 
"  The  mournful  stories  of  our  fate : 
•'  But  ah,  no  art  shall  move  her  stubborn  grief, 
"  The  uiaids  shall  tell— but  vain  the  tried  relief— 
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**  How  oft  in  yonder  wood 
**  My  hand  the  shaggy  forms  subdued ; 
"  Or  in  the  wild  waves  nigh 
**  My  little  .bark  outbrav'd  the  angry  sky; 
**  And  she  herself*  ^he  sorrowing  Nymph^  shall  tell 

'*  How  oft  beneath  mine  arm  have  bled 
"  The  savage  troop,  and  how  the  warrior  fell, 
And  join'd  with  yelling  groan  the  nations  of  the  dead* 

^'  But  hence  the  light  and  trifling  strain ! 

**  The  listless  voice  of  praise  how  vain! 
For  now  what  boots  it  that  my  martial  care 
Form'd  her  brave  youths,  and  gave  them  to  the  war? 
"  What  boots  it  now  ?  for  me  remains 
"  A  death  inglorious,  or  the  servile  chains, 

"  Me,  who  can  boast  my  spear 
Fix'd  Malgrii  to  his  fate,  and  fill'd  his  sons  with  fear, 

^*  And  shall  not  the  big  sounds  of  war  again 
*'  Wake  my  fond  heart,  and  shall  my  spear 

''  Leap  to  new  life  no  more?  Must  dull  Despair 
"  Waste  my  sad  length  of  hours  away, 

**  Shut  from  the  eye  of  Pleasure  and  the  Day  ? 

"  Perish  the  thought,  or  to  the  wretch  remove 

"  That  dreams  away  the  soul  of  life  in  vain ! 
Whose  heart  ne'er  felt  the  luxury  of  Love, 
Nor  fcar'd  of  Infamy  the  pain, 

**  O  cursed,  cursed  hour!  when  first  my  spear 
*'  Fell  faithless  to  its  Lord*     O  cursed  hour! 

**  When  Vict'ry's  spirit,  hov'ring  near, 
'*  Fled  from  my  call,  and  the  sad  courted  power 

**  Of  Death,  unheedful  to  my  cry, 
"  Lowr  d  stern  a  sullen  frown,  and  pass'd  contcmp- 
*•  tuous  by. 

**  Still  let  my  foes  encrease  the  galling  chain, 
**  The  warrior's  soul  unfettered  shall  remain, 
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"  Smile  at  esch  wiraad,  eadi  bntaM  fiafall^  bear, 
"  And  oalj'  cune  the  cruel  ^ancs  of  war :     ' 
"  Now  let  them  lead  roe  'to  the  fires  of  fbte, 
"  Wh»e  roiuid,  in  honid  shew,  the  fnriei  Wfttt,  ' 
'.  "  No  hb'iing  «i^  ray  lecret  pain  sluU  wpeik, 
*'  No  itealiug  tear  diRgtace  ny  m^ler  cheek; 
"  Forbad  to  coiDqner,  and  forbad  to  bleed, 
-  "  I  aik  bnt  Daatb,  and  court  no  otbu  nteed. 

The  warrior  ceas'd — the  Lord  of  Light  again 
Stretch'd  his  proud  ray  along  th'  empurpled  plain :     . 
,Fcll  the  sad  sounds,  tho'  still  to  Pity's  ear 
The  murmuring  winds  the  sorrowing  accents  bear  ; 
There  thf  Muse  caught  her  artless  strains  of  wop. 
And  bade  them  still  m  native  measures  ftowj 
And  there,  tho'  fate  the  wfarrior's  brow  had  crown'd    . 
"With  baleful  leaves,  and  wrcafh'd  her  cypress  rouud. 
Firm  to  herself,  and  steady  to  the  truth. 
The  Muse,  impartial,  bicss'd  the  hapless  youth ; 
She  bade  bis  name  with  their's  inscrib'd  to  lie. 
That  lov'd  with  Fame  to  live,  that  dar'd  with  Glory  die. 


THE  DEATH  SONG. 


Hark  to  the  loud  and  dismal  sound  ! 

That  bursting  from  the  glooms  around, 

Scattering  wide  tbe  saddest  fear. 
Assaults,  iu  troubled  cry,  the  startling  ear ! 
And  now  each  short  but  dreary  pause  between. 
From  the  deep  bosom  of  the  silent  shade 
What  spiry  flames  with  frefjuent  force  are  ieeu, 
Flashing  their  liveliest  horroi^  on  tbe  gludef 
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D  Mjl  what  rnde  and  clamoroiis  bresth  ^ 

Rent  with  mad  shriek  the  neighbouring  sky? 
What  fiery  colaninsy  flaming  high. 
Enrich  the  radiant  air  with  d^diy  state? 
Ah  me !  it  was  the  voice  of  Death, 
It  is  the  fire  of  Fate. 

Some  hapless  youth,  whom  Glonr  never  led. 
By  Fortune's  smilcy  and  Victory^  palm  unblest, 
Vet  one  who  scom'd  the  flow'ry  bed  of  rest, 

A  warrior  youth,  that  lov'd  to  tread 

With  firm  loot  on  th'  embattled  plain 
The  bloody  dews  of  War,  whom  cruel  Fate 
Averse  beheld,  nor  with  the  sainted  slain, 
Nor  yet  with  those  whose  happier  heads  await 
The  conqu'ring  wreaths,  enroU'd  his  mighty  name, 
By  laurcl'd  D^th  unown'd,  and  living  S^ame : 

,Uim,  hapless  youth,  has  dire  Defeat 

Borne  captive  to  her  drear  retreat, 
And  now  while  Vengeance,  with  remorseless  hand, 
Leads  the  lost  wretch  amid'  the  torturing  band, 
(Nor  yet  shall  pains  the  secret  spirit  bare) 
A  tallcu  victim  to  the  chance  of  war,  * 

Such  his  sad  fate,  and  so  the  Gods  require, 
lie  mounts  with  step  unforc'd  the  deadly  fire*  ' 

But  hark  !  again  the  mingled  sound 
Of  shouts  and  shrieks  around, 
Hollow  and  fearful  echoes  through  the  vale; 

And  ah !  amid'  the  ling'ring  cry. 
Where  'round  the  griesly  chiefs  in  triumph  lie, 
Hear  how,  in  awful  voice,  the  destined  head  . 
To  the  sad  pyre  by  funeral  Passions  led, 
Pours  long  its  dying  sound,  and  loads  the  passing  gale* 
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^*  Ye  conquering  chiefs !  ye  leaders  of  ycmr  train  { 
**  Who  as  ye  lie,  embath'd  in  bliss  along, 
"  Mark  with  exulting  eye  our  warriors  Atin,        # 
"  To  you  I  callr— O  hear  th'  indignant  song ! 
"  What  tho*  by  happier  chance,  or  by  the  pow'r 
^*  Of  kinder  Gods  that  bless  your  genial  skies, 
"  Ye  boast  the  victories  of  the  present  hour 
"  Have  giv'n  you  to  the  noblest  heights  of  fame,     , 
"  Some  vengeful  and  some  bloody  mom  shall  rise, 
'*  And  sink  you  low  again  to  deaths  defeat,  and  shamew 

"  Then,  O  my  spirit!  wand'ring  blest  around, 
''  Point  thou  the  shaft,  and  aid  the  fatal  blow, 
**  Then  fix,  with  joy,  the  deep  inglorious  wound 
**  That  marks,  with  baser  scar,  the  abject  foe ! 
*^  O  then  be  thine  the  pleasurable  sound, 
"  The  yell  of  battle,  and  the  murderous  cry, 
**  The  forc'd  dull  groans  of  Death,  and  shrieks  of  Agony  I 

"  Nor  boast,  proud  Chiefs !  a  fated  victory  won 
"  By  forms  unseen,  and  virtues  not  your  own  I 
"  No  aid  I  ask'd,  and  now  no  loss  deplore, 
"  Firm,  from  myself,  I  call  the  generous  store, 

**  Tho  sense  inflexible  to  pain, 
"  The  mighty  mind,  impatient  of  controul, 

'*  The  stern  resolve,  tJie  fix'd  disdain, 
•*  And  all  the  manlier  powci-s  that  feed  a  warrior's  sou K 

**  And  say,  ye  fathers  of  the  fight! 
**  Yc  whose  high  bosoms  lab'our'd  for  the  deed, 
"  Say,  saw  ye  not  amid'  the  battle  bleed 
"  Your  sons  of  prowess,  and  your  chiefs  of  might? 
"  Say,  felt  not  then  your  ranks  unusual  fear, 
**  While  your  arm*d  nations  crowded  on  the  plain, 
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When,  borne  by  powerful  fate,  th'  oneinnng  SffCBt 
(For  diis  for  ever  be  that  spear  renown'd, 
'^  For  this  my  latest  hour  with  pleasure  crown'd  !) 
"  Laid  low  your  warrior-chief  and  level'd  with  the 
"  slain  ? 

"  I  saw  him  fall — I  heard  the  groan 
"  That  pierc'd  your  ranks  with  hollow  moan ; 
'^  Mine  the  spear,  and  mine  the  hand 
"  That  smote  him  from  your  murderous  band, 
"  Who  on  my  country's  bleeding  plains  from  fer 
"  First  planted  deep  the  withering  steps  of  wan 

"  Ye  sons  of  Oglu !  and  ye  Indian  Maids ! 
I  led  your  hosts,  I  lov'd  your  soothing  shades, 
But  perish  from  my  soul  the  idle  strife 
Of  gLorious  perils,  or  of  wanton  joys, 
'^  Begone,  and  with  ye  go  your  glittering  train  of  toys ! 
"  Ye  flattering  hopes!  ye  foolish  fears! 
"  The  warrio?s  praise !  the  virgin's  tears ! 
"  What  colour'd  once  with  joy,  or  sour'd  the  springs  of 
«  life  ! 
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"  Though  once,  with  fondest  vow, 
I  blcss'd  the  sweets  of  Zeyra's  peaceful  grove, 
Yet  what  thos6  sweets  bestow, 
"  The  sylvan  chace,  or  gentler  charms  of  Love 
"  I  ask  not  now — and  this  dread  hour  disdains- 
"  The  song  of  Pleasure,  and  the  flow'ry  strains, 
"  The  day  of  revelry,  the  easy  night, 
'*  And  all  the  rapt'rous  scenes  of  past  delight; 
"  Lord  of  myself,  I  boast  a  better  claim, 
^'  Th'  unconquerable  soul  that  scorns  the  funeral  flame. 

**  Not  a  tear  and  not  a  sigh 
**  Shall  weakly  to  my  pangs  reply, 
"  No  coward  wretch,  no  d^^tard  foe 
"  Meanly  trembles  from  the  blow^ 


*"  Bttl  tKinho  borp,  umnov'd,  yoor  rfiaift*, 

"  With  acorn  tirridcs  your  dpadlicst  paia"  ; 

**  And  tfco'  dtiiicd  (hut  happier  fat* 

**  Tnuui|A«Mt  funr,  uid  martial  stale, 

**  (,>t,  yvt  uwff  itoTiouR  »lil],  to  lie 

*■  With  t&uM  (hat  for  ihrir  country  <li<, 

**  Nvi  ^huMiv*  aonvws  load  the  mind 

**  IV  tOrtiUM  hul,  tv  &te  rvsigii'd  ; 

"  Ami  xit<w  toy  jtaUant  spirit  turns 

''  Aft  a^iUil  ckAr*  of  ardour  bums, 

"  li*  HfMVUc  x'w*'  thai  pncc  could  lead 

''  A  wnrhur  to  tUt  doubtful  mend, 

"  SWI  lum  the  kouI  with  liaugbly  pow'r, 

**  AbJ  lift  it  ill  the  torturing  hour. 

*"  Tho'  Mw  1  feci  your  searchibg  pains 
*•  FWrc«  aiMl  more  fierce  convulse  my  lab' ring  \eins, 
•■  Th./  falVn  thin  bmiJ  (O  bless  the  deed !) 
■'  i'hiil  fi>r\"M  V"iir  VVaiTior-cbief  to  bleed, 
"  Still  ray  true  k'nirt  in  equal  motion  leapt, 
"  And  my  firm  soul  its  wonted  freedom  Keq)s. 

"  Hail  to  the  dawn  that  rises  on  my  soul ! 
"  All  h^l  the  coming  day! 

"  I  feel.  I  fcel  the  fiery  torrents  roll 
*•  That  sweep  my  purple  life  away. 
"  Ak  "»*  I  come !  prepare,  ye  spirits  blest, 
"  Yiiur  bow'n  of  pleasure  and  your  beds  of  rest! 
"  Yet — ere  the  bow  of  life  be  quite  unstrung, 
"  While  the  sounds  tremble  on  roy  fault'ring  tongue, 
"Receive,  ye  chiefs!  that 'rouncLthc  pyre  have  stood, 
■Lavish  of  fate,  aud  prodigal  of  blood, 
"  T^  all  a  dying  ^tarrioi  knows  to  ^ve, 
"  My  last  sad  curse,  ye  wwh«r  chiefs,  rfceive  1* 


Stopp'd  is  the  voice  by  Fate— and  ah  again 
The  shouts  of  Triumph  echo  from  tfaetr  tram. 
O  mouni  the  youththat  led  our  native  band ! 
P  rise,  and  curse  with  him  the  deadly  hand  I 
For  this,  where'er  your  savage  troops  ye  lead, 
'Mid  your  own  groves,  or  on  the  martial  mead| 
May  Discord  meet  you  on  the  haunted  plain^ 
Point  the  lost  maid,  and  shew  the  parent  slain! 
For  this,  whene'er  ye  tempt  some  fatal  field 
Whose  happier  sons  the  conquering  sword  shall  wield| 
May  Rutren  lead  his  vengeful  host  along, 
And  loose  his  furies  on  your  bleeding  throng* 


SONG. 

Oh  !  let  not  suspense,  with  its  fetters  of  Ice, 
The  free-flowing  current  of  pleasure  enslave  ; 

The  winter  of  age  will  be  here  in  a  trice. 
And  death  freeze  us  for  good  in  the  grave. 

How  long  shall  each  touch  with  a  tongue  be  iospir'dy 
How  long  shall  my  eyes  roll  their  language  in  nuDy' 

With  each  eloquent  pulse  when  will  Jessy  be  fir'df 
And  interpret  what  Jessy  alone  can  explain! 

But,  because  it  may  deepen  the  rose  on  her  cheek, 
Should  my  charmer  the  fond  explanation  declina; 

Let  me,  sparing  a  trial  so  delicate,  seek, 
And  be  told  from  her  eyes  what  she  gathers  from 
mine. 

]t.   nVTOVf   ESQ. 
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THE  GOLDEN  AGE* 

A  Poetical  EpUtIk  ft(m  l.raMm  tJ^—------^  M.D.  i0 

Thomas  Beddoes,  M.D.     ' 

BY  THB   A0THOR  OF   TWO   HEROIC   EPISTJ.ES  TO 

DR.   PRI£STL£Y« 


The  French,  that  most  injured  and  most  enlightened  people  HpaB 
earth,  widiin  tliese  few  ^ears  (since  Despotism  has  been  over- 
awed by  Liberty)  have  improved  Science  more  than  all  other 
Nations  put  together.  beodoes's  reasons,  &c. 

Mav  we  not,  by  regfttating  the  vegetable  functions,  teach  our 
Woods  and  Hedges  to  supply  us  with  Butter  and  Tallow  ? 

BIDOOES'S  OBSERVATIONS  ON  CALCULUS,  SCURVY,  &C.  p,  29:> 


Boast  of  proud  Shropshire,  Oxford's  lastinii;  shamCy 

Whom  uonc  but  coxcombs  scorn,  but  fools  defame, 

Uternal  war  with  dulness  born  to  wage, 

Thou  Paracelsus  of  this  wondrous  age ; 

By  sage  M.  D.'s  and  LL.  D/s  approved, 

■f  By  Great  SOC/s  praised,  by  little  soc/s  beloved, 

BfDDOBS,  the  philosophic  chymist's  guide, 

The  bigot's  scourge,  of  democrats  the  pride, 

♦  First  published  in  1794. 

t  Dr.  Beddocs  not  only  ranfes  among  hb  intrmato  friends  one 
or  two  Gentlemen  of  the  University  of  Oxford,  avIio  at  present  cai\ 
only  be  characterized  as  the  little  fellows  of  a  little  CollegCt  buS 
likewise  many  illustrious  Members  of  various  l.itcvary  Societies, 
particularly  the  cclchiatod  Dr.  Priestiov.  wliosc  .splendid  titles 
(even  as  modesthi  abruiircd  Ar/  hiwselj)  arc,  LL.  0.  F.  Tl.  S.  Ac. 
Imp.  Petrop.  R.  Paris.  Holm.  Tauriu.  AurcL  Med.  Paris,  llarleiu, 
Caatab.  Americ.  &  PhiUd.  S«c. 
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Actcpt  this  Ikj;  and  to  thy  brother,  frietid^ 

Or  name  more  deary  a  Stos  Culotte  attend,  i 

While  in  Rhyme's  GaHigiiskins  I  enclose 

The  broad  poisteriors  of  thy  brawny  prose,  ,'    '• '  ' 

And  sing,  *  brimfal  of  thee  in  tnnef&l strain,  '-[^ 

The  blest  return  of  ^  Saturn's  golden  reijen !  '   '  -^ 

Oh  had  I,  silly  swain^  the  rage  and  nre 
Of  some,  whom  Frenchmen's  bfookiy  deeds  inspire )    ' 
Could  I,  ascending  on  the  wing  of  sound, 
Pleas'd  with  the  grand,  the  lofty,  and  profound. 
Soar  above  mortal  keri  in  rapturous  glow, 
Leaving  poor  pursy  Sense  to  pant  below ; 
Could  I,  for  ever  studious  to  refine. 
Prank  with  my  pearly  phrase  each  pretty  line, 
Or  like  an  empty  bottle,  deep  immersed. 
Whence  bubbles  after  bubbles  bustling  bnrst, 
Amiis'd  to  view  my  x^oksy  nothing  swell. 
In  the  sweet  vanity  of  thought  excel ; 
Now  rising  o'er  the  bounds  of  vulgar  rhyi^ae, 
Gracefully  great  and  terribly  sublime; 
Trolling  in  full-toned  melody  along 
With  all  the  clatterfhg  clang  of  modern  song;  * 
I'd  hail  the  progress  of  those  blissful  days, 
When  fair  Philosophy's  meridian  rajrs- 
Shall  brighten  Nature's  face,  shall  drive  the  molts 
Of  blinking  Error  to  their  secret  holes. 
Disperse  the  darkness  Of  primaeval  night> 
And  bid  a  new  Crieation  rise  to  light ! 

Proceed,  great  days !  and  bring,  oh!  bring  to  vitW 
Things  strange  to  tell!  Incredible,  but  true ! 
Behold,  behold,  the  Golden  Age  appears :  ^ 

Skip,  skijp,  ye  Mountains !  Forests  lend  your  ears ! 

v^  Quo  n»  rapiSf  t»i  |>{cm(7?i  ? 
TOLi  VIi  P  d 
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fiw  ft  4'riipi  liUrrtv  from 

'  N<i  mvn'  irauiMiiVt  iii  mmuf  m  iMtio  Jfo 
HUH  l>riti«b  w«miI  t«itMi|{)ii to lilMb Miiies 
Hut  «lt  our  pwMim  1^  witfc  pfib  i 
^Viili  iif'ark't  ItMMiiMfMd  tbrir  )f«IWw 
f  N«i  ifiorr  tlw  kiiy^x  ilMJtfciwaixKf, 
Aii4  ntflU 


ItM**  M»d  ill  jmUn  ilrttf  >H  MM^  rubetdl 
mmfitiftykm  cf*ee0muu!kk  ««lfem  Into : 
If|f4itilv  Mil  ifM^  fMCcnlw  vcitfet  agDoc 

J^N^Mfli  Fr«c4on  hmUmm^km^  tamM  hy 

^Mfd  tiii»ycni  lOid  iMff  wini^toMd  Fhjfiant;  bat  \fj 

iii«iit«  fully  npccled,  fiwnifMtijr  kofpa  fbr,  titan  bjAr.BErf^' 
Um»  Mini  •  lui'teirCIM^r'    HitfMlDr.MfitreiVfb  diataoC 
•iiily  M;u*m-i)  ill  grMTti  wiQ  ibtitlir  «4hrMaB  tnMidi  pBrfcrtiw^ 
ImiI  iliHt  HI  imrtkultr  •<»  unm  Mtjicbie  wiU  ariie  frooi  the  Mboi 
uf  tiM*  olil  with  iMmUajE  fai  iu  wbigi."    Hvw  this  re?olatiQD  it  l» 

•m  (^Htfulu^f  Im.  )!•  4.    ''We  are  jnil  beghmfaig  to  catdi  a  gfimfw 
iif  till*  Uwi  of  aiiinul  Nahwi;  mU  fum  yilkm  If 


)  mU  mam  vilkm  the  hmmm  mmd 
wrmi  in  M  m«fM  oanMlrlfi  «liiit  t9  ^  raicaitf  Jhm  ditt-  ttrptrt  If 
m/i«i7i  It  hiif  ftf  /tfiy  frfcn  ^iMoaM,  ira  -iMy  rjaipM%  tadM(fr  1^ 
nynrfuridn  i«^'  a  ni^  prcf  rr4  in  tA<f  t^  iiwfl  hm^iaal  rf  aU  m 
t4'tnii'fii.  Aa  iiilhiM  V  iiiiatt  poitioii  of  f eniiii  hat  hitii^lo  been 
••MiiiMi  t(;  (liiuUiiuli  tno  tfam  of  oafpafaiAil  iduatiens;  mtd  tkm 
J»tt^  f/  n»cMiy  Aiif  tifn  utimivdif  at  ikt  ditpmal  of  Ame^ooi  ,midi 
./I'filtfi,  thf  ffrmt  dHyUernff  hmmEvU,  SkmMamtnUredumge 
in  (Afir  iwu  iT«fH:rtf  any  nmerf  t«^  fiiaei^  «iary  member  if  $tieietf 
might  Boon  rtptct  to  HfitfUncs  in.  hU  own  fmtm  ike  coiue^uenee  of  ta 

*  A  Oriitloiiuin  of  Prmbroko  College,  Otford,  to  whom  Dr. 
brUcluci  uUUrtMU  %  kla  •labtMMifiwk.by  thtf  fiMBiUai^  appal*- 
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No  more  trot  jound  and  rottnd  the  groattitig  fiftU» 

But  tons  of  beef  our  loaded  thickets  yield ! 

The  patient  dairy<4aaid  no  more  shall  kam 

With  tedious  toil  to  whirl  the  frothy  chum; 

But  from  the  hedges  shall  her  dairy  fill. 

As  pounds  of  butter  in  big  drops  d^till 

The  sottish  Jews,  who  in  a  God  believ^d^ 

And  sometimes  blessingSy  oftenco*  plagues  rec^iv^d^ 

Shouted  a  miracle^  when  on  the  ground 

Their  boasted  bread  the  greedy  grumb^rs  found: 

By  no  dry  crusts  shall  infidels  be  ftd. 

Our  soil  producing  butter  to  our  biead  I 

*  See  reverend  ThaaeSy  who  God  of  Rivers  reigns^ 

And  winds  jneandMag  tkr<>|igh  our  richeel  plains, 

Te  treat  ^e  Citi^  Ikat  jaany  a  sbcpeueo  g{l^ 

Once  in  a  wM*^  like  iGimtle^sen  ;to  live» 


Resign'his  majesty  i^fjni|d««OidaliMm 
O'cx  strawiicrry  beds  i^  delugiss  q(  cnamt 


■i 


Hurt  it  no  vnpfomnei^  pn  f&£  C4if4^tm,ef  tk€  Wirid^fir  mbidi  we 
mngkt  tiH ^iOj^TTim^  P^mf^ rivamip  if  naHpm>**  But  we  ate 
told,  that  the  aais»  bifbieace  o#  Jjhen^  toid  Genius  wfll  njDt  only 
in  othet  respects  effeet.  equal  wonders,  but  produce  greater  bless- 
ings. <<Wekm»r/^  exdinms^is  egregbos  Cbynds^  <*thitve8e« 
tables  a;e  ci«f  ablecMf  foif^g  p^  pSftftr  eiactlythe  iame  as  those 
of  animals,  or  very  t^ifd-^  nespmbling  thein.  Tboi  we  have  the 
met  of  the  Croten  l^biieriuii,  the  batter  of  the  Phcenit  DacQrhfera 
fnd  of  the  Butynim  Cacao.  Whenp  from  a  mare  tiUimfiie  aeqitamU 
mcB  if^  (ftem,  we  ikaU  he  hetier  ubk  to  aj^Uf  tike  Loum  of  t^rgmUe 
hiiiet  to  the  oceommodatkn  oi  well  n»  fTeaervatiom  of  L^e,  mdy  vt 
^  h  f'CfvM^  t^  vegetable  fimiions,  teoek  out  woedi  mid 
U^toniffifiui^i^lnatermidHoikwr'  Obsenratiom  on  0^% 
enloBt  &€•  jp.  109. 

*  Tf  vaXmm  ^fmffh  it^^Mnes  jum  «xsvf«^  ^^^nfih  Mo!Uw$f  a$t 
fm  fUKfm'  Mu  ftmW.MUH  •*  |M?  hIistsc  yoSMm^  f  aXXai*  a«s 

•'i^i:^f*v(s^\irtf  Sir  siwy  tfm}fth»ut. 

Calanus  Indoi  ftptld  Strt^boa.  lib*  15. 

DdS 
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S^  bibim  CaRdles  lip  the  modest  ibotnv 
CanJIfsof  wax  the  prouder  elm  adorn! 
S<?e  ibc  ilull  clown  suney  wjih  sluptd  stare 
^Vhcre  IravM  tmce  grew,  now  periwigs  of  hair  I 
While  fluids,  wbich  a  wondrous  cliange  betray,    '    .  M 
Ouzc  froiD  the  vernal  bud,  the  summer  spray,       'f  -A 
Differing  from  animals  alooe  in  dbibi?,  •  miT^' 

(As  botaniits  alrcnJy  half  exclaim).  ImA 

Sec  plants,  susceptible  of  joy  and  woe,  .  i-u^ 

Feel  all  we  feci,  and  know  whale'er  we  know  1  rL^it" 
View  them  like  ua  incliit'd  to  watch  or  sleep,  •*  fU 
Like  us  t'l  smile,  and,  ab  !  like  us  to  weep  1  it>0 

Like  us  behold  them  glow  with  warm  desire,  -ii  * 

And  catch  from  lleaiity'i  glance  celestial  fire!  .A 
Then,  ob  !  ye  fair,  if  through  the  shady  grove  '  *  1' 
Mu&ing  on  abient  lovers  you  should  rove,  .  >.iti> 

And  there  with  tempting  step  all  heedless  bnuli-vf  «Ji 
Too  near  some  wanton  metamorphos'd  bush,  '  > 

Or  only  hear  perchance  the  western  breeze 
Steal  murmuring  through  the  animated  treei, 
Bewafe,  beware,  lest  to  your  cost  you  find 
The  bushes  dangerous,  dangerous  too  the  wind, 
Lest,  ah !  too  late  with  shame  aad  grief  you  feel 
Whut  your  ficlilions  pads  would  ill  conceal! 

Wbile  plants  turn  animals,  man,  happy  man, 
*  To  ages  shall  extend  life's  lengthen'd  span. 

■  '•  If  (ba  auppeeitian  were  just,  mightiiM  Kuiie  meuis  b«  di»- 
oovcred  to  protrait  llir  period  of  youth  »nd  vigour  indefiniielgf 
Wlieiliei  true  or  talse,  and  even  thougti  we  should  never  be  Me 
to  restate  new  eicittbilitj  to  tUe  sjslem,  there  can  be  no  douhl  of 
the  iinmvdinti'  piactic ability  of  ptulonging  life  con^idcribij ;  uid 
»liiit  ii  Diuch  more  desirable,  of  lumntaioiDg  ■  firmer  ilete  a£ 
health."  Obierratlmt  m  Cakulus,  &C.  p- 106.  "  Nor,  however 
rriiiut'<  tni'diciiie  may  be  at  present  rtom  sucb  perfection,  do  I  we 
■iij  rcHsou  to  daubt,  Ibit  by  taking  advantage  of  vaiiou)  uMl 
eoiitiuuMl  UiiesHOiU  81  tliey  BCciuq  U  lueutej  eh*  huh  poww 
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Bane  to  our  bliss,  no  more  the  wrinkled  face 

Beauty's  bewitching  circles  shall  disgrace ; 

But  see  the  reigning  toast  half  kind,  half  coy, 

Her  rivals'  envy,  and  her  lover's  joy, 

Skiird  to  allure,  to  charm  us,  and  beguile. 

In  all  the  bloom  of  eighty  sit  and  smile ! 

Thus  shall  each  Belle  a  lovely  L'Enclos  prove. 

Drive  boys  of  future  cent'ries  mad  with  love ; 

The  marriage  table  its  degrees  extend. 

And  to  our  great,  great  grandmother  ascend. 

Poor  Pope,  who  gnev'd  **  that  Life  could  scarce  supply 

*^  More  than  to  look^  about  him,  and  to  die,^' 

Had  he  but  flourish'd  in  these  Halcyon  days,    . 

Might  long  have  bid  life's  little  candle  blaze, 

Have  grown  straight,  iiandsome,  brisk,  and  debonnair« 

The  Muses'  favourite,  favourite  of  the  Fair  1 

Happy  the  Poet's  lot,  who  can  prolong. 

Till  time  shall  be  no  more,  his  deathless  song; 

And  live  himself  to  see  his  swelling  name 

Roll,  like  a  snowball,  gathering  all  its  fame! 

Happy,  thrice  hkppy  he,  who  at  his  will 

Can  drink  of  Life's  sweet  cup  his  constant  fill ; 

*  Who,  if  excess  of  oxygene  create 

Symptoms,  which  lean  consumption  indicate, 

may  be  acquired  over  living  aa  is  at  present  exercised  over  tome 
nianimate  bodies ;  and  tbat  not  only  the  care  and  prevention  of 
diseases,  but  the  art  rf  protracting  the  fairett  season  of  life,  ami 
rendering  heaith  more  vigorous,  will  one  day  half  realize  the  dream 
.of  Alchemy !" — Beddoes's  Letter  to  Darwin,  p.  29. 

*  Dr.  Beddoes.  m  a  little  tract  addrefled  to  the  Author  of  tl^ 
Xpistle,  entertainajis  with  a  long  history  of  how  he  made  himsc^Jf 
.  Tory  lean,  very  fair  (his  complexion  having  been  before  of  an 
uniform  brown),  very  pfretty,  and  yery  consamptive»Jby  the  use  of 
a  certain  "  C<Mmetic"  called  Osygenma  Ait ;  and  how  he  after* 
.wards  «ared  hiou^lf  of  the  saki  Leanaeis  nd  Coasampt^on  at  t^ 
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A  Hire  tpccific  Can  procure  with  case. 

Rich  cream  and  butter  from  his  herd  of  trees : 

Or  if  he  find  exceM  of  •  hydrogenc 

Hit  body  load  with  fal,  his  miod  with  spleen,  ' 

True  hi'alth  and  viguor  to  restore,  can  take 

From  some  regenerate  oak  a  savoury  steak, 

Sliced  oS  the  siftughter'd  monster's  quoodam  stump, 

Converted  now  into  a  real  runii>. 

And,  blest  with  au  accommodating  matr. 

Devour  the  luiicious  bit,  red,  recent,  raw ! 

Now  rise,  ray  Muse,  and,  warm  with  rapture,  dart 
From  men  to  iDanners,  "  fancy  to  the  heart," 
TranspoTiinvtigbt !  to  view  the  sods  of  Vridc 
Their  little  Beads  with  ahame  and  sorrow  hide, 
Ranks  and  di^IJnctioDs  cease,  all  reeking  tie 
In  the  mean  mucic  of  low  Equality! 
Favcutitcs  of  freedom,  sons  of  frisky  France, 
Who  never  learnt  like  British  bears  to  dance, 
AtiA,  while  tlu-ir  Piemicr's  homdrum  bagpipes  sound. 
Led  by  the  note,  jog  growling  round  sod  round; 
But  more  like  monkeys,  siry,  light,  an4  gay, 
Pleas'd  on  your  jnaater's  head  to  tlup  and  play  ; 
Ye  pioiu  Atheists,  Aloislists,  ivbo  deem 
The  Christiaii'i  Heaven  and  Hell  an  idle  dream» 
Delighted  to  deride  all  vulgar  fears 
jQf  Beelaebul/i  black  claws,  cropt  tail,  and  esn, 
With  manly  scorn  and  dignity  to  tread 
Oil  ptostrtit^  Superstition  s  hoaty  head; 

Fiiend'i,  Qntker  B^oUi'^  in  Coletnook  Dfle,  by  &  diet  'a 
wlucb  AiOer  <u4  Ciw*  Ure  ll>e  Urceif  uToportioni,  See  Buca 
50, 6l.  Si.  53,  H  «>«.»-  ' 

*  To  prerant  par  i«i«n/T«n  (Towiiig  fat,  utd  artenranls  MliDg 
into  tbc  weanjiot  wImgIi  «beHly,  we  are  Infimaed,  u  tbe  first 
CTlaptOB),  ©r.  BedHoM  pnpowi  *«  dw  joUv  nui  iboidd  eat 
tbeirrc^Qdnt>/   PimvtwM,  f.W. 


^\V^Ot*foes  topowiercknpotio,  4aredoAf  •  .^  .  .f/V 
The  King  of  Kiii^ibatbQgbeav  of;tMdiy4'ni  !. ./. 
JDreading  for  pYefent  tnmsk  no  future  tod,;*  •:.',  .'A 
Self-praise  yoof' ^^fiibifii  vanity  your  Ood;  ^  . v !  •  1  ilV ^ 
Oh  how  my  eyes  With'  tciirs  ecstatie  iiB^  >     W/ 

What  new  felt  trsmports  throi^h  my  tiO00m  ^hrill^  ii J 
When  I  behold  ymi  witk  gigantic  bkiw  '  •<  ..  U 
The  pigmy  pride  of  vRoyalty  Xkj  loiry  •  v  .  m 

With  pikes  and  gum  this  moral  dognsa'  tetcb***  :  \'\ 
Virtue  consists  in  nud&y  bf  hrkech  I 

Soon  shall  we  view  lio'more  the  glittering  things    - 
"  Bestarr'd,  begarter'dt.and  bofool'dtby  kings ;" 
The  pretty  twinklers  that  so  i^eetly  aiume. 
And  deem'd  their  lavlsly  histre  all  thetrown ! 
No  more  the  despot  view,  whose  mighty  nods 
'Shook  nature,  and  proiclaini'd  him  Uod  of  Gods ; 
Drunk  with  applause  who  rai^'d  bis  rolling  eyes. 
And  seem'd,  whenever  he  mov*d^to  tread  the  skie^.f     . ' 
Despised,  detested,  all  shall  wing  their  flight. 
And  sink,  no  more  to  rise,  in  endless  night^ 
Arm'd  with  a  bristled  end  and  glittering  awl,  ' . 

Behold  a  minor  Monarch  in  his  stall ! 
,No  circling  gold  his  royal  brow  surrounds, 
A  yard  of  room -his  sphere  of  action  bounds ;        .  : , 
His  sole  ambition  and  his  prime  pursuit, 
'With  skill  a  shoe  to  patch,  to  stitch  i  boot ! 
Nor  deem  his  fate  severe!  The  time  inay  come 
When  many  a  pious  King  in  Cl^ristend<Nn, 
Dash'd  frcmi  his  throne,  and  made  dame  Fortune's  fool, 
'Shall  envy^little Capef s  cobbKng  stool! 

Mark  with- the  Pe^r  and  Prince  the  *  (;dnting  priest^ 
{Forbiddea quIms countr/s  {at .to fea^};,       i 

*  « It  is  a  lair  of  human  nature,  tbe  l«»K,4if  cecletiasticjil.in' 
»Juencei  the  lesf  pf  deadly  animosity  avoi^  iB«n*"-r-**it  ia^es^ 
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Wtiile  peace  looks  dfiwn  sweet  smiling  oil  the  snaiiUt 
And  untax'd  Plenty  crowns  the  fruitful  plains ! 
No  mort:  that  lazy  liibbard  shall  we  pay, 
With  phiz  so  farcical  to  preach  and  pray  ; 
No  more  behold  that,  harpy  of  the  land 
Lay  on  ouriatgcst  sheaves  his  greedy  hand; 
With  Bigotry's  black  banner  wide  unfurl'd. 
Fright  into  golhic  ignorance  the  world :  ■  ■ 

But  truth  and  light  shall  conic,  with  hostile  rage,  ..ti 
"  To  drive  the  holy  Vandal  oiT  tbestage."  mW 

Sec  tythcs  expire,  and  ancient  slavery  fait;  -% 

Proud  Superstition  turn  her  vanquish'd  tail;  I  '■ 

No  zealous  Minister  the  Church  befriend,  ,    .4  i 

But  all  licr  sorceries  with  the  Beldame  cud;  ...^ 


tlic  popisli  priealhood,  Chjistianitj  la  believed,  upongwd  gnundi, 

the  advaulages  ur  lite  immense  Bmolamenti  whicli  those  ReTtrend 
ItobbfTs,  their  predecessor,  had  ei(or(ed  fTom  superstitiouB  Bar- 
bartunsi  never  suffered  any  -dbatement ;  hence  probably  that  con- 
■tluct  li>  which  Ihcii  suSetings  are  to  be  Imputed,"—"  Thruugh  a[l 
"(he  talamijj  that  has  been  vomited  forth  against  the  French,  the 
most  injured  and  most  vDlighlened  people  upon  earth,  it  is  eaiy  to 
iliscern  lome  advantage!  which  the  Datkni  owes  to  Liberty — Tyihei. 
the  accuTted  ntic  ^'  Poptry,  have  been  aboliihed-^-Fraiice  is 
purged  not  only  from  EecUsiaiticai  Dnmei,  which  consumed  tlie 
*weclest  honey  of  the  hive,  but  also  from  the  mQiutroin  dcbau- 
eherjof  the  richer,  and  the  beggarly  insolence  of  the  poorer  No. 
tiesse." — Dr.  Beddoes'j  admifable  Realnu/cF  believii^  the  Friends 
^  Liberty  tn  Fronce  nut  to  be  the  Aullim  and  Abettan  -g  Ibe  crintts 
eBiBmitted  in  ifcal  counlij ;  humbla/  addreaed  to  ihoie  who  from  time 
in  time  conslilute  tfieimtlves  Judges  aud  Jury  upon  o^oirj  public  ond 
yrHJOKi  and,  wilhout  admHtiiig  any  teitmonii  ttt  the  groa  Jifj  ^ 
BetdanitRuKouT,  datmi  their  neighhoan  indii-idtially,  ondtheTataf 
the  world  bi/ the  (ump;  ihe  celebrated  hand-bill  circulated  in  Shrop- 
shire, which  eyentu ally  occasioned  his  reiignatioft  of  ihe  Cheminl 
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Lo !  Babylon  is  fallen !  That  mystic  - 
That  sink  of  wickedness,  is  now  no  more ! 
Great  Babylon  is  fallen!  Shout,  shout,  ye  meads! 
Andy  oh  !  yo  corn-fields,  wave  your  happ^  headal 
Ye  lovely  lambkins,  strain  your  feeble  yoice, 
And  with  your  dams  in  loudest  Baas  rejdce ! 
Calves,  join  your  notes  to  swell  the  gladi^ening  souMl 
Cows,  let  your  lo  wings  from  the  skies  nbound  I 
Prolific  ducks,  quack  mid  the  mighty  noise  I 
Hens,  more  prolific,  ciEickle  out  your/bys ! 
And  ye,  oh !  swine,  lift  up  your  little  eyes. 
With  rapture  riot  round  your  rotten  styes! 
Stretch  your  triumphant  throats,  ayd  strive  to  mafct 
The  frightened  welkin  with  your  grunting?  shake] 
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VER5ES 

X 

Written  in  a  Lady's  Pocket-Book,  176i. 

Whilst  hour  to  hour  and  day  succeeds  to  day. 
And  weeks,  and  mouthy,  and  longer  years  decay; 
May'st  thou,  my  favourite,  and  my  friend,  employ 
Each  hour  in  happiness,  each  day  in  joy ! 
May  weeks,  and  months,  and  years  those  joys  increase 
With  health,  (best  blessing)  and  domestic  peace!  ^ 
Whilst  here  thy  actions  inark'd  on  every  page 
Shall  teach  employment  to  a  future  age. 
Here  every  page  shall  amiably  declare 
Thy  mind,  thy  manners,  like  thy  person  fain 

r.  N ,  C.  MyKOAV,  BSQ, 
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LINES 

Oh  tke  ZkaA  ^  Ideukrumt  Cobrntl  BMr,  lOkd  M 

vntTYCsr  S¥  nvL.  flff ft&tDAir,  AT  rai^MM/Q^vnT  or 

till  rKESSVT  L^i^r. 


ScAitc«  huih^'d  tht  lighi  iCftfCtilmd4tfi«liiigUflgtttiv 
Afkctimx  poured  Um  ft  'brotb^rliiMcr  ^9 
iVnother  Iom  bids  Lftirft^  4a»t«>wi  tf^^^  - 
Ai  keen  in  anguish  m  a  sifter's  woe« 

Unknown  to  me  the  object  of  her 
I  dare  not  counsel,  didtbe  ask  relief ; 
Yet  may  the  wish  no  va.n  intrusion  .prove, 
I'o  share  her  grief,  for  all  whoshar'd  her  love. 

Yos,  gallant  victim  !  ihthis  hateful  strife. 
Which  pride  maintains  'ga'mst  man's  and  freedom's  Hfc, 
If  (|uick  and  sensible  to  Laura's  worth, 
Thy  heart's  first  cojnmont  wis  affection's  birth  ; 
Jf  thy  soul's  day  rose  only  in  her  sight. 
And  absence  was  thy  clouded  spirit^  night, 
If  'mid  whatever  busy  tumults  tl^rown 
Thy  silent  thoughts  still  turn'd  to  her  aloae; 
If,  while  ambition  seem'd  each  art  to  mo^re, 
Thy  secret  hope  was  Laura,  peace,  and  love; 
If  such  thy  feelings,  and  thy  dying  prefer. 
To  wish  that  happiness  thou  could st  not  share; 
Let  me  with  kindred  claim  thy  name  revere, 
And  give  thy  memory  a  brother's  tear  I 

*  Mrs.  Sheridan  had  just  lost  a  brother. 
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But,  «k!  Mt  tears  tlone  fill  LtMtA^trfH^    * 
Rcsehtmeiit  kindles  with  aflMction's  mfgtiM ;      * 
Insulted  patieiiGe  bofrowapassiofi'^  bMthi 
To  curse  the  ^tters  of  th«se  seewis  of  dcaUh  ! 
Yet  sooth'd  to  peaee^  8«eet  mOoMiei^,  traiiqilil  be. 
And  every  hmbk  emotictti  lei^vn  to  ine ! 
RememlM&ce^  sad  and  sc^  reftet  be  thiae,  • 

The  wrath  of  hate»  the  blow  of  VeMeaae^  mine; 

And  oh,  by  Iteft/li !  that  bour  shall  stirely  ooaie, 
When,  fell  dMtrqyers !  ye  shall  meet  your  doom  i' 
Yes,  miscreaotjitateilliieaf  by  tbe  piMd  disdain    '     ' 
Which  honour  feels  at  base  comiption''s  reign. 
By  the  loud  clamcmvtttf  «  flatim  troes. 
By  the  still  pang  domestic  sorrow  knows. 
By  all  that  hope  has  lost  ot  terror  f^rs ; 
Bv  England's  injuries,  and  La^um's  tears ; 
The  hour  shall  come,  when,  fhiud's  short  triumphs  past, 
A  people's  vengeance  shall  atrike  heme  at  last ! 

Then,  then  shall  fell  xemoise,  the  dastard  fiend. 
Who  ne'er  pollutes  the  noUe  soldier^s  end. 
And  dark  despair  around  the  scafibld  wait. 
And  not  one  look  depl«re  the  traitor's  fate !    - 
But  while  remeihbran<ce  shakes  his  coward  firame. 
And  starts  of  pride  contend  with  inwavd  shame ; 
The  mute  reproad^  or  execration  loUd, 
Of  sober  justice  or  the  scofiiog  croard. 
Alike  shall  bail  die  blow  that  seals  his  doomt 
And  gives  to  infiuay  his  memory  and  his  tombb 

Turn  from  the  hateful  scene,  dear  Laura,  turn. 
And  thy  lov'd  friend  with  milder  sorrow  mourn  ! 
JStill  dwell  upon  his  &te ;  for  still  thoult  find 
The  contrast  lovely,  and  'twill  soothe  thy  mind— t 
Fall's  with  tb^  bfave,  ere  atubber'd  widh  the  sbui^-^ 
His  mind  ubwbunded  c^ms  his  bodf's  pain ! 
Half  taisM  h^  leans.    See  Friendship  bending  o'cTf 
lier  si^  sopprsss'di  as  to  his  vkfir  she  bon 


Thy  much-lov'd  hnage,  vrhose  all-soolhiog  smilft 
Could  pain  disarm,  and  death's  laaC  pang  beguile  !- 
Ilopclt;S9,  but  not  dismay'd,  with  tearless  eye 
He  reads  the  duom  tb«t  tells  him  "  he  must  die" — 
l^ys  |ii«  brave  hand  upon  his  bleeding  breast. 
And  feels  his  glory  while  hu  finds  his  rest! 
Resigns  the  transient  breath  which  nature  gave. 
And  sure  of  prondor  life  o'erlooks  the  grave.--— 
Sweat  is  the  meed  that  wails  his  laurcl'd  bier, 
Tis  Valour's  hope,  'lis  HonouA  praise  sinccr  . 
'  l^s  FricucUhip'ti  sigli,  and  gentle  fieaut/s  tear 

J796. 


:} 


AN  ELEGY 

Tu  /Ae  Mcmani  of  a  Friend :  ■.s:nflea  a  Year  qfler  Aw 
-•.V^  ,  .  Dealh.  ,    ,      , 

BV    aiCRAKD   FENTnN,    ESQ. 


Ciii  pudnr  ttjuttitm  wmr 

Iiiifrmiiliijidti,  mtilafuc  ttriw, 
(Jiuiidii  uJlum  iniyHU'itl  paran. — uoii. 

At  midnight  hour,  why  gleams  with  sullen  sKcep 

Thy  visionary  form  across  my  mind. 
To  scare  nio  from  tho  soft  embrace  of  sleep, 

And  chill  ino,  waking,  with  thy  fruwn  unkind  I 
Cwin''t  thou  severe  my  tardiness  to  chide, 

With  stem  reproach  for  many  a  trifling  song  ? 
Rlethink*  1  hear  thet-  say,  "  If  thou  hadst  d/d, 

"  1  tiad  not  left  thee  thus  unwept  so  long  !" 
I'lirj-i^'f,  dear  shade,  if  twelve  long  moons  are  fled 

Siuiv  H'  ilie  earth  thy  dear  roraains  we  gave, 
^  I'L.i'  wiiiieis  Ucnv.-i)  Jmw  much  my  heart  has  bled!) 

Nir  )ut  my  (lious  Muse  has  drcss'd  thy  grave. 
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While  lighter  sorrow  prompts  tk'  impasakiu'd  strauif 
Severer,  ail  the  powers  of  fancy  stints ;   . 

'the  flower,  that  drownM  would  die  beneath. the  Ttiii» 
Drinks  the  thia  dew,  ^nd  spreads  its  brighter  tiols* 

And  how  coxild  I  lASult  thee  with  a  lyre,  .     '  i 

Whose  Strings,  had  not  forgotten  yet  the  lays  .      i 

Which  love  and  youth  united  to  inspire^  ■  <  ^ 

When  health  and  pleasure  frolicked  through  our  days: 

By  many  an  agonising  groan  betray'd. 

By  many  a  suffocated  sigh  confest  < 

(Thy  rites  not  unremember'd,  tho^  unpaid,)  .     . . -. 

Thy  memory  long  Wiaft  bacied  in  my  breast.       .  i 

But  now  my  breast  gives  up  its  dead  to  rise, 

And  pierce  new-bom  through  grief's  surrounding 
gloomy 

As  thy  own  dust  when  summoned  to  the  skies^ 
Awak'd,  shall  spring  exulting  from  the  tomb* 

Fain's  recent  sting,  beyond  endurance  keen, 
Sheathed  in  the  balm  of  years,  forgets  to  rage» 

And  griefs  stem  form,  through  time's  soft  aml^r  soen. 
To  melancholy  mellow'd,  may  engage. 

Then,  Recollection,  all  the  scene  recall. 
And  bid  each  kind  endearment  to  return 

Which  linked  our  hearts,  for  I  can  bear  them  aH» , 
In  grief  ecstatic  whilst  I  clasp  thy  urn. 

Recall  the  music  of  the  early  horn» 

The  tale  well-form'd  our  wanderings  to  decei^^^ 
When  rosy  exercise  awak'd  the  morn. 

Or  social  C9nv8r$e  kd  us  out  dt  eve. 
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Ib^w  *K  r^iMK  1^  liv  Efa 


%.««&— I 


Oa  Iwrt  tU*  I  aw^  ih|  ftwriwIliMH 
^  .ft  <xcfcM^4  it  Wik  muvmmk  ^bi^ 

>■<  iWh.  Mflrtif  III  Hlwiffc  At  iiliwfc. 


Oft  ksTv  vp  ptsBB^j  tbe  pine's  umbrageous  rows, 
VkR  oprv  to  Ae  «m1  jM  mUJ  plau ; 

TWe  funre  sbAcr  cf  dK  Dijvil  ma. 

In  oon  olnciuf,  wbere  jaaAer  NaH  deeiK, 
Or  in  tbc  coren  of  tbe  faawl  sfcnde^ 

Vktv,  scwce  awake,  inglMioudy  she  tne[M, 
We  ptMnn'd  Ibe  ttHTcnt  fall  of  ibe  cucnde. 

TVin'd  like  onr  beaits,  wbere  jooder  boDgbs  unite. 
With  care  we  tnuni'd  die  arrb  of  tbe  f^ore, 

A  ftbade  devoted  to  the  pore  delight 
Of  noblcit  trieiiddiip,  tad  the  chaitest  love. 
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It  fads — for  ahl  «b«t  kand  wiU  warn  w^f 
The  culture  to  mature  this  iair  retreats 

i^o  more,  alas !  i>eDeath  the  mutual  Ojfe, 
The  meditated  scenes  shall  nae  comploat. 

HHls,  valcsr  ftod  groves !  ye  but  xetaua  •  usme ; 

Scenes  ouce  bdoy'd,  ye  boast  mo  charms  lorae!  ; 
So  joyless  now,  say,  are  they  still  the  same, 

Or  did  Ihay  borrow  all  their  channs  iromr  thee  ? 

n^was  not  that  otiuir  vales  wcpe  not  so  fair  ; 

'Twas  Qot  that  other  streams  less  dear  were  fouad; 
HTwas  not  that  richer  sweets  perfum^c}  the  air  ; 

Thy  presence  only,  made  it  £ury  ground. 


Friendship  like  thine  to  Z^mbj^At's  waste  o§ 
Could  all  the  beaujties  of  the  south  impart — 

^o  sickly  shoot!  in  any  clime  wovld  grow  [ 

The  vigorous  native  of  thy  Roaaan  hieart. 

Vet  was  it  kerCf  of  sUcb  excelling  price,  j  • 

A  hoard  thy  philosophic  bosom  gleaned. 

And  was  it  kere^  untainted  with  its  vice, 
Thy  young  affections  from  the  world  wece  wean'dl' ; 

Here  still  some  inspiration  may  remain,  * 

Thy  spirit  here  may  loiter  for  my  sake ; 

And  every  object  y'et  enough  retain. 
To  keep  thy  fair  exampb  still  awak^. 

Each  wonted  scene  then  constant  Fll  frequent. 
And  leave  each  gidd^  vain  pursuit  behind  ; 

Delightful  solitude;  if  thou  be  lent 
In  bsavenly  virions  wluspering  to  my  mind' 
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ThestiDtcdpoHTonoffte  wofl^siwwiirf;  "'  ''^, ' 
Teach  mi!  from  conscious  virluc  to  sHp|ily ; 

Teacl  mo  alike  on  Fortune's  smile  or  frown  *' 

To  turn,  with  resignation  in  my  eye,  ' '. 

By  trust  in  licavcn  each  anxious  wish  compos'd,  ■'■"■ 
Teach  me  thy  lift,  from  thankless  murmurs  fitaf"  _ 

And  a\t  the  bosom  of  my  God  repus'd,  '  i\^ 

Teach  me  to  smile  away  my  life  like  thcc  '*■ 

Wh«t  tW  thy  genius  led  ihec  to  admire  'J^' 

The  lilent  joys  which  chnrm  the  good  and  wise,  ^  _^ 

And  bade  then  in  the  prime  of  youth  retire^'  "  ■  "f""" 
And  pomp  and  vain  applauses  to  dcspi*^*"'!  'M^ 

Yet  not  BustRre,  nor  of  the  cynic  band,  '  ■i''''*'-"  •'•  ' 
Thine  WHS  the  feaat  of  suul,  from  crowds  apart;  ' 

Far  as  thy  fortunes  at retch'd  lliy  bounteous  baud,  '■■• 
Svide  ail  the'  extended  world  thy  ample  heart. 

Tlie  flower.  Spring's  daughter,  fed  with  Heaven's  best 
dews, 

And  wooed  by  Zephyrs  which  unfold  her  dyes ; 
Thus  far  from  man's  nom  path  her  perfeme  itrews^ 

Thus  breathes  her  secret  incense  to  the  skiei. 

What  tho',  my  friend,  uuhonour'd  be  thy  tomb. 
No  pious  verse,  nor  living  marble  there; 

Well  may'st  thoa,  favour'd  with  no  vulgar  doom, 
The  pride  of  epitaph  and  sculpture  spare. 

Yes,  while  maturing  from  their  second  birth, 
Thine  atoms  rest  beneath  th'  unnoticed  clod. 

The  Muse  shtdl  point  to  man  the  haUow'd  earth, 
'Ihti  Virtues  lift  it  tg  the  care  o£  God. 
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INSCRIPTION 

For  an  Arhmr  at  Forcett  in  Yorkshire*     1756. 

BY    F.   N.   C.   MUNDAT,   ESQ. 


By  me,  a  Dryad  of  the  grove, 

This  shade-imbrowned  scene  was  wov« : 

By  me,  the  woodbine  and  the  vine 

Were  taught  their  mingling  arms  to  twine. 

Amid  the  leafy  shrine  I  dwell, 

Disposing  life,  or  bloom,  or  smell. 

To  every  flaunting  shrub  or  flower 

That  helps  to  form  my  secret  bower. 

Far  from  my  borders  I  exclude 

Each  harmful  weed,  or  bramble  rude. 

Nor  noxious  adder  here,  nor  toad, 

Nor  bat  nor  owl  hath  her  abode  ; 

No  monster  foul  of  human-kind, 

Nor  vice,  the  vermin  of  the  mind. — 

But  here  the  tender  linnet  sings  ; 

Here  the  gay  goldfinch  plumes  her  wings: 

And  fair  and  free  my  entrance  lies 

To  all  that's  virtuous,  goqd,  and  wise : 

Nor  decent  Mirth  be  banish'd  hence ; 

Nor  Joy  the  child  of  Innocence. 

But  chiefly  on  this  hallow'd  ground 

Sincerity  and  Truth  be  found  ; 

With  each  plain  virtue  of  the  heart. 

Unsullied  by  the  tricks  of  art. 

— With  these,  and  more,  my  seats  are  bWd, 

When  young  Ma&ia  is  my  guest. 

VOL.  VI.  Be 
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THE  MENAGERIE  OF  THE  GODS. 

FBOM  THE  GERMAN  OF  BDBGER. 


Odr  Iap-d(^  and  tmrnkeyt,  oat  MpiirTels  and  calt, 

Onr  fMnotB,  i^uiuiei,  and  larbt 
Mnve  fbrniilt'd  amnyment  to  xaaiij  0I4  naidi. 

And  once  in  a  wJijle  to  yonog  4par](«. 
In  hcftven,  where  tune  paaaes  heavily  too. 

When  the  gods  have  no  subject  to  talk  en, 
Jove  calls  for  an  eagle,  he  keeps  in  a  mew, 

As  an  old  Engli^  baron  his  falcon, 
lie  lets  it  jura[)  up  on  his  sofa  and  chair, 

And  dip  its  crookt  beak  in  his  cup  ; 
And  laughs  when  it  pinches  young  Ganimcd's  car, 

Or  eats  his  nmbrosia  up. 
Queen  Juno,  ivho  fears  from  rough  play  a.  mishap. 

Keeps  ]>cacocks  with  rainbowy  tails; 
And  when  she's  dispos'd  to  gmdgc  Saturn  his  nap, 

Their  screaming  or  screeching  ne'er  fails. 
Fair  Venus  most  willingly  coa.\es  the  doves, 

That  coo,  woo,  and  wed  on  her  wrist ; 
The  sparrow,  her  chambermaid  Aglae  loves. 

As  often  is  fondled  and  kist. 
Minerva,  too  proud  to  seem  pleas'd  with  a  trifle, 

Profcssi's  to  keep  her  old  owl, 
The  crannies  and  chinks  of  Olympus  to  rifle ; 

For  rais,  mice,  and  vermin,  to  prowl. 


i.<ini-F.i  ,  iw>w»wt— iw^— laapi 
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Apollo  above  stain/  a  fint-rate  young  blood. 
Has  a  stud  of  four  galloway  ponies; 

To  gallop  them  bounding  onheaven's Itigh  road^ 
A  principal  part  of  !hi8  fun  is. . 

Tis  fabled  or  known  he  instructed  a  swan. 
One  spring,  to  outwhistle  a  bl€u;kbtrd| 

Which  sings  the  Castaliaa  streamlet  upon, 
Like  any  Neapolitan  lack<»beard. 

Lyceus  in  India  purchased  a  pair 

Of  tygers  delightfully  pybaird. 
And  drives  them  about  at  the  speed  of  a  harff 

With  self-satis&ctiom  unrivall'd. 

At  Pluto's  black  gate,  in  a  kennel  at  rest ; 

A  mastiff  so  g«m  has  his  station. 
That  fearful  of  reaching  the  fields  of  the  blest. 

Some  ghosts  have  made  choice  of  damnation. 

But  among  all  the  animals,  little  and  great, 
That  are  foster'd  and  pamper'd  above. 

The  ass  old  Silenus  selects  for  his  mate 
Is  that  which  so  fondly  I  love. 

So  quiet,  so  steady,  sp  gu^Jrded,  and  sloW| 

He  bears  no  ill-will  in  his  mind ; 
And  nothing  indecent,  as  far  as  I  know,   • 

Escapes  him  before,  or  behind. 

So  fully  content  with  himself  and  his  lord, 
He  is  us'd  with  good  humour  to'  take, 

Whatever  the  whims  of  the  moment  afford, 
Be  it  drubbing,  or  raisins  and  cake. 

He  knows  of  himself  ev'ry  step  of  the  way. 
Both  down  to  the  cellar  and  back ; 

A  qualification,  I  venture  to  say, 
No  butler  of  mine  is  to  lack« 

E  e2 
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So  large  i^.  Us:  rump,  so  piano  his  pace, 
Tis  needless  the  rider  to  gird  on ; 

Tho'  fuddled  the  god,  tho'  uneven  the  ways, 
He  never  gets  rid  of  his  burden. 

An  ass  such  as  this  all  my  wishes  would  fill; 

O  grant  me,  Silenus,  one  prayer, 
When  thou  art  a-dying  and  planning  thy  will. 

Good  father  do  make  me  thy  heir! 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Whene'er  you  invite  me,  dear  Will,  to  a  treat, 

— Tis  to  stuff  me  with  verse,  while  you  stint  me  of  meat. 

On  my  entrance,  a  pompous  long  ode  you  recite, 

While  the  dinner  stands  cooling  and  spoiling  outright. 

Your  second  embargo  detains  the  first  dish 

With  a  stanza,  at  least,  for  each  mouthful  of  fish. 

A  third  of  like  terrible  length  intervenes, 

While  we  languish  in  vain  for  the  mutton  and  greens. 

A  fourth — nay  a  fifth — (never  deigning  to  carve) 

Unraov'd  you  repeat  us.     We  listen  and  starve. 

— To  be  short,  while  your  damnable  poems  exist. 

Invite  whom  you  please : — but  strike  me  from  the  list. 

N.  B.  HALUED,  ESQ, 
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THE  BUTTERFLY'S  BALL, 

AND  TBB 

GRASSHOPPER'S  FEAST. 

Written  hy  William  Roscoe^  Esq,  M.  P.  lAoerpooly  far 
the  Use  of  Ms  Children ;  a$id  set  to  Music  by  Order 
of  their  MqfestieSf  for  the  Princess  Mary. 

Come  take  up  your  hats,  and  away  let  us  haste 
To  the  Butterfly's  Ball,  and  the  Grasshopper's  Feast : 
The  tnimpeter  Gad-fly  has  summoned  the  crew, 
And  the  revels  are  now  only  waiting  for  you. 

On  the  smooth-shaven  grass  by  the  side  of  a  wood. 
Beneath  a  broad  oak  which  for  ages  has  stood. 
See  the  children  of  earth,  and  the  tenants  of  air,  v 
To  an  evening's  amusement  together  repair.  , 

And  there  came  the  Beetle,  so  blind  and  so  black, 
Who  carried  the  Emmet,  his  friend,  on  his  back  ; 
And  there  came  the  Gnat,  and  the  Dragon-fly  too. 
And  all  their  relations  green,  orange,  and  blue. 

And  there  came  the  Moth,  with  her  plumage  of  down, 
And  the  Hornet,  with  jacket  of  yellow  and  brown, 
Who  with  him  the  Wasp,  his  companion  did  bring. 
But  they  promised  that  ev'ning  to  lay  by  their  sting. 

Then  the  sly  little  Dormouse  peep'd  out  of  his  hole, 
And  led  to  the  feast  his  blind  cousin  the  Mole; 
And  the  snail,  with  her  horns  peeping  out  of  her  shell, 
Came,  fatigu'd  wi^  the  distance,  the  length  of  an  cll. 

£  e  3 


A  inusbroom  the  table,  Etnd  on  it  was  spread 
A  irAteT-ioeK  leaf,.  wh.i(:ti  their,  table-cloth  made. 
The  viands  were  various,  to  each  uf  their  taste. 
And  the  Bee  brought  hi&  honey  to  crown  the  repast 

Then  close  on  his  hauncfan,90  solemn  and  wise, 
The  Frog  from'  a  corner  look'd  up  to  the  skies ; 
And  the  Squirrel,  well  pleas'd  such  diversion  to  see, 
l^ounted  tii^  oVer  hetid,  aadloolc'd  down  from  a  tree. 

Then  out  come  the  Spider,  with  fingeis  so  fine, 
To  shew  his  dexterity  on  the  light  line ; 
From  one  fafanck  to  another  his.cobwebcfae  strung, 
Then  quick  m  on  arrow,  he  darted'  along ;  .  :  : 

But  just  ihibe  tniddte,  oh,  sb'ocklnig  tb  telU- 
.  From  his  tope  in  a  moment  poor  Harlequin  fell ; 
Yet  be  toucb^'d  not  the  ground,  but  bist^ons  he  spread) 

Hung  suspended  in  air  at  the  end  of  a  (hread. 

Then  ihc  Grasshopper  came  with  a  jerk  and  a  Spring, 
Very  long  was  his  leg,  though  but  slmrt  was  his  wing  ; 
Ho  took  but  one  skip,  and  was  soon  out  of  sight, 
I'hen  chirp'd  bis  own  praise's  the  rest  of  the  night, 
^Vith  steps  most  majestic  the  Snail  did  advance. 
And  he  promis'd  the  gazers  a  minuet  to  dance; 
But  they  all  laiigh'd  so  loud  that  he  drew  in  his  head, 
And  went  in  his  own  little  chamber  to  bed. 

Then,  as  cv'iiing  gave  way  to  the  shadows  of  night, 
Tbeir  watchman,  the  Glow-worm,  came  out  with  hi* 

light: 
So  home  let  us  hasten,  while  yet  we  can  see ; 
For  no  watchman  is  wailing  for  you  or  for  me. 
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LOVE  AND  WINE  SEPARATED. 

Lines  written  in  a  Monk  Page  of  Jnacreon* 


\  ■* 


I  ASK  uo  cup  6f  glowing  wine 
To  move  a  heart  so  warm  as  mine^ 
When  on  thy  bosom's>  lovely  swell 
I  bid  the  restless  world  farewell : 
I  ask  no  goblet  sparkling  high 
To  fire  this  fond,  this  doating  eye. 
That,  fix'd  beyond  the  power  to  move. 
Half  closes  with  excess  of  love, 
While  kisses  mix  their  eager  pl&y» 
And  drink  th'  impatient  soul  away. 
Why  need  I  press  the  blushing  vine. 
When  blushes  lovelier  far  are  ^hine? 
Why  bid  the  rosy  bev'rage  flow, 
When  those  dear  lips. still  rosier  glow? 
Let  those  in  whose  reluctant  he9,rt 
Dull  nature  must  be  rousM  by  art. 
Keep  with  the  grape  their  pulse  alive. 
And  feel  their  OTOwsy  flamesf  revive: 
To  me  not  all  the  madd'ning  bowls 
That  ever  woke  those  languid  souls, 
Were  sweet  as  that  nectareous  dew, 
That  proves  the  kiss  to  feeling  trije  ; 
Or  one  blest  tear,  which  fondly  starts 
In  the  mute  gace  that  mingles'  h^rts. 

LBIGH   HUNT* 

£e  4 


(fflKff:  1P£!)  Ha&osciioec. 


OW  age  cocaet  vj«*TiiLf  jtK-  ^nsKsri *;>3  cc-iu. 


The  nplar'd  Pott  ikcmi  bu  czriKit  praise 
To  Fancy,  *weei  mcbantreu,  due ; 
Ami'jkl  whote  (lacklcu  groves  he  inaj;*, 
Wbik-  fnth  tntation*  »rrike  his  duzled  view: 

Bot  »<>'in  th(r  flowcn  of  Genius  ^e. 
And  bijld  Invention  in  her  niid  career 
F*rb,  like  Itburitl's  wondrous  spear. 
Dread  Envy't  fan^s  pervade 
^el  trajl  contexiurc  with  a  gha:>lly  wound 
)r  iiuki  *D  Icarus  plung'd  in  the  vast  profound  ; 
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Unless,  O  Goddess  of  the  furroVd  brow, 
Thy  admonitions  stay  her  flight, 
And  urge  her  first  t'  address  her  vow, 
Where  thy  pale  shrine  emits  a  glimmering  light: 

Too  long,  unmindful  of  thy  power, 
In  Fictfou's  airy  palaces  I  trod  ; 
At  length,  observant  of  thy  nod, 
To  thee  I  kneel,  O  shower 
Thy  dews  impregnated  with  heavenly  rest, 
And  let  thy4eaden  mace  fall  weightier  on  my  breast. 

IV. 

Thee  the  recluse  Philosopher,  whose  frame 
Shrinks  at  each  northern  blast,  reveres ; 
Elixirs  his  attention  claim, 
And  warmest  flannels  huddle  up  his  ears : 

Nor  art  thou  distant  from  the  Maid 
Whose  unsought  chastity  maintained  its  hold 
While  o'er  her  forty  suns  have  roll'd; 
Yet  anxious  for  thy  aid. 
On  thee  she  calls,  whene'er  before  her  eyes 
Hibernian  beaux  or  too  resistless  coronets  rise. 

V. 

Swift  rush  the  fiery  steeds,  loud  sounds  the  car, 

When  Homer  brings,  severely  just. 

Assembling  Demi-gods  to  war, 
And  lays  proud  Troys  adulterous  towers  in  dust: 

Had  Menelaus  search'd  thy  laws. 
He  there  had  learnt  without  an  augur's  skill 

That  women  stray  not  'gainst  their  will, 
And,  loth  to  furnish  cause 
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WLo  from  diy  fount  h'u  iaspirauc-n  dra»6 
DeKribci  do  PalMiiu  ici  knos. 
Nor  psinU,  to  gun  the  crowd's  applutse, 
AnuuU'i  wiles,  or  Vita.'*  h<«Teiily  chums ; 

Nut  lifb  a  Fairfax  to  the  ski«. 
In  Freedom's  dcviou*  cuues  led  astrav ; 
fitit  haanls  some  courtly  shrior,  to  pay 
Hu  duteoDs  sacrifice ; 
Or  nnp  in  Tiuscr't  stile  of  golden  grain, 
or  liarrows,  uxno,  carts,  and  all  the  schcnies  of  gi 


Knee  my  green  yean,  by  tome  unkallow'd  strain. 
Have  made  thee  frown  npon  my  suit ; 
Not  where  the  marling  critic  train. 
Fierce  as  a  dragon  guard  fair  learning's  fruit. 

Nor  in  the  busy  walks  of  trade, 
Nor  will  I  seek  thee  brooding  o'er  thy  store. 
Behind  the  Miser's  churlish  door, 
Worn  to  a  racagrc  bhadc. 
Nor  in  yon  stalls,  where  th'  orthodox  divine 
Snores,  and  with  ven'son  cramm'd  extends  his  brawny 
chine. 


But  to  the  regions  of  the  Lunar  sphere 
My  daring  passage  will  I  wing, 
Where  all  tilings  lost  by  mortals  here, 

Ar«  found,  if  rightly  Ariosto  sing  ; 

*  In  llie  AndromBclie  of  Euripides,  Peleiu  is  introduced,  ririi- 
eiilinj!  llii'  Blnnrdiijr  of  MtncUus'i  wpcdition  against  Troy,,  and 
n-iiii'iitliinn  hiin  »iili  being  Hit  cause  ol"  the  death  of  Achilles, 
■ml  iiiiiiiy  oilier  brave  Grecians, 
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There  haply,  in  some  lonesome  vale, 
Where  dark  yews  bending  from  the  rocky  steep 
O'erhang  the  lake,  whose  waters  sleep 
Mov'd  by  no  ruffling  gale, 
Shall  I  behold  thee  weeping;  o'er  the  tomb 
Of  CassiuSy  harshly  chargd  with  Freedom's  timdeu 
doom: 

IX. 

Vanquished,  he  raisM  to  Heaven  bis  haggard  eyes, 
And  bar'd  his  bosom  to  the  stroke ; 
Calm  gownsmen  say,  *^  Had  he  been  wise, 
<^  And  lived,  Rome  yet  had  scap'd  Octavias'yoke.'' 

Next,  in  thy  shades,  a  prey  to  grief. 
Perchance  the  learned  Christina  may  I  see. 
On  earth  who  proudly  slighted  thee ; 
No\ir,  lost  beyond  relief 
On  Papal  snares  and  venal  Poets  frown. 
And  wail  with  fruitless  plaints  her  abdicated  crown: 

Yet  since  from  death  thou  canst  not  these  unbind, 
Their  greatness  claims  no  second  birth, 
To  penitence  incline  thy  mind. 
And  deign  to  -waft  me  back  again  to  earth; 

Guarded  by  thee  from  every  snare, 
So  shall  I  frame  secure  my  placid  lay; 
Or,  if  in  Satire's  walks  1  stray. 
With  tutelary  care 
Arrest  her  vengeful  arm  just  raised  to  strike^ 
Smiling  on  friends,  and  foes,  and  all  mankind  alike* 

1767. 
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SONNET. 


As  ow  whom  tbe  dui  phanunns  of  tlie  nigbt, 
TroDUing  bit  niUer'd  phaataay,  Iutc  led 
Aaud  dw  diM  dunp  maatimM  of  tbe  deid, 
h  from  toMc  fwedpice'*  giddy  hei^t 

.ibniptly  dinist;  wfaen  monuDg's  orieut  ray 
Waket  him  to  &afet^,  loves  to  ponder  o'er 
Tbe  vinon'd  terron  terrible  no  more ; 

So  I  took  back  on  tbe  departed  day  : 

When  as  I  journeyed  along  Life's  dull  road, 
Hope  ded  my  wounded  bosom,  fiulkn  Care 
Sat  on  my  brow,  and  sternly  sad  Despair 

Courted  to  rest  witbin  his  dark  abode; 

Tbe  sad  lyre  echoed  then  the  pensive  song. 

Yet  sooth'd  the  wearying  houn  that  Ungering  lagg'd 
along. 
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Pleasant  it  is  awhile  to  linger  here, 
Amid  the  woodlands,  listening  to  the  breeze, 

That  bathes  my  throbbing  temples,  to  mine  ear, 
As  fitfully  it  sweeps  along  the  trees, 

Moaning  not  immelodious.     Sacred  shade ! 
I  would  fain  dwell  in  your  most  dark  recess, 
Far  from  the  din  of  folly,  where  distress. 

With  dim  eye,  never  more  should  ask  the  aid 

Not  mine  to  grant.    Here  would  my  jaundiced  heart 
Soon  heal  and  harmonize :  but  I  again. 
Perforce,  must  sojourn  in  the  haunts  of  men. 

Loth  from  these  lonely,  lovely  scenes  to  part; 
Alone,  in  crowds,  my  solitary  breast 
Would  &in,  by  apathy,  be  chiird  to  rest. 

B. 
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Xhet  lell  IDC  that,  in  oppniDg  life,  the  hue 

Of  rosy  health  bloom'd  on  my  glowing  check; 
That  my  full  eye  sparkled  wiib  liquid  blue. 

And  seem'd  with  strong  intelligence  to  speak : 
Tk^  tell  me,  too,  that  in  luxuriance  vrild 

WaVd  my  dark  locks ;  perchance,  they  tell  mc  fi 
For  '[is  an  adage,  that  the  loveliest  child 

Makes,  in  advancing  age,  the  sorrier  youth. 
So  has  it  b«en  with  mc.     In  vain  I  seek 

To  trace  the  roseate  hue  of  healthful  red ; 
Dull  is  my  eye,  and  colourless  ray  cheek, 

And  gone  the  flowing  honours  of  my  head ! 
But  siUl  remains,  uncbaog'd,  my  better  part. 
Still  true  to  L>ove  and  Laura  is  my  heart. 
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JFritten  tm  the  Pier  at  Douer,  after  a  Visit  to  DetUan 
Court,  the  Seat  qfS.  E:  Bn/dges^  Esq. 

Br  T.   PARK,   ESQ. 


Denton  !  tby  tranquil  bowera  have  toa'd  my  heart 

To  such  pure  love  of  sylvan  quijstude^ 
That  the  gay  tu|i^ult  of  this  crouded  mart 

Seems  irksome^  and  for  solace  ii(iuch  too  rude. 
Yon  armed  mo^nds«  where  rush  the  spns  of  war 

To  the  trump^s  clangor,  bode  no  calm  delight  4 
And  round  this  peopled  pier,  a  strifclike  jar 

Of  voices,  puts  all  soothing  thought  to  flight* 
Thy  wood-crown'd  walks,  dear  Denton!  brought  the  C09 

Of  the  mild  dove  on  my  unstartled  ear ; 
Thy  airy  uplands  did  my  slow  step  woo. 

Thy  verdant  yallies  could  my  dim  sight  cheer : 
And  all  thy  charms  were  heigh tenM  still  to  me 
By  life's  prime  charm — refin'd  society ! 
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Addressed  to  an  Eolian  Harp,  amstructed  by  tie  Aidkor 
of  "  The  Farmer'M  Boy,"  "  Wild  FUnixrs,"  Spc.  _ 


WaAT  magic  sweetnen  ckarms  my  raptur'd  ear, 

Like  choirs  of  airy  spirits  heard  on  high  i — 
Now  as  some  cherub-voice  each  note  is  clear. 

Now  swells  into  celestial  harmony! — 
Tis  charmed  Zephyr  wakes  the  varied  sound, 

As  on  each  string  he  breathes  a  trembling  kiss; 
His  viewless  pinion  wafis  the  music  round, 

Whose  swell  isccstacy,  whose  close  is  bliss? 
Oh,  sweetly  raise  thy  more  than  mortal  tone 

To  him  who  gave  thy  frame  melodious  birth. 
The  bard  whom  Nature  greets  as  all  her  own. 

And  Virtue  honours  for  his  inborn  worth  : 
For  him,  sweet  harp !  thy  dulcet  strains  prolong, 
Since  pure  and  artless  is,  like  thine,  his  song. 

UARIA  llESTEB  PARK 
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On  miss  SEWARD'S  SONNETS. 

Published  ITQS^  md  with  partiftdar  AUu^  to  her  Qltt 

and  22d. 


VHiTic,  bast  tli6u  fastidiously  proclaim'd 

(Mis^judging  from  such  humbl«  vene  as  mint) 

The  lyre's  lost  energy,  the  sad  dacline 
Of  genius  in  this  island,  early  nam  d 
in  classic  heraldry,  and  foremost  famM  f 

Prom  Greece,  from  Latium,  came  th'  impatient  Nine, 

Here  to  revive  their  laurels,  and  entwine 
Their  shoots ;  rewards,  of  envy  only  blamed. 
And  here  they  still  rejoice;  here  still  abides 

Imagination  in  her  mountains  strong, 
^Vhile  Harmony,  beneath,  her  stream  divides, 

And  thou  wilt  blush,  vain  Critic,  tor  thy  wrong,  ' 
Tasting  these  sweets,  which  the  Queen-Muse  provides, 

With  rarest  elegance  of  sex  and  ^ng! 

F.  N.  C.  MUKDY,   ESQ. 

If  ARKCATON,  AP»lt    25,  1799 

VOL.  VI.  F  f  • 
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90KNET- 

ON  tlENltt  KUtRE  WHITE. 


E0ergic»  puiei  «ttbUm^ !-— Thus  mt  tko«  ^ue? 

In  its  brigbt  dawn  of  Fame  tkal  Spirit  9o\m 
Which  brcathM  suck  sweetness,  tenderness  and  fire ! 
Wert  thou  but  shewn  to  win  us  to  admire 

And  veil  in  Death  thy  Splendor  ? — But  unknown 

Their  Destination  who  least  time  have  shone 
And  brightest  beamed. — When  these   the  ete&kjii. 

8in£ 
— Righteous  and  wise  and  good  are  all  his  ways-^ 

Eclipses,  as  their  Sun  begins  to  rise ; 
Can  mortal  judge,  for  their  diminisht  days 

What  blest  Equivalent  in  changeless  skieSy 
What  sacred  glory  waits  them  ?— -His  the  praise ; 
Gracious,  whatever  he  givcs^  whatever  denies. 

?*  ttCTOB«n,  180^ 
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O'er  smilifjig;  p^yi^  iltili^l^  ^j^plb  J?«e } 
As  ia  htj^q^jpi^fiff^-fi^hf  fft^jm  plif» 

Inspired  u^  vl^nie.e^ted  ricjji  ^^  Jn^d, 
What  boot  fto  ip<44  Wd  i^W/  IK?ril^8  cnfjf  f 
In  the  same  v^yii^e  ^IM^  9>ni  fr^gTlftat  }f9yf*^ 

ImmoTUflU^^mkl^:  fo9)4  ^o^i^ctlMn 

To  onrn  a  )of(y  p^'$  ^owin^  )^j? 
On  Jof4mi'«  l>m^  when  f^dpiyy  ev'^pin^  low'rs^  . 

Pleas'd  i^rould  lie  he^r  the  jipvelprn  niud  cpmpiiun, 
Or  throu^  U>e  gn^v^  of  Ji^rj^ht  Armid^  ^r^y/ 

X.   RAMLlMr. 

'  1795. 
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Jfaw  K^ifsSm  haan  a  solemn  sileiice  keep^ 
Sne  dMt  tfinMe  souids  the  staided  ecr  asnil ; 
JU  vavcs  skyv-btokcn  by  tlie  feeUe  gale, 

Widi  plaiBthe  mimmiis  dash  the  rocky  steep  ; 

Or  Watdi-dog,  starting  from  disordered  sleep. 
Bays  the  high  moon,  whose  circle  mild  and  palci 
Wrapt  in  a  fleecy  cloud's  transparent  veil, 

Pours  a  faint  glimmer  o'er  the  desert  deep. 

The  soul  collected,  all  her  tumults  cease ; 
Her  only  wish,  the  day's  vain  business  o'er. 
To  drown  her  cares  in  sweet  forgetful  peace: 

Till  fresh-ey'd  morning  clothes  in  mantle  hoar 
The  dewy  hills,  and  cheerful  day's  increase 

Summons  the  lighten'd  heart  to  toil  once  more. 


£.  HAMLST, 
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SONNET, 


FooA  Steed !  in  wbom  the  faint  ramaawi  I  tmce 

Of  noble  cooragey  tc^i^  io  ni&'^  Hed; 

Though  doomed  .an  abjiBct;  tyrant'is  lash  to.drea4>' 
And  drag  thy  cnud. Ip^,  with  tardy  pace : 
Ah  \  iirbajt  avails  th^. now  thy  higl|r.t)re^  r^e» 

lliy  pToiidly?arc}i\%iieck.jU>d  stately ..hefdp.       . 

That  oft  with  Mgh^ning's  speed  triunqihant  led 
To  the  warm  glorie^^if  th)B.gei|i'rous  icbai^ 
Of  all  t^y  faithful.  jb^Uwh^t  meed  is  thine  f. 

Thy  thankless  master^  whpn.when  stiiTniiig  yean 

ChiU'd  thy  high  hloo|j>  with  sordid  avarice,  gova  i 
To  hard  unpitying  hearts  thy  frail  dc^cline^ 

Expects  a  happier  lot:  then*  doom^  to  tears. 
Hast  thou  no  hopes  but  in  thei gloomy  grave?    . 

ires. 
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HA^'&EI.,  K'llosc  strains  the  refptive  snul  cDntmandi 
Oft  as  by  life's  ungrateful  cares  opprest 
I  droop,  or,  sorrows  brooding  in  my  breast,  ' 

The  prey  of  speechless  melnncholy  stand  : 

Bouz'd  by  thy  solemn  sounds  tny  thoughts  expahcl, 
And  cv'ry  wild  pinotion  sinks  to  rest ; 
On  balmy  clouds  I  float  amid  the  blest, 

And  share  the  raptures  of  the  heav'nly  band. 

Cold  moralists  !  to  whom  sweet  Music's  pow'r 
Is  but  a  charm  to  smooth  itifn  rugged  way 
Of  guilt  r  from  her,  reclin'd  in  pensive  bow'r, 

Oft  has  the  Poet  cau^t  hia  noblest  lay  ( 
Her  magic  bids  in  many  a  torpid  hour 

The  waking  Boul's  sublimcr  passions  play. 

I.   HAMLEY. 
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Thou  rural  source  p/  Mf^jlfiy!.^  ^^\s^^  streanii 
By  evening's  sober  light  I  range  along 
Thy  rocky  banks ;  when  now  the  louder  song 

Of  day  is  butk^dy  Mud  H^ipiMrfl  tfiMW^l  I^^W 
Calls  forth  the  tommiiig  iNflktfMsAll  tendi^  ibivg^. 

Of  lowi.Mfl  ewdiMi* '  Mm  %pt.  t)i^  thraxtf 

Of  noisy  traide  i9^:^.ibr^ifi^y^m^^W1WKr:i  • 
And  still  t]MywH.tli0loiidy^i|Kie|!#!drf)AI9.;';  ^i     , 

Grateful  to  thcin»nrhflie  jWifl|«bitwmpwW'  .-:     ; 
Far  too  refined  for  lQAdillmil)tiioHijr9%.:  :..;r, .^^ 

Thos9,eiiipty;pkiisimipf -Ulk)^^  ^. 

But  asks  for  cfafv^  tflMitjQffiw.'fuMtsiteAt  ipjjtr  ... 

Like  thee;  jndiile  w  mide;|^st,pf  .grief  annQj!^ 

Their  aimpk  cmsK^  A  JMT^t  ilM^y  jUitt^ 
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BT   HOBSKT    HCiliWilit.  A.  *0V  KXW  COLLXSE, 

«xroaD. 


.  ,1..-.^.'     r    -'-  ■.  ■ 

Heak,  hbwihe  rural  pipe  of  yondermead, 
fronilitfdferneath  the  solitary  thorn, 
Breathes  a  sweet  whisper  to  the  ears  of  Mom. 

Up  to  this  silent  lawn,  O  Shepherd,  lead 
Thy  dail}'  flocks,  and  wake  thy  matin-reed ; 
To  Hcav'n  be  welcome  thy  devout  return 
Of  soul-felt  melody— thy  fertile  bourne, 
Purg*d  of  each  blossom  rank,  and  baneful  weed, 
For  this,  and  doubly  fed  with  genial  dews. 
Fresh  from  her  teeming  lap  shall  largely  give 
The  knot-grass  moist,  and  thyme  of  savor  kind. 
And  still  thy  crouded  lolds  shall  richly  thrive — 
The  bounteous  Giver  never  will  refuse 
Thy  purest  worship,  a  contented  mind. 

1778. 

•  Subsequently  D.  D.  and  Professor  of  Poetr j. 
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Mr  TBS  nkUM, 


f    ^ 


Mebk  bifi,  wlose  l)reaaity  as  vfllagc-lcge&ib  Atm^ 
The  houserhold  God  with  raddy-gndncd  dovm 
CoTe/d  of  yore,  to  seal  thee  for  his  4>wi^ 
Approach  fkmitiaf,  for  the  wild  winds  blow,    • 
Aad  baice  with  stiff'mng  giist  the  sheeted  sno*^^ 
Be  thine  the  shelter  of  iHf  hearth*8  W.ann  stodc^' 
With  -pulp  of  l^ruised  seeds,  and  crumhs  bcstrows, 
Pissolv'd  in  savqiy  tfilk :  no  secret  foe 
Doth  lurk,  where' Pity  dweljs — ^with  ejes  of  lo^ 
More  fond^  J  hailthv  visit  at  my  doors. 
And  mix  the  monels  for  so  sweet  a  guest, 
Then  when  at  iporn  i^'  imperial  bird  of  Jore 
Full  in  my  view  on  sturdy  pennon  soars, 
graving  with  stedfast  ken  the  blaze  of  th'  Eastt 
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SONNEl^ 

BT  TBS  S4HE, 

Welcoate,  propitious  Eve,  thy  breathing  hoirr, 
Wheii^irfwili^^t  scatlcre  from  Jicr  buniid  wiiig 
Prolific  p:^9kn^  on  the  buds  of  ^pijng-^ 
From  the  sweet  cup  of  each  exhausted  fiowV, 
Salobripus  inoense  .on  my  spirit  pour 
That  sickens  at  the  world,  whose  dissojjant  ring 
Jars  on  my  wounded  ear,  till  timely  sing 
Thy  soothing  Nightingales — from  yon  lone  tower, 
His  shelter  from  the  broad  tumultuous  day. 
Steals  forth  with  me  the  sober  bird  of  Night, 
Beating  with  secret  wjng  the  shadows  pale- 
Oft  shall  he  meet  me,  when  the  garish  light 
Declines,  and  faded  into  solemn  gray 
To  silence  leaves  the  dim  unpeopled  vale. 
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Go,  tuneful  Lark,  on  quivering  pinions  borne 
To  dewy-4K>soiA^d«kie8y  and  wtii  Ihy  way 
Up  to  Heav'n-gate,  wi^le  tiow  the  young-ey^  Dzf 
Peeps  underneath  the  veiHng  lids  of  Mom, 
With  warble  sweet  of  early  iK^es  to  warn 
The  ling'ring  S«ii-«rtheo^  Wi  thy  liquid  ky 
Steals  softly  o-er  the  moutitaiil«oiimiDit  gray^ 
Thy  mate,  light-tripping  on  the  ^ras^  bourot, 
Shall  listen  to  thy  song  whh  amorbus  eai^ 
And  hail  thee  to  Ifaer  hosom-^-^  n^igHt  I« 
Emulous  of  thee,  an  eq«al  fhvoiir  win  1 
I  would  awake  my  tender  ftiilMtrelsy) 
And  whisper  sweetest  music  to  my  Fair, 
Had  I  a  mete  to  ikteOi  ;fond  as  thii^a«. 


k*MiaiBttte^u«di 
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WRrrXEN  IN  AN  HERMITAGE. 
BT   THE   SAME. 


O  TR0V9  whose  hfiedless  foot  doth  bither  stray> 

Bcgooe-wi  is  the  region  of  Despair — 

Ijtst  the  hleak  mildew  of  the  withering  air 

Hang  o'er  thy  flighty  and  hlast  thee  on  thy  way — 

But  if  stern  fate  hath  numb'd  thy  bosom,  stay, 

To  fast  with  me  on  parched  bread  of  Cave 

In  silence,  and  to  drink  the  bitter  tear, 

Till  Death,  whose  shape  more  near,  each  close  of  day, 

Strides  up,  and  dark'ning  into  tenfold  nighty 

Dilates  his  stature  onward  to  ray  cave. 

Shall  strike  one  tenant  of  this  lonely  shade: 

Then  He,  whom  yet  the  Monster  spares  to  smite^ 

AVidow'd,  shall  bear  his  partner  to  the  grave. 

And  grudge  the  earth,  that  pillows  his  sad  head, 

1778. 
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BY   THE   SAME. 


O  FOR  some  potent  charm  to  «tay  thy  wing, 
O  Tiine,  >vhose  envious  haste  hath  half  o'erii«d 
My  length  of  years,  while  now  my  daily  tread 
Yet  prints  the  swerd,  where  rosy  hands  of  Spring 
On  bud  of  Youth  refreshing  incense  fling ; 
That  some  few  sweets,  upon  thy  pinion  shed. 
Ere  long  may  greet  thee,  that  thy  sense  unfed 
With  prime  of  odour  past  not,  till  the  3ting 
Of  venomous  blight  shall  wound  the  tender  coiie-^ 
Meanwhile,  ye  Spirits  of  Health,  sustain  the  shock 
With  fondest  hand,  that  no  crude  blast  dissever 
The  stripling  blossom  from  the  parent-root 
Too  soon,  e'er  yet  life's  Zephyr  breathes  no,  more^ 
And  Nature's  lingring  Sun  is  sunk  for  ever* 

1778, 


WINTEIL— AN  ELEGY. 

BEODN  AT  WUtCmsnOI  SCHOOU  1757- 
ST  t.  V.  e,  HOXDT,  Kscr. 


Fareweli.  those  genial  »easons  of  tbc  year, 

Vuung  Sprii)g,who  611*4  wilh  fiow'rs  the  willing  sqiIJ 
Sumiuci,  whose  aun-bearas  nurs'd  the  foodful  ear ; 

With  Aotanui  grateful  to  the  reaper's  toil. 
Tot  In,  saA  change!   from  yonder  gathering  cloud 

Stem  Winter  wildly  drives  his  dark  array : 
From  till.'  ki'cii  North  tlic  wiods  arc  piping  loud, 

As  tlirijfigh  the  yielding  woods  ihey  sweep  their  wsy^ 
High  on  a  stomi,  with  vnage  tierce  and  pale, 

The  barren  £uru»  ridea;  the  rdn  descends: 
Far,  far  nsounding  tlirougk  the  floated  vale; 

Its  hoarse  rougtt  howb  the  fla»hipg  torrent  sends. 
Where  are  those  rand  chanos  that  fed  my  eyes. 

The  CDwslip'd  meadow,  and  the  hedge-row  green  7 
la  one  wide  waste  the  snow  clad  landscape  lies; 

And  frost  with  wttbering  band  d^ornis  the  scene. 
I  sought  the  copse,  the  joyous  thrush's  haiint ; 

For  much  1  wisb'd  her  melody  to  hear : 
In  vain  I  woo'd  her  to  begin  her  chaunt. 

Nor  joyous  thrush,  uor  melody  was  there. 
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In  sociat  troops  the  silent  larks  are  finnidt 
Picking  with  busy  bill  their  scanty  food: 

Ah  me,  I  bear  the  gun's  destructive  sound. 

And  the  snow  blushes  with  their  harmless  blood! 

Sweet  bird!  are  these  the  sports  of  reasoning  manf 
lliU5  doth  his  savage  hands  thy  songs  repay. 

Which  bade  his  joys  awake  when  spring  began, 
Which  cheer*d  in  summer's  heat  the  toilrame  day  ? 

The  red^breast,  Wisely  confident,  presumes 
To  screen  his  weakness  in  the  peopled  cot ; 

And  sweetly  thankful  for  the  scatter'd  crumbs 
Pays  the  cheap  bounty  with  his  warbled  note* 

Now  dull  and  dreary  wakes  the  tardy  morn  \ 
The  sickly  Sun  resigns  his  noon-tide  power ; 

Night  comes ;  aud  Fear,  of  Melancholy  bom, 
Adds  a  new  horror  to  the  darkling  hour. 

At  every  bush,  at  every  sudden  hreeze. 

Starts  the  lone  traveller  on  his  wilderM  way ; 

In  his  own  shade  a  thousand  deaths  he  sees, 
And  stops,  and  pants,  and  listens  in  dismay. 

The  night  bird's  thrice-flapp'd  Wing,ai}d  shriekiogs  fell. 
Denounce  the  pining  sick  man's  hopeless  doom  ; 

In  the  hush  air  imperfect  whispers  dwell 

Of  Dsmons  prowling  through  the  midnight  gl< 

Stone-hearted  Murder  bathes  his  sword  in  blood, 
Rapine,  foul  fiend,  leads  forth  his  lawless  band ; 

Insatiate  Hunger  calls  amain  for  food ; 
While  paic-eyed  Famine  howls  along  the  kfid. 

Where  are  thy  haunts,  O  Chcarfulness  ?  the  botrer 
Of  spring  no  more  invites  thee ;  nor  the  walk 

At  summer's  eve,  beneath  thy  guardian  powar 
Whore  lute  1  listened  to  my  Laura's  talk* 
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Ittrf  iff  them ff«fi  withtfi tiie eottfts  df  ptiife; 

Ambfitiofi  drlv€f  tby  pcsceftti  imwe  tbeiice: 
Tko'  i^Mf,  ind  ftport,  ftfid  Utighter  there  aliide^ 

l^iifMi  And  rkn  pall  tliy  nicer  tone. 

At  length  thy  coy;  fetttenieot  have  I  iioaiuf^ 
Where  •moket  ike  cottage  m  tke  shelter'd  Tale; 

Wlirrr^  whUit  kk  ruitic  friend*  the  hearth  tuxround^ 
The  ftimple  twain  recounts  bit  frolic  tale. 

Ifis  heart  it  humble  a*  the  garb  he  wears^ 
Like  hi»  coane  dftUy  food^  hit  manners  plain ; 

Contentment'a  bli^aiing  the  dull  seaion  cheers^ 
Atui  the  Itona  beats  upon  hit  roof  in  vain^ 

The  tmitei  of  innocence  his  temper  guard. 
And  llrom  his  tl^reshold  banish  home-bred  strife  ;f 

Fresh  hoahh^  and  honcsst  gain  bis  toils  reward ;  . 
And  one  euHtinued  stimMiet  rt^tes  his  Ufe. 

Ii<*flrn  he  nrc,  ye  vnin,  yo  idle,  and  yc  proud. 
When  tho  dark  storms  of  bl(^iik  mistbrtanc  lour 

Tis  \*(rruc  only  otm  dispel  the  cloud 

And  bless  with  cheerfulness  the  wintry  hour. 


I.\riTATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

SitouLU  those  few  timid  lines  betray 

Tlio  wishes  of  a  love-sick  breast; 
My  sia^hsj  dear  Nancy »  kind  repay, 

Anil  grant  the  bhuhing  fond  request  f 
teui  shouldst  thou  slight  thy  lovi-r's  carc^ 

And  all  his  trembling  suit  deny ; 
Ah,  t\\>wn  tK)C  to  rt?cer\T  his  prayer  1 

V)\it  it\ceiise  ne*er  otlends  the  sky. 
Itiink  not  thy  tacc  or  skape  impart 

Vhe  charms  that  now  thy  power  sustain ; 
AdoiT^t^  m<ike  thee  what  thou  art, 

And  giv^  %^jtistcncc  to  thy  neigti. 

y.  a.  HALHKD^  £S% 
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HORACE'S  FIRST  SATIRE  MOPERNIZED, 
An4  addressed  to  Jacob  Hbkbiquis. 

WJtlTTXM  IN  THB  TSA&  176C« 

BT  THB  LATB  0BQK6B  CANlTlNG.  E8Q.^ 

/ '      '  .-.  .     ..»  t   '■  ;  .;  ;,.    ■      i  •  .*.       .      •>  ' 

ADVERTISEMBNT. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  apprize  the  attentive  Roader  that  th« 
houest  Hebrew  is  by  no  means  introduced  in  this  Satire  as  a  real 
l)([iser,  but  merely  as  an  AGtor,  extremely  well  qualified  bj 
^ coanc'Fp^ets  t0  peraonaie  the  Character.' 


"  Pray,  Gentlefolks*  ceafe  your  scoffing."— SwiVT. 


Fray  tell  me,  friend  Jacob,  how  comes  it  to  pass^ 
That,  say  what  we  will,  every  man  is  an  ass  ? 
Against  his  own  lot  everlastingly  braying, 
And  for  change  of  condition  still  whining  and  praying? 

The  Soldier  worn  out  with  fatigues  and  with  scars, 
As  he  hobbles  to  Chelsea,  cries,   ''Curse  on  th« 

wars !"  i 

He  envies  the  Merchant  the  ease  of  his  gain, 
As  acquired  without  toil  and  secured  without  pain. 

The  Merchant  at  mercy  of  winds  an4  of  waves, 
When  he  thinks  upon  war,  all  its  dangers  he  braves  ^ 

*^  Father  of  the  Right  Hon.  George  Canning. 
TOL.  VI.  O  g 


thvaiet, 

pmndof. " 

'Hin  ijiwysr  indoliiin^  hw  ailcTTman's  nop, 
Whrii  )>«  tiarlD  Irom  lii>  rhoir  ut  hvt  ciieiit*s  loud  ixp. 
To  I'urii  ■!!  titvbnRla,  in  n  n>^  makei  &  vow. 
And  twear*  liy  St.  K[iwiuii>— lie'U  follow  Uie  pUni^. 

\VhilB  the  pMir  country  Clown,  ilragg'd  by  wm  u- 
tli«  City, 
A«  li«  KBpM  «t  ilie  tiftm,  crieB.  "O  tal  Tb  m>  prettyj* 
III*  rym  /till  nr  Hmutisr  lis  Hicedily  icaiti, 
Wiili  Jit.  Taui.'),  und  thstiiAXTS,  tlw  Bkuos,  auL 

ihw  H«4i-nt 
On  Rlurn  Itt  lin  ml,  'ii»  hit  ^ory  to  tell, 
Ruw  all  pbwnra'k  confis'd  to  ihe  soand  of  Bow  R»t7i;, 

llm  niHniRh  "I'mumple^-No  more  can  be  wanted: 
riirvi  (111  inrii  iiic  i;i  iimblprs,  we'll  nuiv  rake  I'lr  cjranted: 
1  i.r   rn  rimsHck  I'ach   breast,    where  thia  curat  spirit 

ll'dRPS, 

Wiiiilil  wiHt  cHil  ilip  windpijie  iiI"<.)hator  Hodges. 

V'.  iiol  (ii  lHti|tiic  you  »'iih  vain  declamation, 
III  iiiilold  Ihi-  ili-ai)iii  oi  tins  inucley  reliUion. 

■-^iplK's.ilipnOi.ii  JovKsliould  proclaiiuliyhiscryer, 
■'IwHsliis  pleaiure  lu  Sfai'tail  these  knaves  their  desire, 
M«kf  ihe  luerclimU  a  soldier,  the  lawyer  a  plowman — 
r«»s—  im-slo— 'Tis  lioiit.     ■■  lla  !   What  ads  you  now 

■'  Wliar   [Ik-   ilfvill    Nut   ilir  :  — Give  a  shake  lo    ihat 
ii'llow. 

■■  -1  hv  .ioE  h,,!,  Iwii  .irinkins,  i\iia  f;oi  himself  mellow— 
'  1  imuiil  l-r  .Tiu'l  to  lorci',  .iiiu  "nat  sigmUes  arguing  I 
■•  N.  i\    rlii'ir   prri\ir'  huM;  b<.,n  lieafd,   they  repcut  oi 
U.tii  i»irgaiu. 
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*'  Why  such  shuffling  as  this  would  provoke  a  Divinity! 

"  Ye  damnM  rogues !  What  ye  ask'd — don't  ye  see  I'd 
ha'  ^i'n  it  ye  ? 

"  Now — mind  what  I  say — Should  you  tcaze  me  here- 
after, 

"  Your  prayers  will  be  only  received  with  horse-laugh- 
ter." 
But,  joking  apart,  for  you'll  say  'tis  beguiling — 

Yet  I  know  not  that  truth  ever  suffered  by  smiling  ; 

Nay,  a  laugh  gilds  a  pill,  makes  it  sweeter  to  swallow^ 

Your  dry  stuff  won't  be  read,  were  it  writ  by  Apollo; 

Even  schoolmasters  teach  us — and  who  can  be  grimmer  ? 

Don^t  they  lecture  their  boys  from  a  gingerbread  prim- 
mer ?  N 

However,  good  Sir,  as  you  seem  to  look  serious, 
>And  my  subject  begins  to  grow  somewhat  mysterious ; 
Come,  curl  up  your  whiskers,  and  stroke  down  your 

beard — 
Right— for  sober  discussion  we  now  are  prepared. 

To  return  to  our  soldier,  our  plowman,  and  trader. 
Not  forgetting  their  worthy  companion  the  pleader ; 
Though  at  first  sight  they  differ  so  widely,  yet  rot  'em ! 
I  find  the  same  principle  rules  at  the  bottom ; 
Put  the  question  home  to  'em  with  sense  and  discretion. 
And,  itiy  life  to  a  Blank,  you'll  obtain  a  confession. 
That  with  patience  all  perils  and  toils  they  engage. 
To  provide  in  the  spring  for  the  winter  of  age. 

"  Well,  and  prudently  thought  oir!  Oh!  Bravo  P 
cries  Jacob — 
Fair  and  softly — Now  you  shall  the  argument  take  up ; 
By  debating  the  point  we  may  both  become  wiser : 
Come,  rU  be  Old  Flaccus,  while  you  play  the  MissR* 

JACOB. 

Of  industry's  cares,  if  an  instance  yyu  want, 
I  can  f«rnish  you  soon — Cast  your  eyes  on  the.  Ant, 

eg2 
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To  hiii|[|fae»jlfeaToiin  a  quid^^ng^exiuipkf 

tier  form  how  minute !  yet  her  1abourst.now  ample  f 

Incessant  in  toil,  all  around  see  her  scn^y 

TIm^i^  beat;  off  t^e  burden  to  add  to  hec  heap ; 

'tike  man  who  h  wise  will  pursue  her  good  maxim, 

"^^hough^  t)b|^,iflle  and  thoughtless  with  ayarice  tax  hinw 

▲UT^0]|,• 

Well  niov*d,  DoctoR  SQUAaETOBS !  Hai  old  Amra 

Domini! 
I  see  you  regard  these  affairs  with  no  common  eye. 
But  hark  you,  my  friend — ^To  avoid  all  delusion. 
Your  memoirs  of  the  Ant  we  must  bring  to  conclusion  ; 
In  our  sense  of  her  work  not  a  tittle  we  vary. 
So  the  qmmodo's  granted — ^but  now  for  the  quare ; 
YouVe  described  her  task  nobly,  mark  the  end  on't  as 

well- 
When  winter  comes  on  she  keeps  slag  in  her  cell ; 
There,  unlocking  her  storehouse,  regales  on  each  dainty, 
So,  while  misers  are  starving,  she  revels  in  plenty. 
Thus  you  see  your  comparison  breaks  in  the  middle. 
Like  Sam  Butler's  old  tale  of  tne  Bear  and  the 

Fiddle ; 
For  the  wretch,  who  by  Mammon's  curst  magic  is 

taken. 
Can  no  more  touch  his  treasure  than  you  can  touch 

Bacon ; 
In  his  toil  to  the  Ant  you  may  justly  compare  him. 
For  no  pain  can  deter,  and  no  danger  can  scare  him ; 
Fire  and  sword,  sea  and  air,  strive  in  vain  to  controul 

him  ; 
All  is  well,  so  he  gets  but  a  plum  to  console  him  : 
And  why  does  he  take  all  these  pains  to  pi:ovide  it  ? 
Grant  me  patience,  kind  heaven ! — For  no  end  but  t» 

hide  it. 
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JACOB. 

Not  SO  hasty,  young  man— If  you  take  from  th« 
•treasure, 
Ifou  destroy  the  round  sum — ^Then  adieu  to  your  plea* 
sure ! 

AVTHOB. 

Well,  unless  you  do  so,  for  my  life  I  can't  see 
In  the  overgrown  pile  what  enjoyment  can  be. 

Suppose  your  Jakaica  plantation  produces 
Fifty  hogsheads,  or  more,  of  the  sugar-cane's  juices ; 
Of  all  this  abundance  your  head  gives  no  sign. 
Should  you  drink  to  excess  it  would  ache  just  like  mine* 

You  contract — Be  not  angry,  'tis  but  supposition — 
To  \ictual  our  fleet  .for  the  next  expedition ; 
What  slaughtering  of  oxen  I  what  butchering  of  hogs  I 
Yet  for  your  part  all  this  might  be  thrown  to  the  dogs. 
To  what  purpose  this  superabundance  of  plenty, 
When  an  humble  beef-steak  at  Pontac's  can  content 
you  ? 

Rabbi,  yield  up  the  point--!-A  Pantreqk  op  Govii 
Shall  never  persuade  me  it  can  make  any  odds 
Of  Nature's  good  gifts  to  the  temperate  partaker, 
If  he  plows  foity  thousand,  or  one  single  acre. 

JACOB. 

But  the  joy  to  see  heaps  of  bright  gold  as  they  lie ! 
How  they  ravish  the  sense !  how  they  dazi^le  the  eye ! 

AUTHOB. 

Ah!  Great  Offeeeb  oh  Schemes  !  sage  descendant 
of  MosEs! 

How  weak  prejudice  here  your  sound  judgment  op- 
poses! 

og3 
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If  I  have  but  eimugh,  for  that  sue  is  the  test, 
Then  my  pane  serves  as  well  as  your  huge  iron  chnt. 
Should  yon  chance  to  be  thirsty,  and  chuse  to  drink 

With  a  jug  to  the  Thames  would  you  send  your  blest 

Daughtbu? 
Just  to    boast  that  from   London's  fam'd  r'lvcr  you 

quaff'd 

,    When  tlic  Kood  pump  of  Aldoate  might  answer  jTout 
draught. 
Braiiies  that  'tis  needless,  there's  danger  attending, 
Lest,  wliilu  uVr  the  river's  frail  bank  you  are  bending, 
The  swoln  torrent  it's  channel  should  cease  to  ebcy. 
And,  o'er wheJm'd  by  its  rage,  sweep  yon  headlong  aivay. 
But  he,  wbo  content  to  the  spring  can  repair. 
May  satisfv  nature,  unruffled  by  care  ; 
Its  clear  sflvcr slreamH,  unpolluted  with  mud. 
Run  babbling  along,  nor  e'er  rise  to  a  flood; 
The  beverage  is  wholevme— do  but  try  it — you'll  find 
It  sives  health  (o  the  body,  and  peace  lo  the  mind. 

'lo  aGosLiNo  these  figures  might  call  for  explaining, 
But  with  half  an  eye,  Jacob,  you'll  spy  out  my  meaning. 

I  know  'tis  a  maxim  recciv'd  in  Chakge-allev, 
(But  llieir  scales  wilh  my  standard  sure  never  will  tally) 
That  nothing  but  wealth  without  measure  can  raise  you, 
For — the  sum  you  are  worth — at  so  much  they  appraise 

Why  these  people  arc  mad — Volunteers  for  a  mad- 
house— 

Ah  Jonathan's!  Jovathan's!  thou  art  a  sad  house! 

By  one  single  sentence  thy  mystery's  explor'd — 

^' Truth  and  Justice  are  laugh'd  at  and  Mam> 
WON  ador'd." 
For  a  frenzy  like  this  what  relief  do  we  know  ? 

Son  of  Isaac!  'twould  baffle  the  artof  Monbq. 
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Let  the  wretches  proceed  .then  without  molestation^ 
Since  they  chuse  to  be  damn'd — ^let  them  go  to  dam^ 
nation. 
I  remember  a  griping  old  Lombakdhst&eitBakk- 

ER, 

Whose  heart  was  eat  up  by  this  gold-loving  canker ; 
His  fraud  and  oppression  so  flagrant  became. 
Men,  women,  and  children  detested  his  name ; 
Mobs  with  hisses  pursued  if  he  stirred  from  his  portal. 
Yet  hear  the  consolement  of  this  wretched  mortal ; 
*^  Let  them  cat-call  and  hiss  as  they  will,^  cries  old 

Hunks, 
^'  So  their  hisses  and  cat-calls  invade  not  my  trunks ; 
**  There  my  God  lies  enshrined,  when  his  radiance  I  spy, 
**  Heaven's  angels  are  not  half  so  happy  as  I.'' 

Perhaps  you  may  never  have  heard  of  the  story 
Of  poor  master  Tantalus-^here  'tis  before  you — 
Tormented  with  hunger  and  thirst,  tho'  his  board 
With  delicate  dainties  was  always  well  stor'd, 
As  he  stretch'd  forth  his  hand  still  they  flew  from  tho 

table — 
What  the  Devil !  old  GRiPCxa,  you  laugh  at  the  fable! 
Consider  it  closely,  then  laugh  if  you  can — 
Let  the  name  be  but  alter'd  and  thou  art  thb  man. 

In  miserly  dotage  you  brood  o'er  your  bags, 
Your  food  is  a  crust,  and  your  cloathing  is  rags ; 
For  your  curst  Molten  Idol  your  reverence  is  such, 
Tho'  with  rapture  you  gaze,  yet  you  dare  not  to  touch ; 
Nay  I  hear  you  cry  out,  in  the  rage  of  devotion, 
"Blasphemer  !  there's  sacrilege  even  in  the  notion." 

Would  you  know  the  true  use  of  your  wealth  ?  Why 
rU  tell  you— 
"X^uf  hack  calls  for  cloaths,  and  for  food  calls  yogr 
belly; 
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First  grant  their  petitioiis,  then  look  to  your  tttlgtifcoin, 
Merit  often  neglected  in  indigence  labours  ; 
Many  sptcies  of  woe  cluim  the  rich  man's  attention, 
Some  seek  for  redress,  and  some  for  prevention  j 
In  relieving  these  wants  be  your  riches  employ'd. 
What  before  lay  qnite  useless  will  then  be  enjoy'd. 
Come,  come,  my  good  friend,  be  your  notiohs  en- 

larg'd— 
For  to  sii  up  all  night  with  your  blunderbuss  chai^i). 
Ready  prim'd,  ready  cock'd — with  your  eye  on  the 

latch — 
If  a  mouse  scrape  the  wainscot,  to  cry  out,  "  Watch ! 

"  Watch  !" 
To   dread  murderers  and  thieves— ^nay  each   newsman 

tfaai'spassing, 
Think  each  servant  a  spy,  and  each  slave  an  assasin— 
Are  these  all  the  blessings  by  wealth  to  be  got  f 
Then  be  iiuiet  and  poverty  ever  my  lot. 


Fine  talking  indeed  !  But  talk's  a  deceiver — 
Su|)posc  you're  laid  up  with  an  ague  or  fever; 
Then,  my  pennyloss  friend,  not  a  soul  will  come  near 

you. 
But  if  solid  Rouleaus  fill  your  chest  never  fear  you  ! 
To  deny  you  assistance  what  heart  is  so  cruel  f 
A  Peeh  of  tub  Realm  shall  prepare  you  yourgruel ; 
Physicians  are  josthng  night  and  day  oij  your  stair- 

The  public  feel  for  you  as  if  it  were  their  case. 
The  news-writiers  wait  to  make  known  with  impatience. 
You're  restor'd  by  kind  Heaven  to  your  friends  and  re- 
lations. 
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Atmr^ii. 

Friends,,  fliou  wretch  !  thou  hast  piOjne— ^thy  relations 

atl  flee  thee,  .       .      ...... 

Wife  an4  chijdreu  with  pleasure  at  Tyburk  would  see 

thee  J  _     ;•  .  .  , 
Thou  fit  hpbte^  and  hissed  at  where'er*  thou  caVst 

turn  thee,  s- 

And  all  thy  good  neighbours  in  effigy  burn  thee. 

How  canst  thou  give  way  to  this  fatal  delusion ! 
You  pay  court  to  your  gold— rl  admire  your  conclusion. 
Your  money  engrosse$  your  only  regard, 
Yet  th'  esteem  of  mankind  is  to  Be  your  reward  ! — 

Have  seventy-nine  years  made  the  Patriarch  no  wiser  ? 
Can  Jacob's  grey  hairs  want  a  beardless  adviser? 

A  hawk  never  yet  was  the  sire  of  a  dove, 
So  kindness  must  still  be  the  parent  of  love. 
If  you  think  to  preserve  all  your  kinsfolk's  affection 
Witholitmtitual  returns — ^you'll  destroy  the  connection; 
Tho'  nature  does  her  part,  yet  ybii  must  do  your'Sj^ 
Or  order  and  harihohy  ibon  fly  yoiir  doors ; 
By  closfng  the  purse-strings  to  hope  it  eflfected, 
lis  the  damnablest  scheme  thou  hast  ever  projected ; 
Just  as  wisely  you  might  on  an  ass  get  a-straddle. 
And  bet  fifty  to  one  you  keep  firm  in  the  saddle. 
But,  for  God's  sake,  fix  somewhere  a  bound  to  your 

craving. 
Nor  gb  oh  thus  for  ever  istill  griping  and  saving ; 
As  you  labour  and  add  every  day  to  your  store, 
Shall  your  terror  of  starving  ericrease  more  and  more? 
Name  your  stim— and  resolve,  when  you've  reach'd  to 

the  mark, 
No  longer  to  toil  like  a  mole  in  the  dark. 

Beware  of  the  fate  of  old  Foscue,  the  Frenchman, 
Who  himself  under  ground  with  his  gold  did  intrenc^ 

man! 


45S 

OK  I  then  think  «)iat  bonon  the  cudff  Bumnmd! 
A 1 1  v«  s«lf-<H)tomb'd  !  no  retreat  to  be  found ! 
Death's  hdirible  jaws  open'd  wide  to  receive  him  I 
In  vain  he  cries  out  to  his  gold  to  relieve  him  t 
The  base  eanh-born  Idol,  lole  end  of  his  csn^ 
I*  blind  to  his  weeping,  and  deaf  to  his  prayen. 
That,  cnnt  with  the  enjoyment  of  all  his  desires. 
In  the  anns  of  his  god  he  blaspheming  expres. 


What  then?  would  yoa  have  me  earoU'd  with   tb 

martp^, 
Whs  are  sacrific'd  nightly  to  Idols  at  AaTBUit'a? 
Or  bridly  advance  on  the  turf  with  Sir  Jahbs  i 


Hold,  Hold,  Sir — defend  not  your  cause  hy  extremes; 

Tho*  1  think  it  a  scandal  too  lav  to  extend  thrift, 
Conclude  not  from  thence  that  I  honoura  spendtlirift. 
Must  you  never  taste  flesh  'cause  forbid  to  eat  pork  i 
Can't  you  hit  on  a  mean  between  •••••'  and  *****  f 

There's  a  medium  in  all  things  ;  the  line  that  divides 
Points  out  the  right  path ;  error  lies  at  the  sides. 

But  let  us  be  candid.     Is  none  but  the  Miser 
A  slave  to  his  fears  ?  Pray  are  other  folks  wiser? 

If  we  cast  our  eyes  round,  and  regard  every  station, 
We  see  nought  but  confusion,  disgust,  and  vexation ; 
Each  man  after  some  untried  blessing  is  panting, 
And,  all  else  possess'd,  still  that  something  is  uaiiling  I 
Pressing  forward  with  eyes  pointed  eager,  he's  blind 
To  the  crowd  of  poor  wretches  that  hobble  behind ; 
lie  counts  not  the  numbers  whose  tori unc's  inferior, 
Nor  can  e'er  lie  content  while  he  sees  a  superior. 


459 

Thus  you've  s^en  at  Nbhtmabket — that  fair  field  of 
fame, 
Where  my  lord  and  his  groom  to  all  eyes  are  the  same-— 
When  o'er  the  green  turf  jthe  swjft  race-horses  fly, 
On  the  foremost  each  jockey  still  rivets  his  eye, 
While  he  only  regards  with  contempt  and  with  laughter^ 
The  batter'd  old  jade  that  comes  stumbling  on  after. 
Hence,  at  Life's  various  feast,  we  sha^  hardly  h% 
able 
To  point  out  one  guest  rising  pleas'd  from  the  table ; 
We  may  just  as  soon  see,  by  your  patriot  cares, 
Peace  established    through   Exjbope    for    ninety-nine 
years. 
Now  adieu,  my  friend  Jacob— I'll  close  up  my  case- 
book. 
Lest  you  think  I've  purloin'd  some  old  Dutch  com- 
mon-place book. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL, 

The  nurse  and  parson  both, retired, 
The  doctor  took  his  parting  fee : — 

All  thought  Hunks  actually  expir'd, — 
All  knew  he  left  his  wealth  to  me. 

Yet  he  reviv'd,  for  one  half  hour; 

Espous'd  his  wench,  avowed  her  son; 
pave  him  a  fortune,  her  a  dower, 

And  left  me— utterly  undone.^ 


V.  B.  HALHSS.  BlOf 
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Ob  t  }saxiA  0^  didse  anxiotn  sighs  ! 

And  drv,  my  fair,  those  tearful  eyes: 

Thus  wiutc  we  loVe,  while  thus  we  live, 

}icaven  must  our  truant  joys  forgive ! 

Kot  b^  the  tye  tbat  fdfs  to  bind 

A  p^Tjtifd  murmuring  race,  confiuM; 

vi,  fre'edom  gky,  attd  mild  delight. 

In  tenderest  coustancy  unite. 

1  love,  because  to  love — I  will; 

And  free  to  choose,  shall  love  tbee  still. 

But — 'tis  the  temper  of  my  soul 

To  spurn  Compulsion's  base  controul : 

Once  led,  like  other  fools!  to  say 

"  I'll  love  thee  to  life's  latest  day!" — 

From  that  dull  moment,  I  confess, 

I  should  begin  to  love  thee  less  ! 

True  though  my  heart,  yet  can  I  swear 

That  almai/s  thou  wilt  triumph  ther^  ? 

Since  looks,  and  thoughts,  and  feelings  change 

From  thee  that  noising-  shall  estrange  ? 

Grateful,  that  now  the  passing  hour 

We  still  can  snatch  from  Sorrow's  power. 

Delighted  live — ^Tiroe  may  the  term 

Of  all  our  pleasures  long  confirm  ! 

Delighted  live!  nor  seek  to  know, 

While  blest,  anticipated  woe, 

P.  L,  C. 

vc.  S9, 18C4. 
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STANZAS. 

On  reeeMng  a  Pair  df  Garters  from  my  Sister,  wUci  $hti 
knit,  during  a  long  Confinement  hy  Sicknes9'^Xl66. 

BT   F*   K«  C.   MVVDY,   ESQ. 


MP 


To  me,  n^r  trifling,  nor  of  common,  vorihf 
Are  these  dear  pledges  of  a  sister's  love  ; 

A  sister  more  in  friendsbijp  than  by  birth : 
Nor  may  this  lesson  unmstructive  prove. 

That  she,  who$e  life  its  youthful  journey  ran 
Free  from  the  follies  of  such  days  as  these. 

Gentle  and  meek  as  when  that  life  began. 
Ne'er  formM  a  wish  but  to  oblige  and  please* 

That  she  could^  live  unenvied  tho'  admired 
(Such  blessing  such  hun^Uty  attends  !) 

By  men  approved,  'twas  all  h,er  heart  dcsir'd : 
And  tho'  a  woman,  women  were  her  friends; 

That  she,  (such  trials  here  the  virtuous  find) 
Now  worn  by  sickness,  and  by  pain  oppr^<j|. 

Sustains  th'  afflictive  shock  with  hopes  resiga'd; 
A  tortured  body,  but  a  mind  at  rest ; 

That  she,  while  this  poor  chamber  is  heralJ, 
Can  o'er  its  little  world  diffuse  a  smile; 

Bid  Industry  arisa  within  its  wall, 
And  witl  these  tasks  the  hour  of  pain  bcguik# 


The  cloisler'd  nun,  wLo,  scorning  earthly  joys, 
To  God  her  thoughts  devotes,  her  time,  her  hentf 

Thus  the  few  moments  Btolen  ftvro  prayer  employs, 
And  thus  excelli  in  piety  and  art.' 


FBOH  THE  GBElK  O^ 

LEONIDAS  OF  TARENTUM. 

ST  THE  LATS  RSTXKEHD  GILXEBT  WARE?tELD, 


Ah!  dear  hapless  boy,  art  thou  gone? 

Sole  support  of  my  languishing  years! 
Hast  thou  left  thy  fond  mother  alone 

To  wear  out  life's  evc^ning  in  tears  ? 

To  forsake  me  thus  old  and  forlorn, 

E'rc  thy  youth  had  attaiu'd  its  gay  bloor 

Thy  sun  was  scarce  risen  at  mom. 
When  it  set  in  the  night  of  the  tomb. 

Alas  !  the  fresh  beam  of  the  day 

Happy  mortals  with  thankfulness  see; 

But  I  sicken,  O  Sun  !  at  thy  ray ; 
It  brings  sadness  and  wailing  to  me  1 

Oh  !  might  the  dear  child  but  return, 
From  despair  his  lost  m«ther  to  save  1 

Or  might  1  but  share  in  his  urn  ! 

Might  1  flee  in  bis  arms  to  the  grav  c  f 
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DURING  AN  AUTUMN  SPEICT  IN  tOVtSfi 


U NFASTOBAL.fate !  condemned  to  bear 
Town,  and  its  noise,  its  dust,  its  care. 
In  this  best  reason  of  the  year. 

When  Autumn  holds  her  sway ! 
Sweet  Autumn  I  friendly  to  the  Muse, 
In  vain  dost  thou  thy  tints  diffuse. 
Thine  evening-sun — no  rural  views 

To  court  its  parting  ray. 

Nought  but  the  mansions  of  the  great, 
Windows  of  gloom  and  walls  of  s£^te. 
The  proud  inhospitable  gate 

Whose  hinges  slowly  move ; 
(Slow  as  when  wretches  urge  their  plea, 
And  Avarice  grasps  its  scanty  fee) 
Autumn,  are  scenes  like  these  for  thee  ? 

Thee  whom  the  Virtues  love ! 

Oft'  I  recall  thy  social  feast, 

No  russet-garb  excludes  the  guest. 

And  Plenty  in  her  golden  vest 

Smiles  on  the  sun-burnt  train*  \ 

Music  perchance  may  tune  the  reed, 
And  Grace  some  loose-robed  damsel  Jead 
Round  the  tall  oak  or  verdant  mead. 

Though  bred  on  lowliest  plain. 


Uov  changed  the  group  !  a  wrangling  tbiolig 
Juetle  wiih  many  a  cur^  along, 
Squabbling  far  places  loud  and  strong 

In  sultry  streets  at  noon ; 
To  »ec  some  mortal,  plump  and  wise. 
Cram  in  a  quart  his  portly  size, 
Walk  o'er  the  Thames,  or  letnpt  the  skiM 

In  the  neW'Hauitd  ballooQ. 
Far  off  the  tnfited  hill,  and  lar 
The  glimpse  of  village  steeple  ther%  ,  , 

Chiming  Its  single  bell  for  prayer;      "^^  ' 

Far  off  the  siiflple  scene  '   '" 

Dear  10  the  simple  heart — the  glade 
That  meetiog  boughs  o'erspread  with  shade, 
And  the  low  bench  for  convene  made 

With  vista  down  the  green. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

A  WEIGHTT  lawsuit  I  maintain ; 
— 'Tis  for  three  crab-trees  in  a  lane. 
The  trees  are  mine  there's  no  dispute. 
But  neighbour  Quibble  crops  the  fruit. 
My  counsel  Bawl,  in  studied  speech, 
-Explores,  beyond  tradition's  reach. 
The  laws  of  Saxons  and  of  Danes  ; 
Whole  leaves  of  Doomsday  book  explain: 
The  origin  of  tithes  relates, 
And  feudal  tenures  of  estates. 
If  ntjw  you've  fairly  spoke  your  all, 
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ELEGY. 


IVritten  whm  a  long  Course  of  III  Health  ihreatmed  the 
Author  xoith  a  Consumption, — '1762. 


SY  p.  N.  C.  MUKDYy  ESQ* 


Where  now  arc  all  my  golden  hop<is  of  youth  ? 

Youth,  nor  its  hopes  are  mine,  for  Healtii  is  tied : 
On  my  green  years  Disease  hath  fix'd  her  tooth, 

And  Sickness  bows  like  Age  my  vanquished  head. 

Slow  on  my  life  tte  secret  mischief  preys, 
Numbs  my  sunk  soul :  my  manly  spirit  dies ; 

The  hand  of  Melancholy  marks  my  days, 
And  Joy  with  all  his  blythe  attendants  flies. 

No  more  with  shouts  I  rouse  the  slumbering  morn. 
The  life,  the  leader  of  the  hunter  train : 

The  young,  the  ,bold,  obey  the  sprightly  horn, 
But  leave  me  fainting  on  the  couch,  of  pain* 

At  noon  my  short  and  cheerless  day  begins ; 

My  friends  in  silence  croud  the  foodful  board ; 
No  mirth  of  mine  their  pleased  attention  wins ; 

No  life  to  me  the  circling  cups  afford. 

Gay  shines  the  ball  and  Pleasure  leads  the  dance  ; 

But  moping  Solitude  attends  me  there ; 
No  sparkling  eye  invites  me  to  advance  ; 

Nor  Wit,  nor  Beauty,  hath  for  me  an  ear, 

VOL.  YI,  H  h 
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Om  mc,  sad  picture  of  man's  woeful  state,. 

On  me  the  stranger  casts  his  eager  eye ; 
Reflection  points  his  own  uncertain  fate ; 

And  as  he  turns  he  heaves  the  sel^sh  sigh. 

Fair  was  my  morfi  of  life^  and  to  my  view . 

Blazed  the  full  prospect  of  unmix'd  delight ; 
Ah,  dreary  change!  at  noon  the  temfiest  blew  : 

— Yon  blackening  clouds  denounce  a  sudden  night. 

Hence  with  the  trnnnph-Df  ^thestrong  and  gay  ! 

To  the  same  certain  end  our  lives  will  run : 
Mine  the  short  course  of  one  poor  wintery  day  ^ 

They  boast  a  leogthen'd,  but  a.settiiig  sun* 


To 


Smile  not  thus,  ador'd  deceiver ! 

Since  those  eyes  if  right  I  read, 
They  to  me — no  unbeliever! — 

Preach  of  love's  ensnaring  creed. 
Smile  not  thus,  ador'd  deceiver ! 

Smile,  yet  smile,  O  sweet  deceiver ! 

Though  my  soul  with  anguish  bleedj 
Still  must  I — too  fond  believer ! — 

Kneel  to  love's  enslaving  creed. 
Smile  then,  smile,  O  sweet  deceiver ! 


P.  L.  c* 
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LINES 

For  the  Anniversa&t  (^  the  Litsrary  Fuvd^ 

MAT  8,  iao6. 

BY    HENRT   JAMES  PTS,   BSQ. 


When  thro*  the  air  the  thundering  tempest  roars. 
And  earth  rebellows  from  her  farthest  bliores, 
Tho'  the  rude  tempest  with  destructive  blow. 
Scathe  the  proud  oaks  that  shade  the  mountain  brow^ 
The  laurel,  sacred  to  the  brave  and  wise, 
Dares  with  unblasted  leaf  the  angry  skies ; 
O  may  this  Isle  with  either  laurel  grac'd. 
Mighty  in  arms,  and  arbi tress  of  taste, 
Still  mock  the  bolts  by  wild  ambition  hurl'd. 
Herself  unhurt  amid  a  warring  world ! 

Much  could  the  Muses  sing  of  Albion's  fame, 
Her  dauntless  chiefs,  her  unextinguished  flame. 
Nor  would  she,  while  the  note  of  praise  she  hears. 
Check  the  proud  Paean  with  her  flowing  tears. 

Untry'd  m  war,  in  youth's  first  opening  bloom, 
When  promised  worth  naeets  an  untimely  tomb. 
Weeping  the  harvest  spoil'd  of  future  hours. 
The  sorrowing  virgin  strews  the  hearse  with  flow'rs; 
Sad  the  funereal  rite  like  that  of  yore 
When  young  Marcellus  pass'd  bv  Tiber's  shore. 
But  when  the  Spartan  King  with  patriot  pride. 
Stemming  of  inroad's  flood  the  enfuriate  tide, 
Press*d  in  his  country's  cause  the  crimson  plain, 
His  warlike  few  entomb'd  by  myriads  slain— 
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Th^ir  blood  for  Freedom  when  the  Decii  shed. 

For  Freedom  when  the  Theban  victor  bled— 

The  sighs  a  grateful  people  votive  pay 

Arc  lost  in  smindii^g  Faine's  triumphant  lay; 

And  the  dark  cypress^  emblem  sad  of  Death, 

Is  hid,  by  Glory's  amaranthine  wreath ; 

Wreaths  such  as  Britain's  bleeding  Conquerors  bore 

From  Abraham's  heights,  and  Egypt's  wat'ry  shore; 

Such  as  Trafalgati,  bending  o'er  the  flood, 

Saw  god-like  Nelson  purchase  with  his  blood, 

While  Fame,  exulting,  lifts  his  name  on  high, 

A  load-star  to  the  youthful  warrior's  eye, 

By  which  through  danger,  toil,  and  death  he  steers^ 

Where  her  bright  guerdon  deathless  Glory  rears. 

But,  ah  !  Britannia's  victor  arm  in  vain  ^ 
Is  stretchM  to  rescue  Europe's  recreant  train, 
Vain  is  the  Northern  Hero's  generous  aid, 
By  timid  friends  and  treacherous  chiefs  betrayed; 
Gaul  oVr  the  ravaged  realms  in  dreadful  flood, 
The  swelling  torrent  rolls  of  human  blood; 
While  the  fell  scene  of  unresisted  strife 
Robs  weeping  Britain  of  her  Patriot's  life, 
From  disappointed  Hope  he  turns  his  eyes, 
And,  mourning  Albion's  woes,  for  Albion  diej. 

O  you,  for  whom  this  generous  band  prepares 
Balm  for  your  wounds,  and  solace  for  your  cares; 
Ye  sons  of  Science !  from  the  dangerous  art 
Of  specious  sophistry,  O  shield  the  heart : 
With  visionary  schemes  which  charm  the  mind, 
*'  Yet  shut  the  gates  of  Mercy  on  mankind." 
While  Gallia's  sophists  with  misjudging  hand. 
Ideal  forms  of  perfect  systems  planned, 
Lo !  from  the  mingled  mass  with  wild  surprize. 
They  see  the  Fiend  of  Power  despotic  rise  ; 
Sec  from  the  maniac  Fury  that  began. 
By  calling  Anarchy  the  Right  of  Man  ; 
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Man's  real  rights  contcmn'd  with  impious  scorn. 

By  tyrants  trampled,  by  Oppression  torn. 

Kquality,  the  fool's,  the  madman's  theme, 

Now  realizes  Folly's  frantic  dream  : 

There, — no  distinction, — where  a  despot  waves 

An  iron  sceptre  o'er  a  horde  of  slaves, 

Slaves  by  a  ruthless  tyrant's  will  transferred, 

In  gift  or  barter  like  the  bestial  herd. 

Britons,  to  you,  in  this  disastrous  hour. 

The  last,  best  refuge  of  her  hallowM  powci , 

Lo,  Freedom  calls  !  Kach  force  that  Heaven  bestows, 

Oppose  a  bulwark  to  her  giant  foes ; 

Unite,  to  form  an  adamantine  bar, 

Tlie  head  of  Science,  and  the  arm  of  War, 

Protect  your  fields,  your  altars,  and  your  throne, 

Its  power  your  safeguard,  and  its  rights  your  own. 

And  should — but  Heaven  avert  it ! — should  the  cloud 

Of  dark  Oppression  vanquish'd  Europe  shroud  ; 

Still  on  these  shores  may  wondering  nations  sec 

One  Monarch  happy,  and  one  People  free ! 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

"  To  hear  old  Martha  wheeze  and  cough, 

"  To  see  her  spit  and  drivel, 
"  A  child  would  say  she's  going  off 

"  Tantivy  to  the  Devil." 

— Be  not  too  sanguine,  honest  Johi)  I 

Your  wife's  a  precious  treasure: 
She  know^.you  long  to  see  her  gone. 

And  shams  to  give  you  pleasure. 

N.  B.  UAUIEP^  ESQ. 
H  h  3 
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THE  DAWN  OF  MY  PEACE. 

BY  LAUKA  SOPHIA  TBXPLB. 


Mt  yoathful  hoars  are  almost  past» 
But  not  one  joy  has  grac'd  them ; 

I  weep  to  think  they  fly  so  fast. 
And  yet  J  strangely  waste  them. 

The  sport  of  evVy  Tain  desire, 
()£  bubbles  how  unmeaning  ! 

Forin'd  virtue  deeply  to  admire, 
And  yet  to  weakness  leaning. 

How  have  I  frittered  life  away 
In  wild  and  idle  dreaming — 

How  is  my  fancy  prone  to  stray 

Thro'  worlds  with  falsehood  teeming ! 

Fair  Hope,  that  syren  !  young  and  gay, 
My  heart  was  wont  to  cherish: 

But  if  she  win  again  the  sway, 
That  instant  may  I  perish ! 

And  Friendship  too  hath  sweetly  sung, 
Charming  my  soul  to  gladness. 

And  Oh  !  that  soul  hath  sorely  wrung. 
Leaving  it  nought  but  sadness. 

Love  too  hath  dash'd  my  bloom  of  years 
With  many  a  cup  of  sorrow — 

A  wand  rer  thro'  this  vale  of  tears, 
I've  hail'd  the  grave's  dark  morrow. 
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Yes,  I  have  long*d  for  that  deep  rest. 
The  Sahbath  of  thqwcary. 

For  to  this  sad  dejected  breast 
AH  was  o'ercast  and  dreary. 

The  rosy  smile  of  waking  light 
Awak'd  me  not  lo  pleasure, 

And  with  the  thick  descending  night 
Retum'd  my  grief's  full  measure* 

But  what  avails  it  to  be  sad? 

The  Fates  may  yet  befriend  me, 
And  if  my  lot  should  still  bo  bad 

Patience  her  garb  shall  lend  me. 

And  Reason  too,  with  look  severe, 
Shall  curb  the  throb  of  feeling. 

Whilst  gentle  Peace — companion  dear ! 
Shall  on  me  pour  her  healing. 

EXETER,   DEC.    12>   1805.  * 


TO  A  DAUGHTER 

SUFFERING  FROxM  A  SEVERE  CALAMITY. 

To  him  whose  book  of  life  is  almost  read, 
Whom  some  few  leaves  will  close  among  the  dead, 
Misfortune  comes  with  its  severest  blow  ; 
Hope  shines  no  more,  but  with  its  faintest  glow. 
But  still  to  Youth,  the  loveliest  boon'of  Heaven, 
Shall  many  a  splendid  ray  of  light  be  given ; 
And  if  the  heart  with  keenest  anguish  bleeds, 
The  gentle  anodyne  of  Time  succeeds; 

u  h  4 
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The  landscape  opes  again  with  fragrant  bowers. 
Spring  after  Spring  awakes  its  fairest  flowers ; 
And  Hope,  and  Joy,  and  Rapture,  in  the  train. 
Will  beam  on  Voulli,  nor  always  beam  in  vain- 
Then  cheer,  dear  girl,  once  more  the  languid  eye. 
And  view  this  chequered  life  with  constancy  : 
Still  much  remains,  thy  fuiure  hours  to  bless, 
And  Heaven  implor'd,  may  yet  give  happiness; 
Religion  first  presents  hc-r  sacred  balm 
Of  holy  faith,  the  troubled  soul  to  calm  : 
Parental  fondness  with  unceasing  care 
Is  still  at  hand,  ihy  grief  to  sooth  and  share; 
Friendship  on  every  side,  with  placid  smiles 
Or  sympathetic  tear,  thy  woe  beguiles; 
Nor  will  the  Muses  e'er  be  wooed  in  vain. 
When  call'd  by  Geniiis  in  the  hour  of  pain; 
Then  may  this  day,  my  Jane,  that  gave  thee  birth. 
Transport  thy  soul  beyond  the  cares  of  earth  ; 
Prepare  thy  nobler  faculties  to  rise 
By  progress  due,  and  fit  thee  for  the  skies ! 
Oh  !  that  my  wish,  my  ever-fervent  prayer. 
Might  guard  thy  fuiure  hours  from  grief  and  care  ! 
Then  should  no  cloud  obscure  the  baimysky, 
liut  hour  on  hourshould  pass  extatic  by. 
But,  ah  !  thou  knowest  the  wish  is  weak  and  vain, 
Nature  must  weep,  and  sorrow  will  complain. 
Yet.  in  its  orb>  the  next  revolving  year 
Witli  scenes  mori:  g.iy  and  cheerful  may  appear; 
The  tear  may  cheek,  the  rising  sigh  suspend, 
}l(>gin  with  smiles,  with  tranquil  visions  end. 
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PROLOGUE 

T^  King  John,  acted  at  Reading  School,  October  14, 
15y  and  l6,  Written  ^y  H.  J.  Pye,  Esq,  Spoken  by 
Mr,  Valpy,  in  the  Uniform  of  the  Reading  Associatitm^ 
in  compliment  to  the  Berkshire  Volunteers  revievfed  by 
his  Majejly  on  Bulmarsh  Heath. 
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To-NiGiiT  OUT  scene  from  British  annals  shews 
Hpw  British  warriors  brav'd  their  country's  foes. 
Whether  their  hardy  bands  with  martial  toil 
'  DarM  the  proud  Gaul  upon  his  native  soil, 
And  by  his  ravag'd  plains  and  prostrate  tow'rs 
Led  in  triumphant  march  their  conquering  pow'n. 
Or  on  their  own  insulted  fields  defied 
The  whelming  deluge  of  Invasion's  tide. 

The  Muse  dramatic,  with  an  angel's  tongue 
Proclaims  the  ills  from  civil  Discord  sprung. 
When  bound  by  Union,  England's  heroes  stand 
Dread  of  each  wave-worn  shore  and  hostile  land, 
When  warpM  by  faction — sunk,  dismay'd — they  monm 
Their  fairest  wreathes  by  foreign  inroad  torn- 
Then  be  this  truth  on  cv'ry  English  breast 
In  adamantime  characters  inipress'd, 
"  That  England  never  did,  and  never  shall," 
Bow  to  a  victor  foe's  inglorious  thrall, 
Till  her  own  sons  seduc'd,  by  Faction's  sound. 
Aim  at  her  hc^irt  the  parricidal  wound. 

Hail,  scenes  of  happier  omen — England  ^raws 
(W^rm  iQ  their  Monarch's  and  their  couutry's  cause,) 
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Ffom  rnnl  toil,  and  life's  domestic  ckuiM, 
Her  native  swains  to  volantary  anus. 
Ye  heaths  of  Bulmarsh — hail !  for  yoa  have  seen 

TTi'  cmbaltlM  Sons  of  Berkshire  tread  your  green. 

When  ev'fy  hill  and  dale  and  vi-rdanl  plain 

Pour'd  in  refulgent  arms  a  gallant  train, 

From  Windsor's  riyal  low're  that  stand  on  high, 

Illustrious  seat  of  blazon'd  chivalrj-. 

To  the  green  vale  where  Isis'  waters  flow. 

And,  distant  Faringdon,  thy  humbler  brow; 

Each  manly  bosom,  kindling  with  delight. 

Proud  to  appear  iffGenrjie's  fav'ring  sight ; 

And  aec  the  gen'rous  Patriot,  who  presides 

O'er  Britain's  Senate,  and  it's  Council  guides, 

Now  shining  in  the  radiant  van,  prepar'd 

Those  rights,  a'hicli  Freedom  gave,  by  arms  to  guard. 

Say,  shall  not  Reading  shed  the  heartfelt  tear, 
When  De«ne  Ues  strelch'd  on  the  untimely  bier. 
Whose  gcn'rous  soul,  by  patriot  zeal  inspir'd, 
Willi  kindred  warmth  bcr  brave  dcfi?ndcr6  firy," 
Whose  prompt  affection  to  his  country's  cause, 
Adorn'd  her  morals  and  maintain'dlier  laws. 
O  let  his  bright  example,  deep  imprrss'd. 
To  deeds  of  honour  rouse  each  manly  breast. 

Then,  Britain,  launch  thy  Navies  on  thn  main, 
Send  forth  thy  warriors  to  the  hostile  plain, 
To  rescue,  from  Oppression's  iron  hand, 
Batavia's  shore  and  Egypt's  watr'y  strand  j 
Since  with  united  zeal  thy  valiant  swains 
Stand  firm  protectors  of  their  native  plains. 
While  Britain's  Monarch,  by  the  tyrant  fcar'd, 
By  Virtue  lov'd,  by  Liberty  rever'd, 
Sees  his  triumphant  banner  wide  unfuri'd 
The  blest  palladium  of  a  rescued  World. 
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THE  DEATH  OF  JOSHUA. 


Children  of  Israel!  Death,  with  torpid  hand. 

Chills  the  slow  current  of  your  chieftain's  blood; 
Draw  near — attend  with  awe  the  last  command 

Of  him  who  knows  your  God — the  great — the  good! 

List  to  that  voice,  whose  sh(fut  amid  the  war 
So  oft  has  fiird  the  hostile  host  with  dread. 
When  Anak's  giant  ofi^pring  hid  their  head. 

When  Canaan  fled  afar. 
Tho'  now  by  age  unstrung,  its  feeble  sound 
Yet  still  it  breathes  for  you.    Friends— H:hildreii — ga- 
ther round ! 

So  Joshua  spake ;  intent,  around, 

The  assembled  nation  caught  the  guardian  sound, 

Silent  in  pious  grief. 
And  many  a  bosom  heaved  the  sigh, 
And  swoln  with  tears  was  many  an  eye. 

For  well  they  lov'd  the  Chief. 
Alone  untrembling,  and  serene, 
The  aged  warrior's  face  was  seen, 
A  milder  fire  illum'd  his  fading  eyes ; 

Mild  as  the  dim-decaying  r^y. 
When  faintly  o'er  the  evening  skies 

Beams  the  }a3t  radiance  of  departing  day. 
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Frirntia,  wlio  beneath  my  banners  oft  have  pour'cl 
On  Canaan's  impious  chiefs  red  slaughter's  tide; 
When,  claJ  in  terrors,  the  Almighty  Lord 

Call'd  forth  his  storms,  and  blasted  tyrant  pride: 
Still  from  the  God  of  gods  protection  cra»e, 
When  Joshua's  iierveliws  arm  shall  moulder  in  the  grave. 
Nor  deem  the  high-heap'd  votive  pile. 
Eternal  Justice  ran  beguile  ; 
Or  victim  smoke  in  mantling  mist  can  hide 
The  secret  crimw  that  stain  the  heart, 
Each  lawless  lust  and  self-deceiving  art. 
From  bim  whose  energy,  dilated  wide, 
Spreads  thro'  unbounded  space  it?  sovereign  sway. 
Where,   drown'd  in  darkness,   dies  yon  sun's  exhausted 

What  time  amid  the  land  where  pours  the  Nile 

Far  o'er  the  plain  liis  fertilizing  flood, 
Oppression  rear'd  his  go  re -cl' men  ted  pile. 
Your  fathers  bow'd  opprcst, 
And  terror  wither'd  each  hope-widow'd  breast; 

Then  strelch'd  Jehovah  forth  th'  almighty  hand. 

And  Nilus  roH'd  a  tainted  tide  of  blood; 

And  darkly- brooding  o'er  the  land. 
Contagion,  with  her  blasting  broath, 
Brcath'd  o'er  the  king-curst  realm  the  gales  of  Death, 
Calm  on  his  couch  reclines  the  tyrant  king. 
And  tranquil  as  the  sleep  of  Innocence ! 

At  once  in  loud  and  frantic  cry. 

The  midnight  shrieks  of  agony 
Burst  on  his  starti'd  sense : 
For  now  in  darkness,  on  the  whirlwind's  wing, 
The  angel  of  destruction  rides  along! 
The  monarch  hangs,  in  anguish  wild. 
Low  o'er  the  blasted  carcase  of  his  child. 
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Me  wakes  to  rage — the  despot's  force, 
Israel!  pursues  thy  heavenly-guided  course ; 

Where  God  restrain'd  tb'  obedient  sea, 
Rush'd  Pharoah's  impious  army  swoln  with  pride. 
The  impetuous  tide 

Burst  then  its  magic  boundary; 
On  roird  the  stream,  with  gathered  waters  strong. 
And  steeds  and  chiefs,  in  death  commingled,  float  along. 

Power  all  benignant!  still  thine  aid 
To  Israel's  chosen  sons  display'd. 

Demands  the  choral  son*:;  of  Gratitude  ; 
When  in  the  desert  wastes  they  stray, 
And  Famine  foUow'd  on  the  perilous  way, 

Thy  goodness  gave  the  food : 
The  bread  of  Heav'n  descends,  on  fated  wing 

The  airy  tribe  to  Israel  fly; 

And  when  for  thirst  to  thee  they  cry. 
From  the  hard  rock  gush'd  forth  the  abundant  spring. 

Nor  then  was  known  Jehovah's  power 
Alone  in  Want's  despondent  hour: 
The  Eternal's  might  directs  the  fight; 
Where  the  fierce  Anak  in  the  battle  led, 
And  Og  gigantic  died,  and  Canaan  fled. 

In  Jericho's  strong  towers,  th'  insulting  foe 

Our  hallowed  host  defied ; 

For  firm  her  walls,  and  firm  on  every  si  do 
The  frequent  fort  arose :  . 
Six  days  secure,  on  Jericho's  high  wall, 
They  saw  the  ark  in  mystic  circle  borne, 
And  mock'd  the  sacred  rites.     The  sabbath  mom 
Arose,  and  now  again  the  foe 
Beheld  where  Israel's  warriors,  still  and  slow. 
In  seven-fold  circle  past. 
At  once  they  paus'd — a  long  and  louder  blast 
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Tlie  trumpets  ponr'd — k  deep  and  general  Cij 
Jma'A  the  loud  blast  in  dreadful  barmoaj ; 
£arth  heav'd  her  bosom  with  convulsive  tkroe. 
And  proiK,  with  all  her  towen  aad  chie&,  felt  Jericho. 
God  is  with  ye,  O  Israel !  fear  not  ye, 

Tho'  Slau^ler,  in  his  regal  car, 

Lead  on  his  barbarous  bauds  to  war; 
Tho'  chieb  allied  on  every  side 
Encircle— God  shall  give  the  viclory. 
Remember,  when  the  orbs  of  HeavL'n  stood  Stilll 
Remember,  when  my  voice  forbade  the  night 
To  shidd  the  vanquish'd  lyranEs  in  their  flight ! 

In  vain  they  hid  them  then;     . 
The  darksome  cave  then  fail'd  to  save. 

The  eye  of  Vengeance  pierc'd  the  secret  den, 
They  met  their  doom  descrv'd  ;  denied  a  grave, 

To  all  the  winiUof  Heaven  their  loatlily  bodies  wave. 
But  though  the  trump  of  war  no  more  affright, 

Fly  the  soft  (.■nticing  measure. 

From  tlic  magic  lute  ot  pli'asure; 
Fly  the  soft  sounds  deceitful  of  duiigiit : 
For  thro'  your  veins  th'  eiierviiig  charm  shall  creep, 
Drowning  each  nobler  thought  in  Vice's  deadly  sleep. 
These  foes  avoid — my  children  fly 
Tlie  dimpling  smile — ihe  languid  cye^ 
Tlie  languid  eye,  whose  liquid  roll 
Thrills  tbro'  ihc  fascinated  tiuul. 
Fly  the  soft  touch — the  soul-subduing  sight — 
Israel — conquer  here  by  flight. 
Go,  Israel,  break  tb'  oppressor's  roil. 
And  fight  and  conquer  in  the  cause  of  God. 
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ODE. 

fiY    MR.   SHAW* 


1 H  E  measure  of  twelve  years  at  last, 

O  gentle  youth,  thy  age  attains ; 
And  the  long  season  now  is  past 

Of  infant  life,  and  infant  pains. 
The  sullen  shadows  are  withdiawn, 
^Vhose  darkness  could  obscure  the  dawn; 

Now  bright  shines  forth  the  morn  ; 
Health  prints  thy  bold  steps  on  the  greeu^ 
And  opening  fair  the  flowers  are  seen 

That  thy  young  breast  adorn. 

O,  while  fresh  youth  glows  on  thy  clieck^ 

And  purer  blood  thy  veins  inspires, 
Go,  and  each  sprightly  pleasure  seek 

That  most  thy  sportive  age  requires. 
Now  urge  the  ball,  now  with  bold  hand 
Aspire  the  proud  steed  to  command. 

That  sweeps  the  sounding  plain^; 
Now  bend  the  bow  with  graceful  pride. 
Or  with  strong  arm  the  wave  divide. 

First  of  the  youthful  train. 

The  Muses  shall  not  long  delay 

Thy  steps  more  favoured  to  surrouxki ; 

To  lead  thee  to  their  groves  away. 

Where  songs  from  silver  harps  respujodU 

Led  by  the  Muses,  thou  shalt  rove 

Delighted  through  the  magic  ^ov^ 


And  sec  fair  forms  divine. 
And  ke&r  celestial  music  breathe, 
While  rovDd  thy  vosthfiil  brow  a  wreath 

Of  flowers  the  Muses  twine. 
Thine  is  life**  chearful  morning  ray ; 

And  taught  what  care  attends  its  iioou, 
We  may  not  too  impatient  pray 

That  the  fair  mom  may  pass  too  soon. 
Now  like  the  gay  birds  un  the  wing. 
That  play  amidst  the  beams  of  springy 

Witfa  heart  too  light  for  sorrow, 
like  them  thou  sportcst  in  thy  May, 
Pleas'd  with  the  sunshine  of  to-dayy 

And  careless  of  to-morrow. 
The  4«ys  of  life  thon  yet  wilt  know, 

Too  oft  no  certain  tenor  keep ; 
But  like  the  river  stream  they  flow, 

Which,  as  it  journeys  to  the  deep. 
Now  clear  with  floods  untroubled  glides. 
Now  mils  moTcvext  in  darker  tides, 

Where  rocks  oppose  its  haste, 
Now  winds  thro'  fields  and  meadows  gay. 
And  now  pursues  its  joyless  way 

Along  the  lonely  waste. 
O  may  thy  days  unrufHcd  glide 

In  smoothest  stream,  thou  gentle  boy ! 
Most  like  the  Thames,  whose  passing  tide 

Has  oft  beheld  thy  infant  joy. 
Serenely  clear  the  Thames  is  seen. 
While  now  ii  strays  thro'  valleys  grceir, 

Now  visits  princely  towers, 
And  as  the  wave  steals  gently  down, 
'Ite  streams  enrich  the  busy  town. 

And  J)le*»  the  shepherd's  bowers. 

ins. 
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An  Epistlk  toJUuf  SAaAB  t'owLBK,  vtfi Aowmw'a 
Nao  Elmte. 


Bt  HICHAZL  VOOaDLL,  E^q. 


Ckasb,  Invpliest  Nymph,  (o  aslc  whicti  wings  tie  dart 
Of  surest  aim  tu'picrCc  the  bleeding  heart; 
If  PftlUs'  wit  or  Cytberea's  charms 
Bestuw  a  keener  edge  on  Cupiil'a  arms: .. 
O  born  with  Beaut^s  ceittis  to  controll 
The  stubborn  hi?art  I  with  elegance  of  soul 
\Vorthy  a  Claren's  far^icii  Platonic  grove, 
Accept  this  legend  of  disiutrous  lovti. 

If  in  these  scenes  of  philosophic  tbotigKt,    . 
By  Passion  colour'd  and  by  Ocums.  wroughti 
Where  filial  duty,  penitential  shaine, 
Can  reinstate  a  more  than  virgin  fatne ; 
Where  Konor  scorns  the  mean  constraint  of  art, 
And  Friendship  acts, an  unsuspecting  part; 
Haply  the  Fair,  in  whose  pure  breast  We  nnd 
Each  cmatiation  of  the  noblest  mind, 
White  Youth's  gay  season  prompts,  in  mid  career^ 
Just  linger  cfe  she  reach  high  Virtue's  sphere, 
Her  faults  ^iior  frown,  ye  puritanic  race) 
Slight  as  cte  spots  on  Cfynlhia's  clouded  fiice. 
The  wise,  the  good,  the  generous,  will  forgive,  . 
Pity  hpr  woei,  arid  bid  her  memory  U»c.'  -•■ 
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'  H^u.  L>  :m  ^&*&  ot  du:  illuiiTiou:  dame 
f !:  K.;:  1  Atrt  »aa'  :  lai  naj  ber  icjnr'tl  fair.* 
O':^!*:;:  il-c  fola  ii  Kctii^t — in  a  land 
W~^^n  Mtriy  iLVi  t^iiutin'd,  «iih  pioos  band 
Tbii  daiilkBr  «ml!i  10  iliade  btT  tomb 
1  d.-zstfc^ali, — ■•hi!^  &t>m  in  iiimosi  gloum 
Naicrc'i  i^»-de*s  impnlir  cries  aloud, 
"  O  sj^arf  /*  _-?  ifiT,  and  reiofcncc  her  ihroud. 

Ah  me?   bv  Phttbus  I'nit  a>.pirii.J  strain 
Rejected,  grasp*  its  patron'i  kwei  in  vain. 
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See  Justice  poize  in  balance  too  severe; 
The  Fair-one's  dooniy  and,  with  averted  ear, 
O'er-wcaning  Sanctity  her  wottk  disoWn, 
Clouding  each  ray  that  gilds  bright  Mercy's  throne. 

Pale  with  chagrin  and  faltering  as  I  stand, 
While  the  soil'd  wreath  deserts  my  feeble  hand  ; 
Strict  Truth,  whose  mandates  ever  pleas'd  t'  obey 
Low  at  her  feet  I  dast  this  votive  lay, 
To  sound  your  arduous  praise^  yet  bids  me  speak^ 
Tho'  harsh  my  lyre  and  every  chord  too  weak : 
(Nor  wouM  I  shrink  appall'd,  tho'  Envy  lay 
Arm'd  with  a  thousand  snakes  to  bar  my  way.) 
While  in  Perfection's  fruitless  search  employ'd, 
In  all  around  the  Sage  beheld  a  void  ; 
His  Julia  borrow'd  with  an  Angel's  air 
Slight  peccadillos  from  the  Gallic  fair: 
O  that  his  wandering  feet  had  earlier  stray'd 
To  seek  retirement  in  the  British  shade; 
And  in  those  regions  where  the  Graces  dwell. 
Near  Severn's  banks  had  haply  fix'd  his  cell : 
With  loftier  images  his  genius  fraught. 
While  matchless  Virtue,  m^chl^ss  charms,   he  sought, 
Had  placed  them  blended  in  their  happiest  view. 
And  heighten'd  every  tint  by  copying  you. 

1766. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Akn  buries  all  het  husbands,  George  his  wives :      ^^ 
Their  spouses  pay  the  nuptials  with  their  lives.      ^  •  * 
H«»  kt  them  stop,  and  plight  a  mutual  troth; 
0|i^C9[mmon  exit  thu9  would  ifinish  both.  ' 

I  i  2 
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fvd  biff  brittuat  ci 
and  uKiUUQ. 


Rkv^c*.  ib¥  Mws*.  rwoand  tfii;  iong  of  wo 
Wl>e!i  BfiCain  ue>ps.  -hi;  btJ:i  ihv  '^jnovs  Sox 
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Yet  mourri'd  triumphant;  by  her  glory  ftr*4^' 
In  victVy':*  arms  the  intrepid  chief  expired. 
But  lo  ;  where  death  prepares  a  keener  dart. 
To  pierce  more  deeply  still  each  British  heart! 
Amidst  a  nation's  groans,  a  nation's  cries, 
llcr   Statesman,  Patriot,    Grcat   Preserver, 
dtes ! 

Resound,  my  Muse,  resound  the  song  of  woe  ? 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bkis  thy  sorrows  flow. 
Proud  ifi  her  country's  hope,  the  Muse's  lay 
Mark'd  the  first  dawn  of  his  rcs]:>lendent  day, 
When  tuneful  Mason  *,  with  prophetic  fire, 
Hail'd  in  the  son  each  virtue  of  his  sire. 
K'en  then  alluring  faction  f  spread  her  charms 
To  win  the  youthful  patriot  to  her  arms; 
But  genuine  Freedom  claim'd  him  for  her  own. 
And  bade  him  guard  a  patriot  Monarch's  throne. 

llesound,  my  Muse,  resound  the  song  of  woe! 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow. 
As  when,  oppressed  by  winter's  torpid  power. 
Languid,  expiring,  droops  the  leafless  flower. 
But,  soon  as  vernal  suns  illume  the  skies. 
Puts  forth  its  sweets,  displays  its  vivid  dyes: 
Thus  Britain,  wither'd  by  misfortune's  blast 
Jklourn'd  half  her  lustre  dimmM,  her  glory  past. 
Till  Pitt's  bright  genius  like  the  solar  ray,         ' 
Rcstor'd  the  splendour  of  her  name  and  sway. 

•  "See  Masori*^  Ode  to  the  Honourable  William  Pitt,  first  pnh» 
lished  ia  the  ^ear  178f ,  and  since  reprinted  in  the  third  volume 
of  his  works. 

t  The  court  paid  to  Mr.  Pitt«  at  his  first  entrance  into  pnblic 
life^  jiy  the  party  then  in  op{x>sition,  and  their  attempts  to'  enlist 
iVira  into  their  corps*  mu^  be  in  the  memory  of  ail  who  retn«mber 
those  times.  <      '  ' 

xi3 
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IUbousiL  mj  Mik^,  resound  the  song  of  woe! 
WlwB  Bnoia.  ««vp«  the  bids  lliy  sorrows  flow, 
WbiU  new  CimrfUia  *  ihjeatcns  to  devour, 
ivnk.  nhnliw'd  umI  Iom,  liritunnia's  (atne  and  power 
TtB  Debt'*  abg» — Not  «11  ibe  ueallh  that  puurs 
Vrkr  «cui;n  islus,  »r  lotiui's  golitcn  ^Uores, 
N»t  all  the  stTt'SBu.  of  conimwce,  can  assuage 
Tlic  iNonur^s  thirsty  or  ^lut  her  &iia)  rage. 
Twas  PtU  alt»uc  wliose  wcU-direcIod  zeal 
EiuBi  tiii»  worst  fbs  reile«m'd  tb«  public  wettl  \ 
*'>»n'd,  aa  ka  Iran  intuaJ  source, 

lit-  »<■  s  itsgrmving  force; 

— >_.         lu  place  secure 
>w«     —  agei  to  endure. 
.,  n  e,  ivound  the  song  of  wcc  1 

VvDB  ■n<ain  onrin,  sho  bids  tLy  snrrou's  flow. 
^  kk  ntiM  counsels  won,  see  \  Gallia  pour 
Uei  muivc  wealth  on  cnviad  Britain'f  snore  1 
Bibuld  incrca^ijij;  cuninKTCc  spread  the  sail 
Fur  every  clime,  and  court  each  favouring  gale! 
Aivbile  viih  hostile  front  the  iialions  lower  J; 
Till  V  recKM  listavia  owns  his  saving  power  ; 
Till  peace.  |ireserveU  with  glory,  deigns  to  smile, 
And  bhed  new  lustre  on  his  chensh'd  isle. 

Kesound,  my  W  use,  resound  the  song  of  woe  I 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow  ! 

*  Tlie  ritiblii'hment  and  subseijiiGnt  improrenieDt  of  the  si 
>ng  riiiiil  Htr  miionf:  thusc  acu  of  Mr.  Fin's  life  nhich  have 
torted  uiiiilmsc  from  tlie  moat  detetmlDed  of  bis  adveisHric^,  i 
"peciHlly  of  Mr.  Fo»,  whu.  on  (hat  subject  U  least,  has  d< 
ample  jiwtiee  to  hi»  memory. 

t  The  commercial  treaty  with  France  ia  htre  alluded  to. 

t  The  nrmenient  in  17BT,  and  the  consequent  eiuancipatinn 
Holtand  fcom  her  connexioii  with  I'rance,  gained  the  approlial 
ol  all  panics. 
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What  heart- felt  *  gn^f  Brtttonia's  »on§>oppres»'d  f 
What  sighs  burst  forth  from  every  loyal  breast  ? 
When,  to  severe  disease  th'  iificonscious  prey, 
Awhile  the  FAju^aof  his  Oountrit  lay  :. 
'Twas  then  Ambition, plumed  her  eagle  wings^ 
And  Faction  grasped  in  hope  the  throne  of  king9y 
While  the  base  servile  crew. that  wait  her  nod, 
O'er  Virtue's. friends,  exulting,  shook  the  rod. 

What  statesman  then,  what  patriot  dared  withstand 
Firm  on  the  bdeach;  the  bold  rapacious  band  t 
Twas  thou^  immortal  Pitt!-*-th€  task  was  thine, 
Witli  stedfast  zeal>  with  eloquence  divrnd, 
Serene,  undaunted  in  the  sacred  cause. 
To  guard  thy  sovereign's  rights,  thy  country's  lows. 
Till  pitying 'Heaven  the  patriot  king  restored,  ■     ' 
And  'f  joyful  nations  hail'd  their  rightful  Lord/' 

Resound,  my. ^1  use,  resound  the  song  of  woe  I  - 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow. 
Again  t  the  threateniag  trump  of  war  alarms ; 
Iberia's  insults  rouse  our  youth  to  arms. 
Cautious,  yet  6rm,  behold  the  statesman  steer, 
Alike  remote  from  pride  or  abject  fear  ! 
Ilesolved  his  couirtry's  glory  to  maintain, 
Assert  her  rights,  yet  soothe  repentant  Spain; 
His  vigour  aw'd,  his  mildness  won  the  foe, 
And  gain'd  the  conquest,  yet  withheld  the  blow. 

Resound,  my  Muse,  rtsound  the  song  of  woe  ! 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow. 

r 

*  The  reader  need  scarcely  he  told  thtt  the  first  illness  of  tiie 
King,  and  the  contest  that  arose  respecting  the  intended  regency, 
aice.th«  circumstances ihere  meant  to  be  described. 

t  .Annament.bi  ^T90«'oat1ie  occasion  of  the  dispute  with  Spain 
respecting  Nootka  Sound. 

■       ii4     .     .:..     . 
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Rapt  in  lh«  semes  of  hoTror  that  display 

Infuriate  Anarchy's  resistless  swey, 

decree  can  the  Mum  record  oil  trembling  strings. 

The  guilt  of  nations,  and  the  fall  of  kings. 

When  wrath  divine  to  scourges  guilty  age. 

Baric  tbc  dire  fionds  of  dtsolation  rage. 

And  Gallia,  drcncb'd  in  blui>d,  her  niyriadi  pour,       ' 

To  spread  her  reign,  her  crimes,  from  shore  to  Kb6fn|^* 

Nor  yet  with  oprn  force  the  ilaring  Uuid 
Assoil'd  tbeliulwarks  of  ihis  aavitd  land,  ' 

A  fiend  more  dangerous  by  her  specious  art, 
Infused  lier  subtle  Ti-nom  in  the  heart : 
Dcluitive  sophistry  *.   ihy  flattering  ^uile 
Who  dar'd  expose  *  f  at  all  thy  eSurts  smile  f 
Who  bade  our  minds  above  ihy  empire  soar  J  '  .,i  i 

The  great,  ibe  illustrious  statesman,  now  no  more  I  ■.  f 

Resound,  my  Muv,  resound  ilie  song  of  woe!     ol 
Wbei)  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow.'  n  -ffV 
Fuil'd  in  their  arts  when  Gallia's  savage  train       "^A 
Knrag'd,  defied  us  to  th' embattled  plain,  •  ■"  'sjf 

Our  troops  +,  though  of!  ileserteil  and  alnne,  ' 

Ne'er  stain'd  Iheir  country's  honour  or  their  own  i 
O'er  mightier  bands  prevailed,  by  glory  fired, 
Or  prest  by  hosts,  reluctantly  relied, 
Britain,  by  Pitt  inspired,  still  fought  to  save, 
Dauntless  on  land,  triumphant  on  the  wave. 
What  sea,  hove'er  remote,  what  hostile  shore, '        ! 
Heard  not  her  dread  victorious  thunders  voarf 
Let  Gaul's,  Iberia's,  and  Balavia's  coast 
Ptoclaim  her  triumphs  o'er  each  van qaisl)'d. host ; 

*  The  mislaoee  of  Hi.  Filt  to  nvolutioaMy  piiiiciplei,  anil 
hu  Iriuiuuh  OTCr  Ihcm,  in  this  coialUj,  fotm,'  f  arlnpi,  ttie  most 
glDrioai  «n  in  hi>  life. 

t  Wlierevrr  olir  tfoopi  were  jepsralely  eogaj^wiih  the  eneiny, 
•ud  not  grciul^  outnttmlMicdi  Uicy  iavutibrr  prevul;il, 
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Let  Nile,  the  ^r-ifamcd  Nile»  wlidse  purpled  streimi 
Saw  deeds  surpassing^  every  poet's  thcincl 
While  heroes  cohqucr,  Pitft  still  mightier  soul 
Pervades,  directs,  and  animated  th^# hole.  > 

Resound,  my  Muse,  resound  the  song  of  woe  I  • 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrowf  flow.    • 
Unhappy  Erin !  torn  by  civil  b^oil^  ' 
Behold  fierce  Gallia  spring  to  seiee  thy  spoilt  I 
Think'st  tbou,  remote  from  Britain's  shelterrng  care. 
Peaceful  and  free,  to  breathe  thy  native  air  f 
No ;  Gallic  horded  bnce  wafted  o'er  the  wavei ; 
Thy  generous  sons,  o'crpo\vered,  most  sink  to  slaves.    • 
Oh  then,  revere  *  and  bless  tht5  friendly  hand 
Stretch'd  forth  to  save  a  desolated  land  !  •  • 

And  sec !  united^  in  the  sacred  -cause;* 
Of  glory,  virttf^,  free  and  equal  laws. 
The  sister  isles  in'  fii*m  affection  join ; 
M^itc  Wisdom's  voice,  with  eloquence  divine^     ' 
Bids  every*mist-  of  error  glide  away,  * 

Dispell'd,  like  phanfi)ms  by  th'  approaching  day. 
Such  blessings,  Pitt,  from  thy  great  genius  flow  ! 
Such  thanks  to  thee  the  rescued  natioiii  owe. 

Resound,  my  M  use,  resound  the  song  of  woe  I 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrowi  flow* 
Awhile  retired  from  active  cares  of  state, 
Private  be  watches  o'er  hi^  country's  fate ; 
Private  not  Mothful ;  for  when  war  retumt 
Bright  in  new  arms  tbe  patriot  soldier  buffif ; 

*  Th»  beneSfs  at  the  Union  are  now,  k  m  Kelieved,  mt^nWy, 
if  not  wiiverMilly,  ackncnrledged.  How  appotitto  wm  tnf  folkm* 
iBg  ^pMCatMii  of  Mi.  Btft  irom  his  favourite  author,  VirgU  i 

"  Kan  cfo  occ  Teacria  tuk>*  parere^bebo, 
^tenavm  rcfiMi  petp:  ymnlm*  le  Jcfdma  amto 
Jnwkut  gentcs  artema  u  Ibedcra  mkiMfiU^ 
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FEm  to tiie  i|i<K  ■WedaosM' tbicAwa  num*. 
And  fomis  a  gtiterom  band  to  jiuud  our  coatt. 
Tm  by  the  pi^tk  i»aff!wi,  puUic  Toicc, 
RecaU'd,  at  ODOt  kis  Kin^'t  ncd  country's  cboice, 
Finn  h«  HWiO  iheir  rifbU  4,  ibnagii  duuin'd  i'  appMc 
Hi*  de*iMl  fricad*,  cotnbuwd  wiih  ancient  foes. 

ResMUk^  my  Uia^  naoond  tlic  song  of  m-oe  ! 
Wben  BriUia  wccfw,  >he  bhb  thv  ^arrotrs  How. 
NotBritaw's  friead  alone,  bis  lai^Iy  mi  ad 
Gre^  anplrr  hopes,  iJve  frpedom  of  mankind, 
Aipim  te  curb  [he  Gallic  tyrant's  >way. 
And  (fvta  bb  till  aiabftioii  wmt  thL-  prey. 
At  Pin's  iMpini^  call  tec  myrixls  pour 
From  RDssian  cfiiaes  sod  Scandinavia's  sbore! 
Whilst  in  the  IVoiit  of  dftngor  Au;>lria  stands, 
Aod  calls  ti^T  brat?,  but  ili-directcd  baqds. 

But  all !  the  <lre^  mfbf^HtonfS  thatt  befell 
I>m:  Europe'*  cawe,  what  lopfpc,  what  pen  can  tcil  i 
Wb«n  by  weak  councils,  recreant  chitf^,  bttrayed, 
Unhapjij  AuiliU  sa  v  Lcr  glory  tafle. 
«Titn,to  tLe  I'lieman's  wilra  compiU'd  lo  yield, 
Itu-'.-ias  bravo  monarch  sorrowing  left  ihc  liekl, 
\VLilc  Britain,  reckless  of  th'  impending  blow-, 
Still  bwes  tbe  menace  of  the  >-ictor  foe. 

Not  flora  thy  error  J,  Pill !  the  source  arose 
That  dcliigrd  Kurop*.-  with  a.  world  of  woe^ :  ' 
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Of  w a venn^  councils  or  a  treacherous  chief, 
Not  thine  the  guilt, — but  thine  (alas)  the  grief! 
Thy  hopes  thus  blasted,  thy  great  purpose  cross'd, 
Gfefmariia  ravaged,  Europe's  freedom  lost; 
All,  all,  conspired  to  fix  th*  envenomed  dart, 
AVhich  rankling  deep  consumed  thy  fooling  heart. 

Resound,  my  Muse,  resound  the  song  of  woe! 
When  Britain  mourns,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow. 
Stretch'd  on  the  bed  of  death,  "with  haggard  eyes, 
Pale,  breathless,  faint,  th'  illustrious  Statesman  lies  I 
Where  now  the  full-toned  eloquence  that  charm'd, 
The  taste  that  soothed  us,  or  the  fire  that  warm'd  f 
Where  now  the  crowds  that  oft,  enraptured,  hung 
On  the  loved  accents  of  that  tuneful  tongue  ? 
Each,  ^adly  waiting  with  an  anxioils  mind. 
Sees  in  his'ftite  the  doom  of  half  mankind. 

E'en  thefi,fbr' Britain  J  not  thyself,  distrcst, 
Thy  country's  weal;  giWl  Patriot !  fired  thy  breast:    " 
E'en  then,  perchanfce,  thy  soul, derived  one  ray 
Of  joy,  of  comfort,  from  TrqfahdY's  day; 
And  by  "  the  King  of  Terrors'   undismayed. 
Prepared  to  join  heroic  Nelson's  shade:. 
E'en  then  thy  voice  cxclaim'd,  with  parting  breath, 
**  Oh  *,  9aot  my  countty,  heaveitf—'SLnd  sunk  in  death. 

Then,  severed  from  its  load  of  mortal  clay. 
Thy  purer  spirit  fled  to  realms  of  day, 

♦  '«  And  thotii  brave  Cbbham !  at  thy  latest  breath, 
Shak  feel  thy  raling  passion  strong  in  deatb. 
Still  at  that  moment  true  to  all  the  past, 
'  Oh»  save  my  country,  heaven  V  shall  be  your  last." 

PoFi. , 
How  moch  ^lore  applicable  were  the  above  lines  to  the  dealli 
of  Mr.  Pitt ;  whose  last  words  (as  Mr.  KoaiB,  in  a  speech  that  does 
him  the  highest  honour,  has  attested)  were  **  Oh>  my  Count kv  !" 
XI16  tase  gentleman  isi  said  to  have  declared  his  firm  persuiisroa 
that  the  life  of  Mr.  Pitt  was  as  completely  sacrificed  to  bis  country 
as  was  that  of  X.ord  Nelson. 


--^  - 
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Anil,  frci^il  ft^"i  earthly  cares,  in  blissful  state 

Dwflis  with  "  iho  good,"  ami  "  Jar  above  the  great."' 

But  shall  tliy  dcedi,  thy  virtues,  rc-n  alone 

On  sculpltirotl  forms,  and  mark  tli'  uncuiit^cious  stonci 

No :  worth  so  tried  in  British  hmru  shall  raise 

A  nobliT  inumimuiit  of  draiblcss  praise.  ';/ 

"   Lo,  here"  ttlms,  sadly  musing  uVr  thy  (oinli,    i 
The  ]>cnsive  lllind^baU  ufr  recal  thy  daoni)  ^■•y 

*'  Lo  heru  the  SiatesmmijuBt,  (he  Patriot  pure!  ,,,,((. 
"  Wise  to  direct,  and  faithful  to  endure;  |,>| 

*  His  couuiry'b  choice,  when  raised  to  envied  power^r 
«  llis  country's  refuge  in  mijforiune's  hour,  ,'i  j- 
"  Wealth,  liUe,  favour,  scorji'd  by  honest  pride,  ,yu 
"  lo  "  virtuous  powrty  be  lived — and  died."  q-' 

Itesoiind,  my  Muse,  resniind  the  iong  of  wopj       '» 
When  Uriiiiiii  weejis,  she  bids  Thy  sorrows  flow  !      _^^ 
Thus  the  Ereirt  guardian  of  Britttimin'i  laws         ^__  '^ 
Exnii;c(U  like  Nilscn,  in  his  country's  cause-      , ,     «f* 
And^ark '.— h.-r  sans  »n<.lh.-r  lo^^  deplore,  ^ 

With  loud  Uiniints,  on  liiaia's  disiunt  f.horu; 
\Vln;ie,  braving  suliry  dimes  and  threalening  death 
The  great,  iho  good,  Curinvallis fields  his  breath: 
Itntvti  warrior!  virtuous  slatesiuan  !  prompt  t"  cugag* 
111  generous  public  loils,  from  youlh  to  age. 

But  lo  1  wlinl  fair  ntajesiio  titrin  appes^rs. 
Serene  in  grief,  and  smiling  through  her  t^arst 
•lis  h.vei!  Briliinnia  ! — with  benignant  air 
She  chides  the  Musi',  and  wakes  her  from  despair. 
"  Tliink'at  thou,"  she  cries,  "  the  land  that  .gave  licm 

bu-th, 
Fcrlile  in  heroes,  rich  in  patriot  iwrth, 
^hall  mourn  fur  ever  in  desponding  strain 
K'en  Pitt's  untimely  faie,  or  generous  Nelson  slainT 

•  In  Ihii  respfct  i>lw  tlie  grcal  rir»l  of  Mi.  Pin  ha>  boiu 
(esliiii<H(,v  lu  (111  purity  of  Lis  cbunicici. 
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She  bids  no  more  ^*  resound  the  song  of  woe  ;^' 
But  let  our  strains  with  brighter  prospects  glow, 
Teils  how  the  s.tateiiman's  honours,  warpor's  raced. 
Shall  prompt  our  yoUth  to  emulate  each  deed, 
How,  by  their  fame  inspired^  a  glorious  band 
Of  heroes,  patriots,  shall  adorn  the  land !    . 
"  True  to  lierself,"  united^  free  and  brave, 
How  Britain  long  shall  triumph  on  the  wave; 
While  other  Kelsoa^  shall  defend  her  cause, 
Arid  otkcr  Pitts  arise — to  vindicate  her  law*. 

1806. 


How  swift  tbi;  pinioas  Time  puts  on. 

To  urge  his  flight  away  !    , 
To-day's  spon  yesterday ;  anon^ 

To-morrow  is  to-day. 

Thus  days,  and  w?cks,  and  mouthSf  and  ycars^ 

Depart  from  mortal  view  ; 
As  sadly,' through  this  -*  Vale  of  Tears/' 

Our  Journey  we  pursue.  - 

Yet  grieve  not  Man  that  tbus  he  flies; 

He  hastes  thee  to  thy  rest : 
The  dfooping  wretch  that  soontest  dieSj, 

Is  soonest  with  the  blest. 

W. 

Maltok*  •       V 
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Xj-*  7t-j.c-.-  r.'  Hk  j>he«,  wio  i>li»ntai  yon  trWR, 

ta  !..v:\  .jJViT-uao;  Acy  wane  w;tii  tfce  bmxe. 

Aid  7i:'s:rajii4  J  jrvvi;  in  Aesk-r: 
O  1  ;ii^  .-rjir  ■->;  ;iie  ji\.'oa£i;[i.  iiU  barrea  ami  bleak, 

A  "j-ii-Tia-s  iiey  nio ; — ;^  cio  itna^x  forion, 

A  .  11  j;-;:  .-n  -.ay  nild  ii-silEi  d«Uv'U, 
Ts  r3pc\i-,v  :j  <py  dis  ytHina;  be^ucieit  of  monv 

pje  hoitiitwjmi, bound  hu^buDjoMa  joy^  to  beholJ, 
Oci  Ei<  ' nw  ot  i3tf  iTty  i\<emm  scene, 

X^^<r  ?c;uti.'be>  yift  jWAmiBaE  «:tb  piupW  and  ^M. 
A3>i  ^-i  iwiwfl  eAjinii^  btcw*«i. 
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The  maidehs  fhat  jjather  the  fruits  of  lh6  'rficTdH' '  ,/'' 

As  weary  and  faiilting  thejro^m,       '       ^'^  '   '     ^ 
Thro'  the  blii^  claziplihg  distance  of  n6bti-li^ht'  exkldf^ 

The  trees  that  reinhr*  them 'off  htfitieft       '''•'•    . 
The  chiUlreiilfyat  dUrell  in  the^  viillcy^'itiS^bnd '- '     '  *  ^ 

Their  sports,  and  in  ^tstacy  gaare",  ,^ 

When  tKey  9^  thi^.  btbad   ftioOn  frbm  the  mountain 
ascend, 

And  the  school-house  and  grove  in  a  tfl^ze^     .  . .  .  > 

Ah  !  sweet  lo  my  soul,  is  that  beo^itifut  gwve, 

Awakcningremembrwicfe  mbst'dear;'  ', 

— When  lonely  in  anguish  iind  wtfile  I  rove,       '        . 

WIrarever  its  glories  appear,    " 
U  gladdens  my  spirit,  it  tKiothes  from  afar, 

VVith  tranquil  awd  tender  delight, 
It  shines  thro'  my  heart,  Hk^  nJ^t^je-beamingstat 

Alone  in  the  valley  of  Night. 

It  tells  me  of  moments  of  innocent  bliss, 

For  ever  and  ever  gone  o'er; 
Like  the  light  of  a  smile,  like  the  balm  of  a  kiss, 

Thcjy  \yere — but  they  will  be  no  more. 
Yet  wherefore  of  pleasures  departed  complain, 

That  leave  such  endearment  behind  ? 
Tho'  the  sun  of  their  sweetness  be  sunk  in  the  maiiF, 

Their  twilight  still  rests  on  the  mind. 

Then  peace  to  His  ashes  who  planted  yon  trees! 

Supreme  o'er  the  landscape  they  rise. 
With  simple  and  lovely  mai^niHcence  please 

All  bosoms,  and  ravibh  all  eyes: 
Nor  marble  nor  brass  could  emblazon  His  fame 

Like  his  own  sylvan  trophies,  that  wave 
in  graceful  memorial,  and  whisper  his  name, 

And  scatter  their  leaves  on  his  grave. 


■  *  ■  ■ 
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Ahl  thifsw1>cn,1  siccf)  id  llic  desolate  [omb, 

May  ttic  Inureli  1  nlaiitcd  cndun'. 
On  t)ie  luoutmin  of  high  iranioi'tttlity  bloom, 

'Miils[  ligbt'niiig  and  lempFst  Eccure  ! 
Then  age*  iiiibora.tt|«41  thtJr  Tcrduru  admire,  ■  ■ ' 

And  nations  sit  under  ilicir  shade,-  .  ,       '  tl" 

While  luy  sjjiirit.in  srciTt  shall  raove  on  my  Jyre  ...  gft 

Aloft  on  their  branches  display'd. 

Hence,  drram  of  vain  glory!— [lie  light  drop  of  dew 

That  gluws  in  the  wiolct's  eye, 
In  the  sun-beams  of  mom,  to  a  tugittve  view. 

May  rival  it  E[»r  of  the  »ky; 
But  the  violet  i^  pluckt,  and  the  d«w  dropt  is  floitiig 

'ITie  star  unestinguitb'd  shall  shine:  .    ty  t| 

Then  mine  be  the  laurels  of  virtue  alone,  i  '  '< 

And  the  glory  of  ParadiMi  mine.  '  "i '  i^-'niiU  4 
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POETRY. 


MISCQ.LAMEOUS  POETRY. 

Bffittteif  Odes^  aud  jother  Poems.  ,  By  Thomas  Mocse^ 

Esq,    4to.  pp.  341. 

It  18  almost  unnecessary  to  say  that  in  thii  voluma 
the  lover  of  poetry  will  find  much  to  afford  him  plea- 
sure. The  style  of  Mr.  Moore  is  uncommonly  grace* 
ful  and  polisbedy  he  has  a  happy  command  of  lan« 
j^uage,  and  his  versification  is  of  the  moft  musical 
kind.  Nothing  can  be  more  elegant  than  some  of  tha 
poems  in  this  volume.  It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that 
he  should  have  luimitted  into  it  many  pieces  which*  in 
a  moraj  poiiil  of  view,  are  strongly  exceptionable. 

Ballads  and  lyrical  Pieces,     By  Walter  Scott,  Esq. 

8vo.  pp.  182. 

The  pieces  contained  in  this  volume  are  to  well 
known»  and  so  Justly  admired,  as  to  render  criticism 
unnecessary.  They  were,  for  the  greater  part,  origi- 
nally published  in  the  "  Tales  of  Wonder,"  and  thfr 
V  li^instrelsj  of  the  iicottish  Bordet/'  and  they  g^io^d^ 
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iir.  Scott  the  name  of  a  poet,  even  before  tlic  ap' 
lu^nce  of  his  "  Lay  of  the  Last  Minitrcl."  Fkw 
Jla^is  in  the  English  language  are  of  equal  merit  with 
iiose  by  Mr.  Scott. 

Tke  Pleasures  of  Love.    A  Poem.     Bt/  John  Stcieart, 
Esq.     Small  Svu.  pp.  lir. 

"  Darwin  hini»elf  h  out-Darwin'd !"     Mr. 

Stewart  appears  to  be  an  usiastic  admirer  of  Dr. 

Daiwin's  style,  which  h<  tes  till  bis  imitation  ab- 

solutely becomes  disgusl  It  is  impossible  to  tole- 

rate the  eternal  rec'"-  if  such  expressions  as 

"  silk  cheeks,"  "  tu  ,"  "silken  hair,""  silk 

arcade,"    "  twii.klij  "  pink    lips,"    "  fina 

shaft)"  "  6tiestrijig,  icb  lines  as, 

"  Non  dip  the  whilt  ,^.  .J  the  gelid  cilgt." 
"  Soft  as  ho  ptest  thy  clieefcs  bo  rosy  fine,"  . 
This  abominable  aift^ctation  is  the  more  provoking, 
as  Mr.  Stewart  is  certainly  a  man  of  talent.  Let  him 
clioose  a  better  model  of  style,  and  he  will  write  what 
may  hope  to '  be  remembered.  He  has  very  consi- 
derable descriptive  powers  and  command  of  poetical 
language.     His  principles  are  unexceptionable. 

Tie  Birds  of  Scolland,  icilh  other  Poemt.     By  Jams 
Grahamr.     Small  8vo.  pp.  248. 

■  Ma.  Grahamo  is  the  author  of  "  The  Sabbatb,"  a 
poem  which,  in  our  last  volume,  we  mentioned  with 
wcll-dcservcd  commendation.  "  The  Birds  of  Scot- 
land "  will  not  detract  from  his  character  as  a  poet.  It 
contains  many  passages  of  great  beauty.  The  other 
poems  are  not  equal  to  it  in  merit;  but  they  are,  ne- 
TcrtheleiS,  above  mediocrity. 
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Witd  Flowers  /  or  Local  and  Pastoral  Poetry i '  Sp  Robert 
Bloomfield,  Author  of'  the  Farmer*s  Boy,  and  Rural 
Tales.    Small  8vo;  pp.  132. 

Tnost  who  have  read  Mr.  Bloomfield'^  former 
works,  and  what  lover  of  poetry  has  not  read  them, 
will  not  find  their  expectations  disappointed  by  his  pr^* 
sent  volume.  They  will  be  charmed  by  the  same  sim- 
plicity of  style,  the  same  happy,  talent  of  describe 
ing  pastoral  objects  and  feelings,  and  the  same  bene- 
volence of  heart,  which  they  admired  in  his  preceding 
.  publications.  Mr.  Bloomfield  is^  in  every  sense  of  the 
word,  the  poet  of  Nature. 

Taks  191  Verse;  critical,  satiric(U,  and  hmrumrous*    By 
Thomas  Hokroft.     12mo.  2  vols.  pp.  331. 

The  things  contained  in  these  two  volumes  roay^ 
perhaps,  be  entitled  to  the  napie  of  "  Tales,"  but  that 
they  are  generally  "  in  verse,"  we  positively  deny. 
We" affirm  that  they  are  very  often  neither  verse  nor 
prose.  Their  '^  critical  and  satkicaP  claims  ara 
not  of  a  high  order;  and  to  the  epithet  of  ''  hu- 
mourous'^ they  have  no  more  claim  than  the  multipli- 
cation table  has.  It  is  really  wonderful  what  could 
induce  Mr*  Holcroft  to  publish  such  miserable  trash. 

Pifetkal  Amusement  on  the  Journey  of  Life;  consisting 
of  various  Pieces  in  Verse;  serious,  theatric^  epigram'- 
matte,  and  miscellaneous.  By  JVilUam  Meyler.  8vo« 
pp.  211. 

The  first  thirty  five  pages  of  Mr.  Meyler's  volume 
are  occupied  by  ^*  serious  pieces,  which  we  advise 
ibe  reader  to  pass  over,  as  they  seldom  ri«e  above  me- 
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diocrity.  In  tbo  remainder  of  the  volume  he  will  fiact 
nuch  ta  amu»e  him.  Mr.  3Icyicr,  vhcii  he  at  tern  pU 
the  gay,  the  ludicrous,  or  the  epigrammatie  style,  is 
by  no  means  unsuccessful.  Some  of  his  epigrams  an 
very  good  ;  and  in  theatrical  addresses  be  is  far  supe- 
rior to  ihe  majority  of  his  competitors,  ft  is  btit  jusi 
lo  state  that  Mr.  Meyler  is  bumble  in  his  claiins,  even 
beyond  what  it  is  necessary  for  him  to-be. 

JEnglui  Lj/rict.  Third  Bditiim.  By  WilUam  Smyti 
Fellma  of  Si.  beta's  College,  Cambridge.  Small  8vo. 
pp.  149. 

This  little  volume  contains  two  parts,  the  first  of 
wbich  was  origiiinlly  published  in  1797;  the  second, 
with  the  exception  of  a  few  poems,  which  appeared  in^ .  ^^ 
ths  Metrical  Miscellaa^  is  new.    It  is  difficult  to  b&  ^B 
Count  for  the  circumstance  of  these  Ci^Ush  Lyric*   ^* 
having  passed  through  only  three  editions  in  nine  years. 
They  deserve  a  rapid  sale  much  better  than  many  vo- 
liunn  which  have  obtaiued  it.     The  reputation  of  Mr. 
Smyth,  however,  will  be  a  durable  one,  xaA  to  a  man 
with  a  mind  like  his,  this  is  sa&ient.    We  rectnn- 
iDend  his  volume  to  the  perusal  of  every  hM^er  ^  tru* 

The  Cauns  of  tie  French  Revolatiim,  and  tie  Sdenn  cf 
gmenting  tat  Empire.  An  epic  and  phUose^Hcal  Soevt, 
By  George  Sanon.     8to.  pp,  134. 

This  poem  is  unfortunately  published  at  the  price 
<)f  fifteen  shillings.  Had  it  been  published  at  some- 
what  less  than  one  fifteenth  of  that  price,  we  should 
have  recommended  lo  our  readersto  purchase  it,  in  order 
that  they  mif(bt  possess  one  of  the  most  curious  ami' 
perfect  specuaeos  of  folly,  vanity^,  iuitt  Uid  vriUogr 
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%\ic\k  ^Ver  iftiie^  firdin  thte  priest  Mh.SftMtl  %ili  tx>t 
^oon,  probably  never,  be  aurpasadl  in  abdirdi^  At 
|)resent^  '<  hone  but  hiihsfelf  can  be  his  panUJiel. 

Poems  and  Pla^l.    iy  Mn  JiSfittnjghdmi  '  A  iiew  1^ 
lion*  Small  Svo.  4  VoU,  pp.  66S* 

Mr.  JkAkikoham bas  now  beehmmj  years  befbie 
the  public,  and  has  acquired  the  character  df  a  pleat* 
ing  writer^  biit  not  that  of  an  eminent  poet.  His  poe- 
tical abilities  arei  in  truths  bUt  <tf  a  secondary  order* 
1*0  originality  of  Conception,  to  sublimity,  ot  to  a  high 
degree  of  pathos,  he  never  reaches,  not,  indeed^  often 
kspires.  He  confines  hitnself  to  cloathin^  obvious 
ideas  in  polishied  language,  and  in  verse,  which  is  ge* 
teirally  hailnonious. '  Here  he  meets  with  considerable 
Success.  One  great  fault,  however,  he  has — ^that  of 
expanding  into  lour  lines  what  might  be  much  better 
mid  in  the  compass  of  two.  The  Volumes  Which  are 
tinder  our  notide  comprehend  the  whole  61  his  poetical 
Works.  Of  the  compositibns  whi<jh  they.cotftain,  those 
which  were  earliest  written  are  th6  best.  Iii  those  of 
a  late  date  the  falling  o^  is  considerable.  Satire  we 
advite  him-  never  again  to  meddle  \vitfa;  he  has  not  tbv 
least  portion  of  satirical  talent. 

Jpoemi.    HyMr.Pdwhek.   Small  8V04\3  Vols,  pp.701. 

Iir  the  volumes  before  ns,  Mr.  Polwhele  has  col* 
lected  together  many  of  those  productions  which  he 
had  at  different  times  published,  and  which  are  so  well 
known  to  every  lover  of  poetry  as  to  render  any  c(>m- 
ment  unnecessary.  We  hope  that  Mr.  Polwhele  hai 
not  determined  to  lay  down  the  lyte. 
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UiKtUauma  Pottry.  By  Etbccard  Coxe,  Egq.,  of  Ramf 
tttad  Hralh,  MidJiritx.  Crown  Svo  pp.  26i, 
Mr.  Coxk'*  volume  contains  pieces  in  very  vsrious 
■tyles  uf  cumpoaiciun.  A  few  of  the  serious  pieces 
tnight  have  been  advantageously  omitted.  In  some  of 
his  imiixiont  of  Horace,  Mr.  Coxe  has  been  very 
happy ;  and  miiny  of  liii  original  epigrams  are  neitt 
.(indpoiuted. 

Tie  Harfer,  and  other  Potmt.     By  QuiittM  Trott,  Esq. 
Small  8vo.   pp.  104. 

QwmTiK  FiiosT,  the  preface  informs  us,  is  a  ficti- 
tinns  ii'itne,  the  Aulbor  conceuling  his  real  one  frora 
^"  prote>jitoiinl  molivts."  The  concealment  is  wise,  and 
,  the  autluir  will  do  light  to  persist  in  it.  He  is  likely  to 
^gain  little  crei))t  by  hti  poetry.  *'  The  study  of  law  and 
,^e  study  of  poetry,"  he  observes,  and  at  the  same  lime 

Eruvi-s,  "  aiv  not  congenial."  His  poems  arc  marked 
y  niedincritj .  We  hope  he  will  find  more  success  in 
Vvitmin>tcr  Hall  than  he  has  found  upon  Parnassus. 

f  a%nt,  Md  other  Poemt.    By  T.  L.  Peacock.    Small 
8vo.  pp.  148. 

Mr.  Pkacock,  vitb  whose  compoutioos  we  are  now 
for  the  Jirtrt  time  made  acquainted,  is  an  author  of 
very  proQiiiing  talents.  His  poems  are  deficient,  sei- 
.th(  r  m  \ig<iur  nor  elegance,  rlis  two  principal  pieces, , 
"  pBlmyra,"  and  "  Fiollar,  King  of  Norway,  hava 
^reut  merit.  Even  a  la^tidious  reader  may  perusa 
thi-m  with  pleasure.  Mr.  Peacock  succeeds  as  well  in 
ludicrous  us  in  serious  poetry.  The  long  of  *'  Levi 
Moiei"  is  highly  comic> 
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Jfuman  Ufe;   a  P&em^  Ml  Five  Parti.     Sm^I  SfOu 

pp.  l67* 

This  poem  is  fraught  with  lessons  of  th6  purest  mo* 
rality;  nor  are  its  claims  to  poetical  merit  inconsider- 
able. It  contains  numerous  picturesque,  animated, 
and  forcible  passages,  conveyed  in  elegant  language 
and  harmonious  versi ^cation.  Following  the  exampio 
set  by  Dryden  in  the  **  Annus  Mirabilis/'  the  au- 
thor has  written  his  poem  hi  quatrains,  and  has  con* 
trived,  by  a  judicious  variety  of  pause^  to  prevent  tho 
stanza  from  becoming  monotonous* 

Poenu;  and  Theodore^  an  Opera,    By  the  late  /«  H. 

cuts.    8vo.  pp.  225. 

Ths  poems  of  Mr.  CqHs  never  rise  above  medio- 
crity, and  sometimes  sink  below  it.  His  opera  has 
the  same  fault.  Mr.  Culls  was,  wie  believe,  an  8mi« 
able  and  worthy  man,  but  he  was  not  a  poet. 

Poems*    By  Edward  Riuhton.    Small  8vo.   pp.  l63, 

Amovo  the  minor  poets,  Mr.  Rushton  is  entitled  to 
«  respectable  station.  There  is  much  ease,  simplicity, 
and  feeling,  and  occasionally  vigour,  in  his  poems* 
Hb  naval  songs  are  among  the  best  of  the  kind. 

Tie  Sorrows  of  Seduction  ;  in  Eight  Delineations ^  wUk 
other  Poans.  Second  Edition^  considerably  improved* 
Small  8vo.  pp.  158. 

Tbb  morality  of  **  the  Sorrows  oi  Seduction,'^  is 
unexceptionabie.  The  poem,  indeed,  proves  that  the 
author  is  a  man  of  virtue  and  feeling:  more  we  cannot 
with  justice  say  in  its  praise.    Verses  that  nve  for* 
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Skmit  will  never  ebtitla'ikelrjftnllior  ta  Hie  name  of 
»!gv,*«*„W,*'.TI|W,f<||!«i«l  in  tlMTpJl^ 
MioTe  Hi. 

We  SrtMon*  w  England.  Detaiptiix  PoevU.  Sy  tU 
Rn.  WiUiom  Cooper  Taglur,  A.M.  Small  Sto. 
pp.  SI. 

Tat  aUtlior  of  "  the  Seasons  in  England,"  is  an 
BCCura(«  observer  of  nature.  Some  i>f  his  descrip-* 
lions  of  rural  objects  and  scenn'y  arc  picturesque  and 
pIcBsingi  Hta  poems,  however,  stand  much  in  need  cf 
levision.  The  vcrsilicalion  is  often  prosaic,  and  ihere.is 
at  times  a  disagreeable  abruptness  in  the  IranEiiion 
from  one  description  to  tiDotber. 

Jtfaun'ce  the  Ruttic  ;  and  other  Poenu.     Rg  Henry  Sunt' 

merset.     Small  Svo.  pp.  111. 

.  If  Alt'.  Sumraeraet  be  a  young  author,  hopes  of  bis 
producing  something  &r  superiol'  to  hia  present  voliufl^ 
Inay  reasonably  be  entertained.  Thtre  is  much  in  him 
to  praise.  He  has  a  lively  fancjr,  considerable  power 
of  expression,  and  astyleofTersifi<ittdoii  which,  though 
it  is  solnetimea  rugged,  is  frequently  polishedt  and  i$ 
Mldom  deficient  in  vigour.  We  trust  that  he  wilt 
ttudy  the  best  models,  and  correct  his  teste,  without  < 
*  becoming  a  slansh  copyisL 

The  Citizen  ;  a  SudHraOie  Poak,  In  Five  Caitoi.  To 
■aUch  u  aided,  tfelton't  Gint-i  a  Famu  Ih  Tm 
Partt.    By  Edvard  MaUagne,    Svo.  pp.  }£$. 

What,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  ptild  ludtice  tbe 
author  to  think  (hat  the  two  tliii^,  which  he  ctjia 
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yoems,  were  worthy  of  publicntion?  They  havo  n^*' 
ther  rhime  nor  reason.  Poor  Author!  h«  u  certainly 
in  a  sad  way ! 

**  Let  him  be  kept  from  pipcri  pen*  And  Ink  i 
So  may  he  cease  to  writei  ana  learn  to  think.** 

Poemti  chiefly  descriptrce  of  the  iofier  and  more  delicate 
SensatUms  and  Emoiiom  qf  the  Heart  /  original  and 
troMlatedf  or  imitatedfrom  the  Works  of  Cctncr,  By 
Ri^fert  FelloleeSf  A.M.  Oxon,    Small  8vo.  pp.  151. 

As  a  theologian^  Mr.  Fellowei  has  acquired  a  tM« 
rited  reputation.  As  a  poet,  he  must  not  expect  Ut 
gain  much  credit.  Many  of  his  ideas  afo  good,  but 
he  has  put  them  into  tuch  an  uncouth  dress,  that  they 
liave  almost  a  ludicreus  appearance.  In  labouring  ior 
avoid  ^  a  bloated  and  orerstrained  phra«e#dogy,^he 
has  fallen  into  the  opposite  defect  His  vefsmcation 
also  is  frequently  flat  and  unmusical.  Tbi!se  faults, 
however,  may,  we  are  convinced,  be  attributed,  in  a 
great  degree,  to  the  carelessness  of  the  author.  He 
can  write  better  if  be  will  resolve  to  do  it« 

Peemf.    By  the  Rev*  Kciard  Mont,  M,  A.  and  ki0 
Tdkm  ef  Oriel  ColUge,    Small  Svo«  pp«  t33. 

These  poens  deserve  to  And  a  pl«ee  in  the  libfSff 
of  every  perMm  of  ^j^oetioil  taete*  They  arc  chastdy 
eiepmy  and  at  the  same  time  aoi  dfrliaf^fft  in  mtktm^ 
don.  We  majf  however,  spate  our  crt^cnntf  as  (Ait 
rtMden  have  Imd  an  opportonirty  of  ifyfmihg  th^nf  crwn 

1802  aai  180$,  some  of  Ins  pwces  were  tmerUd, 
Tkwa  h«  has  flow  paUisUd  aft  at  least  of  eqimi  meriir 
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F>ttm,  an  vaAiait  Sidneclt,     DaliealeS  frg  f  rnuuMH  f» 
^ '    lie   Right  Hon.    Coaxttu   i>/    Ettri.  '  By   HemritlU 
JJarru.     Small  Svo.  pp.  158. 

Mrs.  Har&is  ti secured,  at  far  u  re^Hs  this  ro* 
IvDie,  froin  all  p«cuniaiy  lots,  by  a  rcspcciable  nnmber 
of  lobscribcrs,  and  we  feci,  therefore,  Irss  hesitation 
In  tayin^  that  her  vtises  ore  iiot  such  ax  can  be  ho- 
nrnly  |>rai:ied.  She  has  little  or  no  fancy ;  her  de- 
•criptive  ponvers  hardly  ri»e  lo  mediocrity;  aiiilhers^le 
l«  exceedingly  incorrect.  A  poet  :>he  certainly  is  not, 
bat  the  appears  lo  be  an  amiable  wDman,  of  MKial 
fcclings  and  unimpeachable  morallly. 

tittun  of  SiiUtttde.  A  ('ollrcti<m  cf  original  Poemt,  neno 
_fint  pubtisJied.  By  Charlutit  Docre ;  btttrr  knaicn  by 
the  A'oTne  of'  Ho»a  Matilda.  Small  Svo.  2  VoU.  pp. 
276". 

Ros*  Matilda  has  some  imagination,  some  com- 
mand of  language,  and  some  talent  for  rhyming  and 
vtrnifying,  but  she  is,  at  present,  lamentably  deficient 
in  taste  and  judgment.  She  would,  we  think,  have 
acted  more  wisely  bad  she  excluded  from  her  collec- 
tion nearly  one  half  of  her  poems,  and  bestowed  on 
the  remainder  a  careful  revision.  It  is  quality,  not 
quantity,  that  gains  the  poetical  crown. 

Original  Poetry.     By  a  Member  of  Christ  Coliegt,  Cam- 
bridge.   Small  Svo.  pp.  IBS. 

In  the  whole  of  this  volume  there  is  not  a  single 
fine  which  can  with  any  justice  lay  claim  to  the  title 
of  poetry.  Of  originality  or  elegance  there  is  none; 
of  insipidity,  bad  ta^e,  and  clumsy  composition,  there 
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it  an  abundance*    The  vQlume  has  indeed  one  merit, 
t]ut  of  being  small  in  size,  and  Iposely  printed. 

Poems,  written  on  deferent  Occasions,  By  Ckatktt^ 
JUchardson.  To  which  is  prefixed  some  Account  of  the 
Author^  together  with  the  Reasons  which  have  led  to  their 
Publication  ;  by  the  Editor ^  Catherine  Cappe,  Printed 
by  Subscription,  for  the  Benefit  of  the  Author •  Crown 
8vo.  pp.  153. 

tTHSSB  poems  were  not  written,  nor  are^  they  pub« 
)is&edy  to  obtain  for  their  author  a  poetical  reputation, 
J)Ut  to  solace  her  past  sorrows,  and  provide  for  her 
future  subsistence.  The  writer  well  deserves  to  be 
patronized.  She  is  not  a  poet,  but  she  possesses  a 
good  heart,  good  morals,  and  a  mind  superior  to  her 
station.  Her  verses  are  by  no  means  destitute  of  merit. 
It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  efforts  of  her  benevolent 
editor  will  procure  a  sufficient  sum  to  place  Mrs.  Ri» 
ehardson  above  the  reach  of  want. 

Th€  Wild  Harp's  Murmurs;  or  Rustic  Strains.  By  2>. 
Service,  Dedicated,  by  Permission,  to  his  Chrace  the 
Duke  of  Argyle.    C^own  8vo.  pp:  92. 

M^.  Service  has,  we  believe,  a  "  calling/'  which 
it  will  be  prudent  in  him  not  to  abandon  for  the.^'  idle 
trade''  of  poetry.  Let  him  amuse  himself  with  writings 
verse,  but  let  him  not  publish  his  compositions  in  the 
hope  of  their  procuring  him  subsistence,  as  they  ani 
not  of  a  kind  to  authorize  such  a  hope.  Considered^ 
however,  as  the  production  of  a  self-educated  man, 
who  has  sedulously  laboured  to  improve  his  mind,  this 
volume  deserves  to  me«t  with  a  share  of  patronage. 
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iSa;  o^Kt  Sorrmm  of  Pffer.  Elfglfs  to  the  King, 
xjordi  Grtmille,  Petty,  Erstine,  lie  Bishop  of  London, 
Meisrs.  Fox,  Shrriilan,  SfC.  ^c.  By  P.  Pindar,  Etq, 
Small  8vo.  pp.  169. 

Di'LKESi,  vanity,  uul  tcurrility,  arc  all  that  the 
'>>r[uiiste  reader  will  be  able  to  lind  in  the  largest 
of   Peter  Pindar's  volume.     Poor  Peter  makei 
.J  efforts  lo  be  witty,  but  lliey  are  all  abortive, 
most  laughable  [laits  of  his  volume  are  thoK 
—'■-re  he  seriously  [alksof  his  virtues! !  His  "  Sorrow^ 
I  us  concern  only  upon  one  account, — which  i»  thM 
have  been  obbged  to  read  about  tliem,      PetCf. 
"  lo  think  himself  hardly  used  that  he  has  nat\ 
rarded  by  a  pension  for  his  services.     We  cer— J 
o  woader  that  for  ibose  services  be  was  no^f 
^d  with  a  lodgin»  at  lea&t.     He  seems  to  have  « 
„..j[  longing  for  a  suite  of  apartments  in  the  Britiijf' 
Musctim ;  but,  with  nil  due  submis-Mon,  we  are  of  opir 
nion  thai  we  could  point  out  for  him  a  place  of  resi- 
dence much  more  suitable  to  his  merit.    Tospeakwith 
this  severity  k  painfal  to  us,  because  Peter  uuce  Aif 
played  talents  of  no  comfiion  kind. 

Tht  Poetical  Worh  of  William  Juliut  MicMe ;  inchidatg 
tntral  original  Piectt,  mth  a  new  Lift  of  tie  Author. 
.     By  the  Sev.  John  Sim,  A.  B.  /ate  of  Sf.  AlbanrEal!, 
O^'ord.     Small  12nio,  pp.  188. 

Mr.  Sim  it  assuredly  a  perfect  novice  in  the  art  of 
making  a  big  book  out  of  scanty  materials;  or,  in 
|llain  words,  the  art  of  picking  pockets  without  rui>T 
hing  the  risk  of  punishment.  A  resolute  hook  spinner 
would  have  made  a  large  quarto  at  least,  perhaps  two, 
nut  of  what  Mr.  Sim  has  squeezed  into  a  duodecimo 
vdtume.     In  the  name,  however,  of  every  lover  of 
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poetry,  W0  thank  Mr.  Sipi  for  his  unassuming  edition 
of  Mipkle'9  poems.  Mickle  is  entitled  to  no  humble 
station  pn  the  British  Parnassus.  This  edition  of  his 
>vorks  is  calculated  to  make  his  name  and  merits  as 
(extensively  known  as  they  deserve  to  be.  The  life  is 
full  and  satisfactory,  fad  is  neatly  written, 

yAe  L^re  of  Love.    Small  8vo,  2  Vols.  pp.  355. 

*^  The  Lyre  of  Love/'  is  a  selection  from  the  whol« 
inass  of  English  amatory  poetry.  A  chronological  ar* 
rangement  is  followjed,  and  a  bcief  notice  gfyen  of  each 
author.  The  number  of  i^uthors  from  whom  extracts 
^ave  been  taken  amounts  to  ninety-eight.  In  the  ex^ 
iBUtion  of  his  t^k,  the  editochas  displayed  much  taste 
and  judgmei^t.  His  discrimination  in  selecting  can 
seldom  be  quesfionf d ;  and  his  hiographi^ial  sketches^ 
though  of  necessity  concise^  are  spirited  and  correct* 
At  the  end  of  the  second  volume  he  has  inserted  some 
original  po^ms,  of  his  own  composjtion,  which  are 
worthy  of  praise  for  theiir  animation  and  elegance, 

J^UM  Poeticcp.  Cfmsisting  of  a  serio-comic  iPoetnyon  tht 
Pursuits  of  Mankind^  with  several  small  ongitud  Pieces^ 
<m  xarious  Subjects,  By  W.  A.  Hailes,  Writing 
Mastery  and  Teacher  of  various  Branches  of  the  Ma^ 
thcmatics.     Svo^  pp.  88. 

Miji.  Hailes,  as  appears  from  his  preface,  m^ 
claim  the  merit  of  having,  under  very  disadvantageous 
circumstances,  acquired  a  considerable  share  of  know« 
ledge.  By  his  own  unaided  ^ertions  he  made  him* 
^elf  master  of  some  branches  m  the  mathematics,  and 
pbtained  ai>  insight  into  Latin  and  Hebrew.  For  this 
^c  deserves  praise.    His  verses  we  cannot  praise*  They 
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ery  flat  and  very  Urac.  We  do  iiot  advite  him 
never  to  mriU:  vcnr  agiiin,  but  wi'  seriously  advise  kim 
to  forbear  from  cum  milling  any  more  of  bis  vcnes  to 
tJie  pKss. 

Sinumidea.     Small  8vo.  pp.  98. 

We  should  have  been  much  better  pleased  with  the 
author  of  these  poems  if  he  had  kindly  made  them 
more  easy,  than  they  are,  to  be  understood.  He 
seems,  in  numerous  instances,  to  make  the  puxzling  of 
bis  reader  a  point  of  honour.  Why,  if  he  meant  to  be 
tininietligiblc,  did  he  not  at  once  make  use  of  hiero- 

Jlyphicsf  Obscure,  however,  as  he  >»,  he  possesses  a 
irgc  share  of  poetical  talent.  There  are  many  beau> 
tifut  passage*  in  his  little  volume,  and  he  might,  with- 
out any  trouble  to  himself,  have  increased  their 
number. 

Cromrr.    A  daertptite  Potm.     Small  8vo.  pp.  57< 

**  Cromek,"  though  it  cannot  ratik  among  our  best 
deicriptive  poems,  is  nut  devoid  of  merit.  The  author 
it  ftn  observer  of  nature,  and  a  man  of  a  benevolent 
mind.  Some  of  his  delineations  are  conceived  and  ex- 
ecuted with  spirit.  His  versification  is  in  general  suf- 
jcientty  flowing.  We  must,  however,  remind  him  that 
Alexandrine  lities  ought  never  to  be  found  in  blauk 


Ba^  an  Hom^t  Lounge ;  or  Pomt,  by  Riekmal  Jtfon- 

gnali.    C|pwn  Svo>  pp.  80. 

Half  an  hour  may,  doubtless,  be  worse  spent  than 

in  leadiDg  these  poems,  most  sf  which  were,  perhaps, 
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^rjttun  in  a  shortet  time.  Some  of  theiAre  entitled 
to  an  appellation  often  bestowed  by  ladies-^that  of 
pretty. 

^ulogiei,  or  Poiiticat  Ckaraciemtics :  a  Poem,  entbrttdng 
several  Topics:  with  some  Sketches  of  Grtnville,  Piit^ 
FoXf  SfC.    By  the  Author  of  Hezekiah,    8vo.    pp.  55. 

Should  any  pelrsoti  hdar  that  the  ftuthor  of  these 
**■  Eulogies''  intends  to  bepraise  him>  he  will  act 
wisely  in  begging,  or  cVen  buying,  himself  off  from  S0 
much  disgrace.  The  author  of  **  Hezekiah,"  and,  of 
these  charming  "  Eulogies,"  is  one  of  the  most  raise** 
rable  scribblers  that  ever  wasted  pens,  ink  and  papers 

The  Muses*  Tribute.  A  Monody^  to  ike  Memory  of  that 
most  illustrious  of  Statesmen,  the  Right  Hon.  fVUliltm 
Fitty  late  Chancellor  of  his  Majesty's  Exchequtr^  S^^C. 
SfC.  8fC.  By  J.  B.  Orme,  Esq.,  Author  of  the  Pursuit 
tf  Happiness,  SfC,  With  Notes,  biographical  and  ex" 
planatory;  forming  a  Compendium  of  his  Life  dnd 
great  national  Achievements;  extracted  from  the  Opt" 
nions  of  sex^eral  Folitital  Writers  of  Eminence.  With 
the  Debates  in  Farliamtnt,  on  the  Merits  of  his  long 
xind  ardent.  Administration.     8vo,  pp.  52- 

This  tribute  manifestly  coihes  from  those  Muses  who 
inspire  the  bellifian  at  Christmas,  and  who  have  blessed 
Mr.  Orme  with  all  the  fullness  oif  their  inspiration.  If 
our  readers  wish  for  a  hearty  laugh,  we  advise  them 
to  purchase  Mr.  Orme's  monody.  The  notes  from 
?*  political  writers  of  eminence,"  are  extracted  from 
the  magazines  and  newspapers ! 
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jiHtMiifnv  tit  Memory  of  the  Right  Bon.  WiBia» 
"-Pitt,  •a&Hai  Ekot/  on  fiU  Ckaracltr  and  Endowntnta. 
Bg  TAamas  SJi/rley.  Dedicated,  by  Permission.,  to  He 
Right  Hon.  Lord  liauikes/niri/,   ^e.  ^'f-     Svo.   pp. 

Mr.  SHiELcr  is  a  worthy  rival  of  Mr.  Orme.  It 
wouliil  be  a  difficult  taaV  to  decide  which  has  the 
greatest  quantum  of  demerit.  To  those  who  like  suck 
Btantas  as  the  following,  Mr.  Shirley's  poem  may  itfford 
pleasure. 

"  Sublime,  in  awful  po**t  Fill  rul'd  the  rtale. 
In  lire')  Jong  Iflhours  Hercules  outshone, 
Crnjh'd  faclkiii'i  aiBkes,  iini)  vbIdidui  ds  great, 

Saii'd  hu  atrong  sbicld  beibre  hit  monareli'i  thrane," 


"  Be  met  iJie  danger.  He  iDblimely  ilione. 


And  blend  bit  huno 


rully'j 
with  the  Ruman'i  farae." 


These  are  nut  the  worst  stanzas  in  the  p&mphtet. 
The  prose  is  of  equal  value  with  the  verse. 

Tie  Puraatt  of  Painting;  or  poetical  Poriraitt  from 
that  distinguished  Assemblage  of  Beauties,  tlie  Exhibi- 
tion of  lfe05 ,  humbly  dedicated  to  the  Author  of  the 
Pursuits  of  JAterature,     4t0.  ppi  SC. 

This  poem  seems  to  be  the  careless  preduction  of 
some  person  who  can  write  better.  It  was,  most  pro- 
bably, composed  in  little  more  time  than  is,  required 
to  read  it.  Several  passages,  nevertheless,  are  both  ijo- 
lithtd  and  spirited. 
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Sir  Christopher  Baiton^s  Ghost;  or^  a  Whisper  to  the 
Fair.  By  Simon  Susurr,  Esq.  of  the  Middle  Templei 
4to.  pp.  24b 

This  is  a  very  pleasant  poetical  attack  on  the  mo- 
dern fashion  among  the  ladies,  of  increasing  their 
stock  of  scientific  knowledge,  or  rather  of  scientific 
jargon,  and  of  diminishing,  to  the  least  possible  quan* 
tity,  the  articles  of  dress  which  they  wear.  The  au« 
thor  is  evidently  a  man  of  wit  and  general  knowledge. 

The  Lffoe  of  Glory.    A  Poem,    4to»   pp.  56. 

Reader,  you  shall  be  treated  with  a  specimen  or 
two  of  this  lovely  and  glorious  poem,  called  "  The 
Love  of  Glory,"  for  we  have  no  churlish  wish  to  keep 
all  the  good  things  of  the  world  to  ourselves. 

**  The  name  of  Cyrus  in  the  sacred  page 
Is  mention*(i»  as  tlie  chosen  of  tlie  Lord  « 

To  execute  his  will  spon  the  earthy 
And  send  his  people  to  their  holy  land* 
Jerusalem.    The  first  year  of  his  reign 
Saw  their  return :  its  temple  was  rebnilt» 
And  rose  more  beauteous  than  before  its  fall.*^ 

A  little  farther  on  the  author  tells  us  that-«« 

'*  The  choicest  cedars  were  cut  down  and  hew'd* 
To  build  the  temple  of  Jerusalem. 
But  far  from  thence  tlie  masons  squarad  the  stonef» 
And  joiners  fitted  or  shap'd  out  the  wood, 
For  ncitlier  "  hammer,  axe»  nor  any  other  tool 
Of  iron/'  iu  the  temple  was  to  sound 
From  its  foundation  till  it  were  complete." 

What  the  deuce !  reader,  are  you  dosing  already? 
Fa»t  asleep,  by  Jove!  Come,  come,  rouse  up!  If  fouiy 
teen  lines  produce  such  an  effect  upon  you,  think  w^at 
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R  poweTftil  effect  975  lines,  bII  eqaally  sopnTifie,  ntlSt 
have  producrti  U|K)n  us.  Aii !  rradcr,  ncvpr,  for  the 
futun-,  wonder  ibat  cj'illcs  uri^  such  crabbed  fellovs. 

Tke  Bf  rt.  A  Voem,  in  Four  Boohs.  With  Notes,  worn/, 
political,  and  philosophical.  By  John  F.vnni,  M.D. 
F.  R.  M.  S.  Eilinb.     Hook  1.     4to.  jip.  79. 

Dr.  Etaks  is  the  first  English  author  who  has 
writttn  B  rtguiar  poem  on  the  subject  ol'  Bees,  The 
Bees  arc  fortunate  in  their  bard.  Dr.  Evans  is  at) 
elegant,  am'ising,  and  iiuiructtTC  writer.  We  may 
expect  to  receive  much  pleasure  from  tlie  remaining 
books  of  his  jioem. 


VacciBia;  or  tic  Trimnpk  of  Beavty,     4ta.  pp.  18^      j^m 

The  concluding  line  of  the  motto,  which  the  author  T| 
of  ihin  pi'tm  bus  sclccled  frum  Pope,  tells  us  ihaf 
"none  can  cotnpass  more  than  they  intend."  We  are 
decidedly  of  opinion  that  the  fallacy  of  Pope's  asser- 
tion is  fully  proved  by  the  author  of  "  Vaccinia,"  who 
assuredly  .lid  iiot  inti-nd  to  make  himself  be  coniiidcircd 
as  one  of  ihe  worst  writers  in  the  world,  but  who 
ha«,  nevertheless,  compasised  it  in  the  motit  cSiKlual 
man  nee 

An  Efrgv  <«  '^*  ^'■"'^  "f  ^^^"'y  ^'''^^  if'ltite,  viio 
died,  at  St.  John's  Coilcge,  Cambridge,  October  \% 
1806.     +to.  pp.  14. 

This  is  a  most  u.ipoctical  tribute  to  the  memory  of 
a  youth  who  possessed  liigli  poetical  talents.  I'he  au- 
thor requests  ihe  critics  to  "  attribute  his  poetic^ 
errors  to  the  honest  warmth  of  his  feelings,  which, 
perhaps,   prcveulcd  bim  frQm  arranging  his  linages 
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with  due  regard  to  beauty  of  expression,  andliarmony 
of  numbers  l"     A  more  strange  sort  of  apology  was 
surely  never  made.    Warm  feelings  have  generally  been 
'thought  to  be  favourable  to  poetical  expression. 

Datflesford,     A  Poem.    Dedicated  to  Mrs.  Hastings^ 

4to.  pp.  12. 

Daylesford  is  the  scat  of  Warren  Hastings,  Esq. 
We  understand  that  it  is  a  beautiful  place;  but,  if  we 
may  judge  from  the  poem  before  us,  its  inspiring  power 
on  the  bard  is  not  very  strong.  The  present  bard, 
however,  though  he  can  boast  liule  poetical  merit,  has 
a  large  share  of  gratitude.  He  has  received  benefits 
from  Mr,  Hastings,  and  he  acknowledges  them  with  a 
praisc-wortfajr  w^rnjtlj  of  affection. 

Ulm  and  Trafalgar.    4to.  pp.  10. 

This  little  poem  seems  to  be  the  hasty  composition 
of  a  writer  of  taste  and  genius.  It  contains  several 
passages  that  are  at  once  elegant  and  vigorous.  ' 

TJie  Fight  of  Trafalgar.  BjfG.  D,  Harley,  Comedian. 
Author  of  Foemsy  Ballad  Storic^y  Molj/hcad  Honfiets^ 
^c.  ^c.    4to.  pp,  24f 

Thbre  are  some  good  ideas,  and  some  good  lines, 
in  this  poem ;  and  there  is  also  much  attectation  and 
bad  taste.  The  defects  of  the  composition*  heavily 
preponderate.  Mr.  Harley  has  chosen  his  worst  stanza 
08  a  motto,  and  it  affords  a  complete  specimen  of  the 
Ij^i^lts  of  his  style. 

^13 
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tne  Batik  of  Tntfalgar.  Stanzas.  By  ike  Bjto.  Jamn 
Beresfordy  A.  Ai.  Fellow  of  Merton  College^  Oxford^ 
To  which  is  added.  Nelsons  last  Victory:  a  Son^m 
By  a  Friend.     4to.  pp,  11, 

Mr*  Beresford  cannot  be  congratulated  on  tbe 
success  of  bis  attempt  to  sing  the  triumph  and  fall  of 
tbe  gallant,  tbc  glorious  Nelson.  His  stanzas  are  dif-» 
ficult  to  ready  and  still  more  difficult  to  remember* 
The  Song,  by  a  friend,  is  equally  unpoeticaU 

The  Death  of  the  Hero.     Verses  to  the  Memory  of  Lord 
ViscoutU  Nelson.     4to,  pp.  8. 

TliE  author  of  these  verses  has  done  wisely  not  to 
put  his  name  to  them.  Trash  more  worthless  we  never 
read,  and  that  is  saying  not  a  little.  T4ie  author  in-« 
de^d  sfH'ms,  on  the  contrary,  to  think  his  production 
a  valuable  commodity.  He  makes  us  pay  a  shilling 
for  a  ppmphlet  of  eight  pages,  containing  only  101 
lines.  We  are,  however,  not  disposed  tcT  quarrel  with 
him  for  giving  such  a  scanty  quantity. 

Verses  on  the  Death  of  the  late  Right  Hon.  Horatio 
Nelson,  Viscount  and  Baron  Nelson  of  the  Nile,  <l^c, 
^c.  By  Richard  Loicc,  Master  of  the  Acadany^ 
Panton  Square,  Haymarket.     4to.  pp.  8. 

Another  shilling's  worth  of  metre  on  the  death  of 
our  lamented  Nelson!  The  verses,  though  much  better 
than  those  called  *'  The  Death  of  the  Hero,"  are  too 
deaf  at  a  shilling.  There  is  nothing  in  them  new  or 
striking.  Mr.  Lowe  would,  we  think,  have  done  wisely 
had  he  sent  them  to  a  magazine,  instead  of  publishing 
them  in  their  present  form. 
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SATIRE. 

JSigfis  of  the  Timers;   or  a  Dialogue  in  Vene.     8vo. 

pp.  45* 

The  author  of  this  dialogue  has  a  talent  for  satirical 
composition.  There  is  great  spirit  in  many  parts  of 
his  poem,  and  his  objects  of  satire  are  properly  chosen* 
His  title  is  injudicious,  as  it  leads  the  reader  to  ima« 
gine  that  the  author  has  taken  a  wider  scope  than  he 
has  really  done.  His  vei-sificalion  is  sometimes  harsh 
and  negligent. 

Corruption,  A  Saiire;  with  Notes.  Bif  Thomoi  Clio 
Rickmauy  Author  of  the  Fallen  Cottage j  Foem$  in  Two 
Volumesj  Letter  to  Mr.  Pitt,  SfC.  S^c.  Imcribed  to 
those  whose  Country  is  the  Worlds  and  whose  Religion 
is  to  do  good.    8vo,  pp.  46« 

CoRRUPTroN  we  always,  on  public  grounds,  de- 
tested. VVe  have  now  a  private  reason  also  for  our  de» 
testation  of  it.  If  corruption  had  not  existed,  we 
should  not  have  been  under  the  necessity  of  reading 
Mr.  Clio  Hickman's  satire.  One  bad  thing  generates 
another.  Mr.  Clto  Rickman  is  as  dull  a  writer  as  ever 
blotted  paper.  He  is  a  living  proof  that  Mr.  Shandy^s 
theory  on  the  efficacy  of  well-chosen  names  is  without 
foundation.  Had  he  been  called  Bavius  or  Mopoius^ 
instead  of  Clio,  he  could  not  have  been  a  worse  scrib- 
bler of  rhimcs. 


lU 


1,   f'Ofl^'" 


Ilr  Poehai!  fTuTit  m  Sir  Dmid  laridsej  vf  tk  Jtfov^ 
LwB  KiBs  a!  Armt,  wider  Jama  V.  A  »rzr  Edkitaf 
euTTtctea  aad  eaUrged:  T^i  a  lift  ig  tie  Attier^ 
yrnaiart  liittcrtetim*.,  and  om  affoi^nate  Giosscrf. 
Bi  Gairgi  CiahKcn,  I'.  H-  &.  S.  J.  Crom  Svo.  's 
Vos.  pp.  13I-1. 

Mx.  Ci3ALM£.B:&,  wbo  is  m  ^^  pBin^taJkiDg  sort  of 
pmilc.iDBJi,  ha£  here  pre&euied  the  public  siti  a  good 
*diiitin  of  Sir  Davjd  Luidsav's  piietic&l  works.  The 
hie  and  ttitw  riaiioni  are  sitiaiacu»rj ;  and  ite  glossary 
vill  be  ioaad  ol  gran  use. 

Tifular  BaOadt  aid  Songf,  from  Traditioti,  Maummptt, 
md  scarce    Editigat;    K^t^   Trmulatioiu  of  taail^r 
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Pieces  from  the  Danish  Language^  and  a  fern  Originalt 
by  the  Editor^  By  Robert  Jamiesottp  A.  JUL  and 
F.  A.  S.     8vo.  2  Vols.  pp.  780. 

This  collection  of  Popular  Ballads  and  Songs  forms 
A  proper  supplement  to  Mr.  Scott's  "  Minstrelsy,*'  and 
pther  works  of  a  similar  kind.  Mr.  Jamicson  has  per* 
formed  tbe  task  of  an  editor  with  diligence  and  fide- 
lity. His  own  translations  and  originals  are  not  uU'r 
worthy  of  praise. 
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TRANSLATIONS. 


The  Iliad  of  Homer:  translated  into  Blank  Verse^  xoith 
Notes,  By  P.  Williams^  jD.  D.  Archdeacon  of  Me^ 
rioneth,  Chaplain  to  the  Bishop  of  Bangor ^  and  Rector 
of  Uafibcdrogf  Caernarvonshire.  Book  I.  Small 
8vo.  pp.  94. 

Archdeacon  Williams  is  a  learned  and  a  modest 
man,  and  we  therefore  feel  pain  in  telling  him  that  his 
version  of  Homer  will  not  gain  him  any  reputation. 
He  hafi  completely  failed  in  his  attempt  ^^  to  represent 
the  Boble  bard  in  a  characteristic  English  dress."  ''  I 
hope,"  he  says  too,  **  that  the  style  will  not  bo  found 
bald^  nor  the  verie  tame  or  uncouth."  In  this  hope 
he  is  disappointed,  A  more  bald  style,  and  uncouth 
versification  we  have  never  seen.  Lines  nearly  as  bad 
as  the  following  occur  in  almost  every  page, — "  Infal- 
lible and  inevitable."  "  Yea,  by  this  sceptre  doomed 
jiever  to  produce."  There  is  also  in  some  parts  a  vul- 
garity of  expression  which  makes  Homer  look  quite 
tudicrous.    Agan^eipnon  ^'  rudely  seut  of  Calchas, 
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"  Pm  off  for  PIiiliU,'  s»js  AdiillK.  "■'  Wilh  fven 
WwtT  mfn  th»o  you,"  s»js  Neior,  "  I've  dealing 
bid,  aAJ  ihpy  nr'er  held  me  cheap."  The  notes  to 
tfae  truitlaiifn  Bsr  the  only  part  of  ibc  traoUator*! 
kboan  «1uch  cwi  cisin  a&y  pnbe. 


djg^r  >««  ty  Gmi  Jnlioiogy,    Kith 
Crown  8ro.  pp.  288.' 

The  aalbor  aam  bdbre  os  ffainn  nith  equal  lustre 
n  timnAuias  aad  ori^mal  composition.  His  volume 
n  me  of  the  awH  pkxang 

M«  dinbjn  »  odc?  leaning,  viiour,  and  elegance. 
Kar  h  Ihi  prrne  at  all  wfeiiuf  lo  fai«  i>ersc.  It  faas  in- 
deed a  more  ibao  cohubod  pimiuo  of  merit.  Wc  hnpe 
■n  suilkor  so  capable  as  the  present  of  blending  inform 
uatiua  vitb  UBasemeDt  will  uut  suffer  his  pen  to  re-< 
main  inactiif. 

Thr  Satirtt  of  Aalat  Pertiut  Ftaeeut:  tranataied  tula 
EMgliti  Fehe,  Kiti  lie  LaiiM  Ttxl,  and  A'ola.  Svo. 
pp.  ^70. 

Tuis  is  the  sixth  tnuulatioD  of  Persios  which  has 
appealed  in  our  langvage.  A  perfect  English  version 
of  the  Roman  poet  still,  honeTer,  remains  to  be  made. 
The  present  translator,  though  not  without  merit,  is, 
oo  the  whole,  iuterior  to  some  of  his  predecessors, 

Uiteeitowtms  Potticai  Tnatlatitm*;  to  wiici  it  adJed, 
a  Ijitm  Prke  Etsinf.  £«  tie  Rrr.  Frtaidt  Htmet. 
pp.  158. 

This  little  rolume  has  so  much  merit,  that  we  shall 
not  be  sorry  to  see  aoothei  from  ibe  same  author 


I 
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Mr.  Howes  translates  with  spirit  and  elegance;  ancf 
this,  be  it  known,  is  not  to  be  done  c[uite  so  easily  at 
some  persons  seem  to  imagine. 

The  Jnferno  of  Dante  AHghieri.  Canto  x  v 1 1 1 .  — xxxit. 
With  a  Translation  in  English  Blank  Ferse,  NottMyOnda 
Idfe  of' the  Author.  By  the  Kev.  Henry  Francis  Cary^ 
A.M.     Small  8vo.  pp.  318. 

In  the  Poetical  Register  for  1805,  we  noticed,  with 
due  praise,  the  first  volume  of  Mr.  Gary's  translation* 
He  has  now  completed  the  Inferno,  and  has  executed 
the  latter  part  of  his  task  with  the  same  spirit  and  fidc^ 
lity  which  characterized  the  former.  In  closeness  of 
translation  he  has  even  gone  beyond  what  he  before 
effected.  The  English  version  of  the  last  seventeen 
cantos  of  the  Inferno  occupies  fifty-six  lines  less  than 
the  original ! 

Select  Icelandic  Foetry ;  translated  frcm  the  OriginalSf 
with  NottSf  Part  Second,  By  the  Hon,  W.  Herberts 
8vo.  pp.  89» 

Th^  first  part  of  this  work  was  noticed,  with  the 
praise  which  it  deserved,  in  the  volume  for  1804.  The 
same  praise  is  justly  due  to  the  second*  There  is  no 
man  more  capable  than  Mr.  Herbert  of  naturalizing 
in  England  the  northern  poetry,  and  we  trust  that  he 
will  not  slacken  in  his  exertions  towards  effecting  that 
desirable  purpose. 

Translation^  fr<m  the  Italian,  Spanish,  Portuguese,  Ger* 
man,  SfC,  To  which  is  added.  Miscellaneous  Poetry, 
Part  Second.    By  the  Hon,  W.  Herbert,    ^vo*  pp, 

in. 
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0>  ihm  ■orir,  aim,  Ae  fat  put  sw  aotiord  ■■  Mf 
MlNMBtKUBC    A*  a.tr«iri<Mr.  Mx.  Itofcat  i—hl 


1,  rrmJerri  twin  Vme;  vifi 
bxM  Md  liMcnod  Dimrtt^tm  oa  fie  Jatifmtt  »f 

Tk>  pRJiauaary  Jiscoanr^  ptc&xcd  by  Ur.  M'Do- 
mU  to  bis  Uwt^latioB^  cf  captn  I9S  paga  vf  bb  «a- 
Iwae;  and  i*,  wiUioal  ucoiliu*,  oor  uf  tbe  wont 
yiccs  of  wriOng  in  tbc  woriii.  Glad  indeed  wnc  «e 
ybcD  wc  lowbnl  ibe  rad  «(it.  Tlte  traalalioas  am 
BCBfly  k»  bad  as  their  ccmpaokia  the  discuunc  Mr. 
,M-l>Lnald    hai    curaniirud    loc^:    crii.,1    nuriier    upt-u 

OUUD* 


DRAMA. 

usacted   plats. 

The  Fall*  of  Cli/de,  or  tht  Fairies.  A  Scotisk  Dramatic 
Ftutorai.  Injire  Acts.  With  three  preliminary  Dis- 
tertalioni,     8vo.  pp.  241. 

~         "  pastoral  excites  considerable  interest 

many  passages  oj"  poetical  merit.  Tlie 
characters  are  welt  iinagineil  and  sujiportcd.  The' 
author  is  evidently  a  man  of  feeling,  lastc,  and  infor- 
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Tdalion.  His  preliminary  essays,  and  the  notes  to  tlio 
essays  and  poems  arc  written  with  neatness  and  spirit, 
and  show  that  he  has  studied  the  subject  upon  which 
he  writes. 

Dion^    A  Tragedy;  and  Miscellaneous  Poetry.    By  G 
A.  RhedeSy  Esq.     Small  8vo.  pp.  193. 

The  perusal  of  this  volume  will  afford  pleasure  to 
the  lovers  of  poetry  and  the  drama.  The  characters 
of  the  tragedy  of  Dion  are  drawn  with  spirit,  the  lan- 
guage is  poetical,  and  the  interest  of  the  piece  is  well 
sustained.  The  miscellaneous  poetry  is  elegant  and 
animated. 

TAe  Fall  of  the  Mogul,  A  Tragedy;  founded  on  an  in-' 
teresting  Portion  of  Indian  History^  and  attempted 
partly  on  the  Greek  Model:  with  other  occasional 
Poems.  By  the  Author  of  Indian  Antiquities.  8vo. 
pp.  153. 

This  tragedy  is  better  calculated  for  the  closet  than 
the  stage.  For  the  latter  it  has  not  sufficient  plot  and 
incident.  It  will  afford  gratification  in  the  perusal,  as 
the  sentiments  are  elevated,  and  expressed  in  language 
which  is  highly  poetical.  The  chorusses,  which  are 
in  blank  verse,  are  among  its  finest  passages.  The  oc- 
casional poems  are  worthy  of  the  writer. 

The  Sultana  ;  or  the  Jealous  Queen.    A  Tragedy.    By 
WiHiam  Gardiner.     Crown  8vo.  pp.  92. 

This  tragedy  is  one  of  the  most  ludicrous  produc- 
tions it  has  ever  been  our  chance  to  read.  The  plot  is 
poorly  contrived,  and  the  characters  are  faintly  drawn. 
But  what  shall  we  say  of  the  language  and  versifica- 
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tfosf  Thtj  alnott  faeggar  dctciipticm.  Tlie  laagsa^ 
aoanJittM  cra«l>,  mad  sooMinei  ukcs  sucb  flints  m 
we  (ar  bMoari  mortal  ken.  Of  dw  leraifioitioB  we 
,  may  uy  ibat,  "  none  bsi  itself  can  be  its  fwralkl.'* 
To  rpad  Mr.  CaiditiPj's  \me  k  as  laboriooi  a  task  la 
to  walk  over  plungbcd  ground  or  froxeD  vaggon  rutw  | 
Mr.  Gardittcr  every  now  and  titca  pau  m  off  with  a  1 
line  uf  four  or  fiv«  sylUblcs;  but  we  miMt  say  lb U, 
like  an  hoo»t  man,  he  take;  care  wc  Uiall,  on  the 
wbi'lc,  low  nothing  in  quantity,  for  he  neter  fails  to 
balance  )ii«  ihnrt  linn  by  oth^r  lines  of  fourteen  or 
^rtern  tyllablrs.  Some  good  ideas  may  be  found  in 
tbi)  (lUvi  hut  they  are  diifigiired  by  tlic  language  in 
which  they  are  convoytd. 

Tht  Boiiesi  Suldier.     A  Camdf.    In  Fke  Acti.     gvo.  1 
pp.  172.  ^ 

We  can  assure  our  readers  that  we  have  honestly  pei^ 
formedour  duly  of  reading  the  whole  hundred  andseveu- 
ty-two  page*,  containing  the  comedy  of  the  Honest  Sol- 
dier. As  otic  ttttk  of  the  kind  in  a  man's  life  is  quite 
■ufficietit,  ve  never  mean  to  read  them  again ;  and  if 
our  readers  have  any  reliance  upon  our  juclgment,  ihey 
wilt  not  read  them  at  all.  If  any  person  >ihould,  how- 
ever, resolve  to  encounter  such  a  trial,  wii  can  only 
■ay  that  we  wi^h  him  a  good  deliverance. 

Tht  Laughable  larer.  A  Cmnedg.  In  Fhx  Act:  By 
Carol  O'Cattitic.  8vo.  pp.  100. 
THts  comedy  was  rejected  by  the  manager  on  account 
of  its  political  allusions,  and  it  is  oui  opinion  that  he 
acted  perfecitj  right.  The  author,  ot  course,  is  highly 
diesatisfied;  so  much  so  that  he  has  thought  proper  to 
vent  hii  spleen  in  a  "  prefatory  dialogue,"  which  ac- 


^^ 
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cuses  the  theatre  of  corrupting  the  taste  of  the  town. 
In  the  comedy  itself  there  are  some  good  scenes,  and 
the  dialogue  is  often  lively  and  well  written.  Wc  do 
not,  however,  think  that  it  would  have  succeeded  oa 
the  stage. 


ACTED  PLAYS. 


Adelgitha  ;  or  the  Fruits  of  a  single  Error.    A  Tragedy^ 
in  Five  Acts.    Bj/  M.  G.  Louis.    Svo»  pp.  127. 

This  tragedy,  we  believe,  was  offered  to  those  wise- 
acres, the  managers,  and,  with  their  accustomed  taste, 
rejected !  It  was  afterwards  acted  for  a  benefit,  and 
was  warmly  applauded  by  the  public.  To  the  applause 
which  it  received  it  is  justly  entitled.  The  interest 
.which  it  excites  is  powerful,  and  is  sustained  to  the 
\ery  last  scene;  the  characters  are  forcibly  drawn,  and 
iotn  the  language  and  versification  are  highly  poetical. 
Thd  moral,  likewise,  is  unexceptionable.  "  Adel- 
githi^'^  will  certainly  be  numbered  among  the  stock 
plays  of  the  British  theatre. 

Edgar;  or  Caledonian  Feuds.  A  Tragedy.  Nffio  per^ 
forming  with  universal  Applause,  at  the  Theatre  Royals 

"  Covent  Garden.  By  George  Manners,  Esq.  8vo« 
pp.  101. 

Thanks  to  our  gracious  stars!  we  did  not  see  and 
hear  this  tragedy*  To  read  it  we  have  found  quite  a 
sufficient  toil.  Yet  it  excites  pity  and  terror  very 
strongly — pity  for  the  time  which  the  author  has 
Wasted,  and  made  us  waste/  on  this  precious  drama, 
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d  terror  St  Ihcthouglit  tbat  perhaps  wc  may,  tartriit 
UDs,  be  doomed  lo  perut«  other  tragedies  from  tbd 
mme  inimitable  pen.  Ii  it,  iiideed,  a  lamentable  ci>n»' 
position.  Bui  it  ii  dead,  "  dead  as  a  dour  nail,"  and 
we  ought  nut  to  speak  ill  of  ibe  dead.  Peace  to  its 
•tliej.  May  it  never  "  revisit  the  glimpses  of  the 
moon,  makiug  night  hideous." 

J  Hint  lo  Uatbanii*.  A  QamtAy,  in  Fire  AclSi  nnta 
perfortutBg  at  the  Theatre  Roval,  Covent  (iardim.  Bjf 
Richard  CuTnberlund,  Esij.     8vo.  pp.  100. 

This  comedy,  iriough    not   equal  to  several  of  Mrv 
Cumberland's    dramas,    is    greatly    superi 
common  run  of  comi-dies.     It  secnis,  'howi 
better  calculated  for  the  closet  than  the  stage.     Fur  ] 
the  latter  it  appears  not  to  have  sufiicient  iticidciit.  I 
The  dialogue,  iti  blank  verse,  is  elegant  and  animated^ 
ftod  tbe  wit  of  the  piece  is  painted  and  chaste.: 

Adrian  and  Orilla  ;  or  a  Mother's  Vengeance,     A  Plagi 

M  Five  Acl*.     By  IViUiam  Dimond,  Esq.  of  the  Ho^ 

tMvrabk  Society  of  the  Inner  Temple,  Author  of  the 

Hero  of  the  North,  JJ-c.  S^c  &^^.  SfC.     JU  niro  Pe^orm-' 

ingot  t/ie  Theatre  Royal,  CtKent  Garden,  idtk  uni^ 

venai ApplauK,     8vo.   pp.91- 

This  is  by  no  means  a  fault^ess  drnma,  or  nearly  so; 

but  it  is  not  without  considerable  merit.     It  excites  a 

strong  interest,  the  characters  are  welf  supported,  and 

the  dialogue  is  generally  written  with  neatness  anil 

^irit.     Mr.  Dimond  has  improved  his  style.     It  is»o» 

to  inflated  as  in  sofne  «f  ':ii)>  fomicr  playi. 
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The  Vindictive  Man.  A  Comedy^  in  Five  Acts^  oi  it 
was  performed  at  the  Theatre  Rot/al,  Drury  Lane^  By 
Thomas  Holcroft,     8vo.  pp.  84. 

A  SOLEMN  verdict  of  the  public  has  condemned 
"  The  Vindictive  Man"  to  perpetual  banishment  from 
the  theatre.  We  see  no  reason  whatever  to  consider 
the  verdict  as  unjust.  It  appears  also  to  us  that  the 
culprit  will  not  be  more  fortunate  in  the  closet  than  he 
was  on  the  theatre. 

Five  Miles  off;  or,  the  Finger  Post.  A  Comedy,  in  three 
Acts;  as  acted  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Haymarket. 
Written  by  T,  Dibdin,  Author  of  the  Jew  and  Doctor^ 
Birth  Dayy  SfC,  4-c.  ^c.     8vo.  pp.  56. 

This  comedy  is  little  able  to  bear  any  severity  of 
criticism,  and  we  will,  therefore,  in  mercy  dismiss  it 
with  very  few  words.  It  was  first  brought  out  in  the 
year  1806,  and  we  dare  say  will  not  be  performed  in 
any  other  year.  Yet,  like  all  Mr.  Dibdin's  plays,  it 
has  many  laughable  and  pointed  passages.  It  would 
not  make  a  bad  farce.  The  epilogue,  by  Mr.  Colman, 
is  a  witty  performance. 

The  Travellers;  or  Music's  Fascination  *  An  operatic 
Drama,  in  Jive  Acts,  as  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal^ 
Drury  Lane.  By  A.  Cherry,  of  the  Theatre  Rsyal^ 
Drury  Lane,  Author  of  the  Soldier's  Daughter^  Spc^ 
8vo.  pp.  82. 

Ikdeed,  indeed,  Mr.  Cherry,  it  is  too  bad  to  burden 
the  press  with  such  wretched  stuff  as  this  operatic 
drama.  We  shall,  we  suppose,  shortly  see  published 
the  dialogue  spoken  by  the  itinerant  snowmen  in  the 

VOL,  VI.  ^M  m 


^P9  loE  rsat  3.  less  a  ^k  uuju 
Cj(»   .So  ^*   Cv '  ■  JFwai"  J 


■Axi. 


9  ae^  Tas  iio:^  «?  nov^e.   mk.cx^  ^  be  lead. 
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and  then  be  borne,  but  a  pun  eveiy  Aird  line  u 
iutoieiabie. 


Tie  IwviMe  Girl.  A  Piece  m  one  Ad^  at  performed  at 
the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Laae.  Written  by  Theodore 
Edward  Hook,  Author  of  the  Soldier's  Retarm,  8yo. 
pp.  38. 


<c 


Who  breaks  a  butterfly  npon  tbe  wheel  f*  This 
little  piece  is  only  a  theatrical  batterfly;  and  we  feel 
no  inclination  to  treat  it  with  rooghness.  Indeed,  there 
is  no  real  occasion  to  do  so,  for  Uie  butterfly  is  a  pretty 
one* 


M  m  S 
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POETRY. 


EPIC  AND  HEROIC  POEMS, 

Sanl;  a  Poem,  in  tvoo  Farts.    By  William  Soihehy^  Esq. 
«  4to.  pp.  190. 

Of  varied  and  strongly-drawn  character  there  is  not 
much  in  ^the  poem  of  Saul.  In  incident,  and  conse- 
quent interest,  it  is  move  rich.  Its  descriptive  parts 
are,  in  general,  eminently  beautiful.  The  description 
of  Saul's  madness,  of  the  shrine  and  rites  of  Ashtaroth, 
of  the  visit  of  Saul  to  the  witch  of  Endor,  some  of  the 
proems  to  the  books,  and  numerous  other  passages, 
display  the  hand  of  a  master.  The  poem  is  written 
rn  blank  verse,  and,  as  might  be  expected  from  Mr. 
Sotheby,  the  versification  has,  with  a  few  exceptions, 
both  strength  and  melody.  Whenever  it  wants  these 
qualities,  the  fault  is  occasioned  by  too  great  a  num- 
ber of  short  sentences  succeeding  each  other. 

The  Exodiad,  a  Poem.    By  the  Authors  of  Calvary  afid 
Richard  theju-j.    Book  I  to  IV.    4to.  pp.  324* 

From  the  perusal  «f  this  poem  we  have  not  received 
the  pleasure  which  we  flattered  ourselves  we  should 

M  m  4 


sas 

~  ngac^     U  **  Ar  ExoA^r*  Am  »  Ikda 

at  kva  M  br  ■•  «e  fc«k  }«  d 

at  w  H-iioMU    TWn  ' 

mtm\Cmitj,  btk  of  _       . 

■MB  IS  faa^i  ^  H^E  fa^— ^'^  bank  ani  pii— n 

**  He  FthAbiJ*  n>7  'bniA   ritnco  ta  ■   liOwv 

■C<MM  o<'  nc  **  Eic^nl  Ektracth,*'  kad  ■■*  tb«  be 


Bific,  M  J.  if  Th-ff  Z'Jk^.  Camindgr :  tmJ 
Damt^k  O^lM  C»  Am  Gracr  tic  iU<  ^AIoHk^. 
WW,!.    ai«k  pp.400. 

AIk.  Hotlk's  poRD  cbipUj^  occssotutlly  nnch  n- 
g»«r  of ccNKtpDoo.  B  Bch  coBuauid  of  pocDod  lafigoa^, 
aad  mack  powt*  of  vrraficatioo.  Muiy  fttsagn  mi^t 
k  extrscW  mia  it  lii^'y  Toithy  of  applAose.  But, 
■1  *  whole,  vF  cmaot  £p«u  io  its  pnu&e.  It  a 
tcdioBS;  aod  Uib  tenlr  is  a  &lal  •DC  Mr.  Hoyle, 
newnhcicss,  possejon  t&lrnu  «hick  maj  enable  him, 
by  scume  tacune  voi^  to  acquire  &  Ustiag  repaiatiuD. 


.MISCELUNEOUS  POETRY. 


Siciaond  Hill ;  a  descriftitt:  axd  iutorical  Poem ;  0uti 
Irati^i  of  lie  pnndpal  ObfecU,  xiesxd/rom  tiat  btaatir 
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ful  Eminence.    Decorated  with  Engravings,    By  the 
Author  of  Indian  Antiquities,     sraall  folio,  pp.  l66* 

It  has  often  been  a  subject  of  wonder  to  us  tbat, 
while  Cooper's  Hill,  Grongar  Hill,  and  other  hills,  have 
had  their  bards,  Richmond  Hill  still  remained  unsung. 
At  length  the  latter  delightful  spot  has  found  a  poet 
capable  of  doing  justice  to  its  beauties.  Mr.  Maurice's 
poem,  is,  in  a  high  degree,  at  once  elegant  and  vigo- 
rous, and  we  have  no  doubt  that  it  will  be  read  with 
pleasure  by  every  lover  of  true  poetry. 

The  CrusaderSy  or  the  Minstrels  of  Acre.     A  Foem^  mi 

six  Cantos.     4to.  pp.  152. 

This  poem  is  sometimes  feeble  and  sometimes  rug- 
ged, but  in  spite  of  its  defects,  it  is  evidently  not  the 
production  of  an  ordinary  writer.  The  author  fre- 
quently displays  a  vivid  imagination,  and  no  small 
powers  of  language.  He  uses  the  irregular  style  of 
versification  employed  by  Mr.  Scott ;  and  he  manages 
it  in  a  way  which  proves  him  to  have  a  good  ear.  We 
shall  be  pleased  to  see  a  second  and  corrected  edition 
o£  the  poem. 

Lucius  Nelsoniani.  Poems  on  the  Death  of  Lord  Nelson^ 
in  Latin  and  English^  written  for  the  Turtonian  Medals; 
and  dedicated,  by  Command,  to  his  Royal  Highness 
George,  Prince  ^  Wales.    4to.  pp.  21& 

The  Latin  poems  in  this  collection  not  coming  within 
the  limits  of  our  review,  we  shall  not  give  any  opinion 
upon  their  merits.  The  English  poems  are  only  two 
in  number.  We  are  sorry  to  say  that  they  are  not 
worthy  of  the  subject.  The  first,  on  the  achievements 
and  fall  of  Nelson,  i^,  however,  not  discreditable  to  its 


mtw,  mvcrlbrlcH,  not  whaltf  ■ 


i«^  iMMiy  ji»n  brrii  oul  of  print,  and  which  it  was 
n^gtif  UBpMifafe  l<t  procure.  Tke  pnenn  in  the  ro- 
t«ff»*iici  Mr.Cnbte  l»*  now  given  to  the  norld 
Mi  iM*«  of  tbm  iDfcrioT,  umI  mmbc  of  then  are  Taj- 
nipMio*',  ti>  the  poem  nhich  me  tc-pnblhhed.  TLey 
cabtle  him  to  stand  high  in  [heliil  of  Britilh "poi^ta. 

Section,  xeilk  othrr  Poemt.     Bf  Hatry  Smiikerg,  cfthe 
Adelpki.     lATge  8to.  pp.  225. 

These  poems  do  bcnour  to  the  heart  of  Mr.  Smitben, 
but  they  are  not  calculated  to  gain  him  the  name  uf  a 
poet.  "  Affection"  is  written  in  blank  vcne,  and  the 
most  indiflcrent  sort  of  blank  vene.  Nor  is  there  any 
thine  striking  either  in  its  sentiments  or  language.  The 
■mailer  poems  are  below  mediocrity. 


Hour:!  of  JdUnfti, 

lated.     By  Cci 

8vo.  pp.  197. 

Th*t  Lord  Bj 

as  this  volume  tei 

o(  idleness,  ia  m 


a  Seriei  af  Voemt,  onginal  and  trant- 
igt  Cordon,  Lord  Byron,   a  Minorf 

on  should  have  made  such  good  use, 
tjtiea  him  to  have  done,  of  his  hours 
ith  to  his  honour.    We  wish  many 
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titled  personagety  who  shall  be  nameless,  would  eiH'* 
ploy  their  idle  hours  in  a  manner  half  as  creditable. 
Many  of  Lord  Byron's  poems  are  certainly  incorrect, 
and  some  are  uninteresting;  but  others  have  great 
merit  both  in  sentiment  and  expression.  The  collec« 
tion,  on  the  whole,  gives  promise,  we  think,  gf  future 
,  excellence. 

Metrical  Legends,  and  other  Pcems,  by  Charles  Kirk" 
pat  rick  Sharpe^  Esq,     SvOi.  pp.  107. 

TfiE  poems  of  Mr.  Sharpe  are  both  polished  and 
animated.  They  will  be  read  with  pleasure  by  the 
lovers  of  poetry.  "  The  fiend  with  mantle  grey,'' 
which  is  the  first  legend  in  the  volume,  is  one  of  the 
most  interesting  tales  of  terror  that  we  ever  read. 
^<  Sir  Hugh,''  also,  which  is  of  the  same  stamp,  is 
well  imagined  and  narrated.  ^'  False  Lord  Carleil  and 
the  fair  Lady  Alice"  is  told  with  much  sweetness  and 
pathos.  There  is,  indeed,  not  one  of  the  poems  which 
is  without  merit. 

The  Lay  of  an  Irish  Harp;  or  Metrical  Fragments,    By 
Miss  Oxoenson.    Crown  8vo.  pp.  199- 

Ik  most  of  these  little  poems  there  is  great  elegance, 
fancy,  command  of  language,  and  melody  of  versifica- 
tion.  Their  chief  fault  is  an  occasional  glitter  and 
gaudiness,  which,  in  her  future  compositions,  Miss 
Owenson  will  do  well  to  avoid.  Let  her  beware  of 
devoting  herself  to  ridicule,  by  enlisting  in  the  band 
of  Pella  Cruscan  rhymes.  She  has  talents  to  entitle 
)ier  to  hold  a  respectable  rank  among  female  autborst 


Ttt  fJarp  of  Erin,  ceHlaiiamg  tlir  Poetical  Wofks  of  tkt 
bit  'J'iomat  Drrmody.     Crown  8vo,  2  Vols.  pp.  6l5. 

Id  the  wcoiiii  volume  of  ihc  Poetical  Uegister  we 
pive  our  opinion  of  Mr.  Dermody's  poetical  talcnls. 
At  n  future  period  it  is  our  inteotion  to  giva  to  our 
lenilers  a  skcich  of  hia  life  and  character,  atid  we  shall,  ^ 
therefore,  content  ourselves  at  present  with  recom- 
niTDtliug  "  Tlie  Il&rp  of  Erin,"  as  a  handsome  edition 
of  his  poetical  worts. 

Tit  Potlical  IForh  of  tie  late  Mn.  Mary  Robimort  ; 
tmcludirg  mruy  Pieces  newr  before  published.  Crown 
«io.  3  VoU.pp.  ni2. 

This  is  n  complete  and  clej^ntly  printed  collection 
',  mf  Mrt.  Robinson's  works.  It  contains  many  pieces 
Ughly  creditable  to  theabilitiM  of  their  unthor.  Mi^. 
Belli  1150 n  hfid  a  brilliant  imaginalion,  and  a  considor- 
able  command  of  luiguage,  but  she  was  deficient  in 
taste.  A  great  number  of  her  compositions  are  ren- 
dered disgusting  by  affectation  and  meritricious  oma- 
meni.  It  is,  however,  but  justice  to  say  that  her  later 
poems  are  written  in  a  much  purer  style  than  those 
which  she  published  during  the  period  of  the  Delia 
Crusca  madness. 

Poems,  in  lno  I'o/mbc*,  Oy  JVtUimn  tVordsitoith,  JwtAor 
of  Lyi-ical  Balliida.  Smalt  8vo.  pp.  329. 
Tjias!  the  volumes  now  before  us  we  never  saw  any 
thing  beiier  calculated  to  excite  disgust  and  anger  in 
a  lowr  of  poetry.  The  drivelling  nonsense  of  some  of 
Mr.  Wordworlh's  poems  is  insutferable,  and  it  is  equally 
insufferable  thai  such  nonsense  should  have  been  writ- 
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ten  by  a  man  capable,  as  he  is,  of  writing  well*  But 
Mr.  Wordsworth  is  a  System  maker.  He  has  formed 
an  out  of  the  way,  incomprehensible  system  of  poetry; 
and  on  the  altar  of  that  system  he  sacrifices  melociy^ 
elegance,  spirit,  and  even  common  sense.  Whenever 
he  deviates  from  his  monstrous  system  he  writes  like  a 
man  of  genius.  His  volumes  contain  abui^dant  proofs 
that  he  possesses  no  mean  poetical  powers.  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  he  will  see  his  error,  and  not  persist  in 
making  murderous  attacks  upon  his  own  literary  re* 
putation* 

Tie  Warrior* s  Return^  and  othet\^oem9f  by  Mrs,  Opie. 

Small  8vo.  pp.  185. 

Iir  the  writings  of  Mrs.  Opie  there  is  an  unaffected 
elegance,  a  graceful  simplicity,  which  cannot  fail  to 
charm  every  reader  of  taste.  She  never,  like  the 
painter  who  not  being  able  to  make  his  Venus  beau* 
tiful  was  determined  to  make  her  fine,  hides  a  poverty 
of  thought  under  a  profusion  of  tawdry  ornament. 
Still  less,  if  possible,  does  she  imitate  those  persons 
who  present  to  us  an  idiot  in  rags,  as  a  specimen  of 
native  grace  and  proper  decoration.  We  sincerely 
hope  that,  in  the  course  of  our  labours,  we  shall  have 
frequent  occasion  to  bear  testimony  to  her  merits. 

Beachy  Head:  with  other  Poems^  by  Charlotte  Smith, 
Now Jirst  published. .  Small  8vo.  pp.  2t9« 

It  is  a  melancholy  reflexion  that  the  poems  whick 
ars  now  before  us  are  the  last  we  shall  ever  read  from 
the  pen  of  their  accomplished  author.  This  volume 
will  not  do  any  discredit  to  her  established  reputation* 
**  Beachy  Head''  contains  much  picturesque  descrip^ 
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Hon,  Mia  te  writte  in  Uadk 
i|llffM.    ThtUMUcri 


174. 


fi* 


^* 


lanai::  ii  is,  in  a 
^  M"c  ofabcene:   it 
,  *OTiiijj  «t  defiance. 


5^*1*. 


>- 


-«»wwnec  fE  dies*  xAumes  die  an. 

-=«jp«i  sl««  of  praise.     He 

^«B  a*  -  sfion  and  anlaboimi 

of  posi  cWmniHs  aiid  temporary 
?emge  from   tiie  Demon  rf 
^  peiipaiebc    amnsemenb  in 
lo  call  on  ijs  poetical  haiiker,  or 
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however,  contain  many  pleasing  and  elegant  compo- 
sitions. The  collection  would,  perhaps,  have  been 
better,  had  the  author,  by  selecting  more  rigidly,  com* 
pressed  it  into  one  volume.  Our  readers  by  referring 
to  pp.  336  and  34-7  of  our  last  volume  may  ferm  an 
estimate  of  Mr.  Parsons's  poetical  talent. 

Legendary  Tales,    By  Eaglesfield  Smith.    Small  Svo^ 

pp.  139. 

We  sincerely  hope  that  Mr.  Smith  will  never  again 
write,  or  at  least,  never  publish,  verses  of  any  kind. 
To  read  through  his  '*  Legendary  Tales''  we  have 
found  to  be  no  trifling  task.  The  Muses  seem  to 
regard  him  with  perfect  antipathy. 

The  Dramatic  and  Poetical  Works  of  the  late  Lieut.  Gen. 
/.  BurgoynCf  to  which  is  prefixed^  a  Memoir  of  the 
Author.    Small  8vo.  2  Vols.  pp.  479. 

In  this  collection  the  works  of  General  Burgoyne 
are,  for  the  first  time,  brought  together,  and  are  pre* 
sented  to  the  public  in  a  convenient  form,  and  elegant 
manner.    The  dramas  are  the  Heiress,  the  Lord  of 
the  Manor,  the  Maid  of  the  Oaks,  and  Richard  Coeur 
de  Lion.     A  probationary  Ode,  and  the  Westminster 
Guide,  are  the  two  longest  and  best  of  his  poems. 
The  general  was  one  of  that  band  of  wits  which  pro* 
duced  the  Rolliad,  and  the  Probationary  Odes ;  satires 
still  read  with  pleasure,  notwithstandinjg  the  subjects  of 
them  were  merely  temporary.    The  life  of  Burgoyne, 
prefixed  to  the  volumes  by  the  editor,  is  the  only 
satisfactory  account  of  the  General  which  is  any  where 
to  be  found. 


fifir  viil  .ns  present    Viiamt:  lumpei  a:s  co   ^pnaiL  a.  iitD> 
flgvinc   liuii^UM^.      Tt    uiuauiit   .luiuy    ^iiv^ic   pmccfit^ 
A   imv  jioirmx,   lowever,    »e    uiv2Sfe  iiim   ro   espiunsB^ 
mUmanvnr  .iia  'oiumit   •aaLJie!*  j.  ?t^:>nii.  editiuii*     Ic  la 
onf  ^vbrffi  iut  uujpta   i  .crtam  mo^jj^i-j  ^yie  chat  ue  iSi 

^und  iva,  pp.  Icsd* 

Soul  of  rill!  pfions    n    rtie  v-oiamc  of  Jfc  Uucarci 

tie  sttf  plowng  and  elei^^nc     He  i»»  iiowerer.  a.  s4a-. 

ntt\y  wntef.     SCtny  of  hj»  wnes  ai-e  acarceiy-  nstre. 

T^tt  defKt  #!iri<tendy'  aria«»  from  iaziness   or  want  or 

I  -tf*i\ioa;  not  from  traju  ot  ear-      But  ne  has  inotfaer" 

.ai.nQicbM  even  wor.=ie.     ft  ii  hi»  pef^ancic    intm* 

K.u:..ikA«idMttad  mythuiugy.     la  die  moot  imer^t* 
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ing  part  of  his  tale  Qf  "  Gynilda,"  tlie  speech  of  ihf 
dying  Gunilda,  we  are  annoyed  by  the  impertinent 
intrusion  of  *'  Lydian Tantalus,"  "  helpless  Prognc,"  ^ml 
**  the  Chelidonian  gales/'  In  the  talc  of  "  Frederic  and 
Matilda/'  Mr.  Ducarel  sins  still  niore  insufferably 
in  this  way.  Frederic,  bending  over  Matilda,  who  has 
fainted,  prays  to  the  sun,  alludes  to  its  Egyptian  name 
of  Horns,  and  ta)ks  of  hanging  a  garland  in  the  fane 
of  Isis!  Nothing  can  be  more  unnatural  than  this, 
or  in  a  more  vicious  taste.  Should  his  volume  reach 
a  second  edition,  we  seriously  advise  Mr.  Ducarel  to 
root  without  mercy,  from  his  original  piecesi  atllheir 
trite  and  disfiguring  mythology. 

The  Trogrm  of  Ltrof.    A  Poem.    By  Martin  Kedgwm 
Masters.     Small  8vo.  pp.  149. 

Mr.  Masters  is  not  one  of  those  who  plead  "  re* 
quest  of  friends"  as  the  cause  of  their  publishing  their 
poems.  He  tells  us,  and  we  honour  him  for  his 
candour,  that  he  publishes  with  the  hope  of  obtaining 
literary  reputation.  That  his  present  work  will  ac- 
complish his  purpose  we  dare  not  say :  but  it  will  no^ 
do  him  any  discredit.  It  contains  many  passages 
which  dre  highly  polished,  ^ni.  possess  a  great  share 
of  the  spirit  of  poetry. 

Poetical  Recreations*     By  Anthony  Harrison,      Small 

8vo.  2  Vols.  pp.  368. 

Mr.  Harrison  seems  to  be  terribly  afraid  of 
Critics,  and  in  truth,  he  has  some  reason  for  his  fears. 
He  is  very  often  flat  and  incorrect.  As,  however,  he 
is  not  wholly  devoid  of  talent,  we  shall  not  treat  him, 
on  this  occasion,  with  severity;  and  we  hope  that  our 
lenity  will  have  the  good  effect  of  inducing  him  to 

YoL.  VI.  y  n 


iJpmAicg'SBmeihuMLnwtP  Torttf . 
•ji  pofabc  appminiiDB.     Ue 
twm  (1«  MlMr  ic  b*  vill  iwantly  rsahre  !d  od  it. 

"  Tu B.!,™  'h—  {iiiin  iiwt  poctc  in  tbs  ralinne^  » 
>ii  dw  liwBtmwe  idnci.  and  -laB  emii  id  tfae  tsktu» 
of  m  BinlMr     Ie  i  iwiiwi  nack  [liiiiii^  iiml  pimrii 
The 


BfB 
Lnnfa.  am*  Clip. 


Mk.  CAaTWBiGBT-  has  loBg  bHn  known  e  l^ 
aiithor  ut "'  AmuEM  anil  Elvira,"  and  of  other  elegsnE 
poemi.  The  ^tmoets  caUMned  in  tfav  prrauit  volume, 
tiioagk  nut  eqtuti  in  mtxit  to  his  dinner  preAicrioiHy 
my  On  read,  witii  pressure'. 


I  cit^Kftc  PoMT,  ^  tine  Parts.      By 
ariUutm  Caakt,  £af.     bmall  Svo.  pp.  92. 

Ma.  CootEs  pi>«ii  is  uot  unworthy  of  a  place  in 
die  lihKuy  ol  a  lavin-  at'  poetry.  It  cantains  many 
senwbie    prec^ts,    lUireml    in    e«y  and    poli^od 
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Poems,  written  at  Lanchesfer ;  by  John  Hodgson,  Clerk. 

Small  Svo.  pp.  133. 

The  principal  piece  in  this  cc»ncction  is  a  descrip- 
tive and  moral  poem,  entitled  "  Woofilands,"  the 
subject  of  which  is  a  spot  near  Lanchester,  in  the 
county  of  Durham.  .  It  contains  many  picturesque 
and  spirited  passages.  The  author,  however,  has  not 
bestowed  sufficient  labour  upon  its  correction.  Several 
parts  are  flat,  and  the  verse  frequently  limps.  Alex- 
andrines are  not  admissible  into  blank  verse,  yet  Mr. 
Hodgson  has  frequently  introduced  them,  'His  smaller 
poems  are  not  without  merit. 

Juvenile  Poems,  by  Thomas  Romney  Robinson,  To  which 
is  prefixed  a  short  Account  of  the  Author ,  by  a  Member 
of  the  Belfast  Literary  Society*    Small  8vo.  pp.  \^6. 

These  poems  are  wonderful  instances  of  poetical 
precocity.  Some  of  them  were  written  when  the 
author  was  only  seven  years  old ;  and  none  of  them  at 
a  later  age  than  thirteen.  They  are  not  merely  praise- 
worthy for  the  correctness  of  the  versification.  The 
ideas  are  such  as  could  hardly  be  expected  from  a 
child.  If  the  author  proceeds  in  his  career  with  the 
same  spirit  he  has  begun  it,  we  may  hope  that  he  will 
rank  high  among  literary  characters. 

• 
Oxford  Prize  Poems:  being  a  Collection  of  such  English 
Poems  as  have  at  various  times  obtained  Prizes  in  the 
University  of  Oxford.     Second  Edition.     Small  Svo. 
pp.  151. 

This  collection  consists  of  eight  Poems,  three  of 
which  have  b.e«A  inserted  in  the  Poetical  Begistor; 

9  n2 
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t  Country,"  by  Bishop  Bu[»  J 

^_ Itiloos,"    by  Mr.  Richanh, 

ifllr.  Heber.  'Ihe  olhcr  poems, -^ 
m  ibe  voIoiM!  mw  bHbie  lu,  >re  entitled  to  con^ider<  J 
•bk-  unisF,  with  tbe  e.tcepiion,  ho^^vei,  of  that  by  -1 
Mr.  lircjcvnibr,  "  on  ihe  beoe6ciftl  effect!  of  inoCH"  ■ 
hiioa,    wtiich  h  below  Bejiocriiy. 

TW  S»fW.  mititr  Purtitai  Piters;  hritig  a 
f»  Pamt,  hf  lie  Ktt.  Ritiard  Maitt.  1 
FrJhw  <Onrf  CMgt,  Oaf^fri.     Smitll  Svo.  pp.  63. 
The  "  Slave"  bi  pot«  k«»auntbl«  botli    to  the 

fecli)^  utd  <Att  t^ectS  of  Mr.  M&nt.    The  language 

fecMK  M>d  poetical,  waA  ^e  ^YIsificatiou  (towing. 

ne  saMDer  pKC<s  auy  !>«  read  vitb  plnuurc. 

Ifric*  m  I«rr.  Ifiti  TnmlatioiH  nd  Imilatioiafrom 
lit  Ihnsei  tad  Itaimn  Lamgtugn.  Small  8vo.  pp. 
10<>. 

Tmk  aiK>n}-roous  author  of  these  LjtIcs  is  of  the 
a^ixi)  t^~  Tbonias  Little.  His  compo:>itioas,  hovover, 
•re  not  ()u<to  so  glowing  as  those  of  his  master ;  nci' 
ihfT  aiv  thov  quite  as  highly  polished.  Some  of  them 
kai<e,  ttcfenlielvss,  ao  noan  portion  of  spirit  and  ele- 
5*n«. 

Tie  Momm/mm  Rarrf;  ecmsiitiiig  of  Ballads  and  Soagf, 

,rimmJn)  ou  fiKft  mU  Irsmdtirii  Tales.  By  Jama  Hogg, 

rtf  Ettrki  Sitfierd.  -liroo^  pp.  235. 

Thk  labouring  class  of  socieiy  has,  of  late  years, 

ttemcl  «ith  poets,  «ud  »ouW-bc  ptiets.     Jf  it  should 

much  l«ni^•^  dispUy  the  same   lertiliij,    there    will 

MCt  be  a  stDgk  Uadc  or  calliiij  n-birh  will  not  have 
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produced  a  bard,  Mr.Tloffg  is  the  poet  of  the  Shep- 
herds; and  is  really  au  nonour  to  them.  Shep- 
herds, be  it  remembered,  wer«  always  a  poetical  tribe. 
The  Ballads  of  Mr.  Hogg  are  in  the  true  style  of  that 
sort  of  writing.  They  are  simple  and  natural,  and 
contain  many  spirited  and  picturesque  ideas  and  de- 
scriptions, and,  occasionally,  strokes  of  genuine  hu- 
mour, 'fhe  songs  also  are  good.  Prefixed  to  the 
poems  is  a  welWritten  sketch  of  the  autlior's  life, 
from  his  own  pen. 

The  Moorland  Bard;  or^   Poetical  RecoUectims  of  a 
Weaver y    in   the  Moorlands  of  Stqff^ordshire ;    with 

Notts.     2  Vols.  12mo.  pp.  338. 

* 

The  ''  Moorland  Bard/'  as  he  calls  himself,  seems 
a  worthy  man,  and,  most  probably,  is  an  expert 
weaver.  Unfortunately,  however,  something  more  ia 
required  to  make  a  poet  than  goodness  of  heart  and 
cxpertness  in  weaving.  That  something  the  Moorland 
Bard  does  not  possess.  His  "  recollections"  are  not 
"  poetical;"  and,  therefore,  ought  not  to  have  been 
published. 

Tros  and  Consy  for  Cupid  and  Hymen :  in  a  Series  of 
Metrical  Satiric  Dialogues:  Exhibiting  the  Horrors 
and  Delights  of  being  over  Head  and  Ears  in  Love; 
with  the  Supreme  Felicity  and  Wretchedness  of  Matri- 
mony. To  which  are  added  several  other  Pieces*  By 
Jenkin  Jones ^  Author  of  "  Hobby  Horses/'  and 
**  the  Philanthropist/*  and  Editor  of  '*  Ixyoe  and 
Sutire."     12mo.  pp.  292. 

There  is  much  room  for  amendment  in  the  style 
of  Mr.  Jenkin  Jones;  yet  we  would,  by  no  means,  dis- 
tpuragfe  him  from  writiijg.  He  certainly  possess^  talent, 
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but  his  taste  is  not  cultivated.  His  versification,  ihough 
simotiiUL-a  very  negligent,  is  generally  smooth  and 
mu^i(ai.  We  advise  him  for  the  future  to  revise  his 
works  more  than  once  before  he  commits  them  to 
prebb,  and  carefully  to  avoid  being  too  indulgent. 

Mirth  and  Mttre :  consisting  of  Poems,  Serious^  Hu- 
moiiroiis^  and  Satirical;  Songs^  Sonnets,  Ballads,  and 
Jifiuat tiles.  Written  by  C,  Dibdin^  Jun.  of  Sadler's 
If  tils.   ,l2mo.  pp.  260. 

Mr.  C.  DiBDiN,  like  his  father,  has  a  happy  knack 
at  s ''lis-wriiin^.  Many  of  his  songs  have  a  large 
poriii»n  of  humour  and  pleasantry.  Almost  every 
iKidy  has  b<  en  excited  to  laughter  by  his  "  Abraham 
Nevi.  (1.**  Had,  however,  a  few  of  the  songs  been 
omitt<  d  t(ic  volume  would  have  gained  by  the  omission. 
In  si  r.o'i>  r'nTi|)<;sition  Mr.  Dibdin  is  not  quite  so 
niuch  a!  i.ome  as  in  a  lighter  kind ;  yet  many  parts 
ol  ill's  ••  Age,  a  Satire"  have  point  and  vigour. 

77/(   Al'inim,  a  Poem,     HuiMy  Dedicated  to  Britons  of  \ 
all   (it  \K  rijjtions^    xih')  luie  their  King,  and  icnerate 
the  fifij  py   Count uution  of  their  Country.      8vo.  pp. 
51. 

1  Hi*^  P  cm,  as  by  a  terrible  misnomer  it  is  deno- 
miiiidd,  i>  some  of  the  most  despicable  trash  that 
evt-r  fvli  Irom  the  prcbs.  It  is  just  such  stuff  as  the 
dulle-r  \ji  llinaii  iniiihl  write  after  he  had  got  muddiljf 
dri:iik  \\\{\\  a(!ulteiared  ale;  yet  the  modest  author  — 
rcgre  s  tiiat  he  could  not  get  some  of  his  compositiap 
traii-lateci,  to  animate  the  Continent  to  reri^^ 
aiiainst  Buonaparte!!  On  consideration, 
are  surry  that  he  did  uot  succeed*    IS* 
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prevailed  on  the  FreBch  Soldiers  to  read  his  works 
they  would  have  been  much  too  sick  to  6ght. 

Ji  Monodv  on  the  Death  of  the  Right  Honourable  Charles 
James  Fox,  By  Richard  Payne ,  Knight,  8vo.  pp. 
15. 

This  is  an  affectionate  and  not  ill-written  tribufe 
to  the  memory  of  a  man  whose  talents,  thougtroncp, 
we  thinky  misdirected,  were  certainly  of  the  highest 
order,  and  whose  death  ought  to  be  considered  as  a 
public  misfortune.  Never  did  Great  Britain  stand 
more  in  need  of  the  aid  of  great  talents  than  at  tho 
moment  when  the  tomb  closed  ^'  its  ponderous  and 
marble  jaws"  upon  some  of  her  most  eminent  charac* 
ters. 

jin  Evening  Walk  in  the  Forest:  a  Poem,  descriptive  of 
Forest  Trees,     By  a  Lady,     12mo.  pp.  36, 

This  poem  is  a  very  unpolished  production.  It 
may,  nevertheless,  be  of  service  to  those  who  wish  to 
learn  something  of  the  natural  history  of  Forest  Trees, 
Many  poems,  which  we  are  condemned  to  read,  have 
less  merit ;  for  they  afford  neither  pleasure  nor  iofbr- 
mation. 


SATIRE. 

The  Epics  of  thg  Ton  ;  or,  Glories  of  the  Great  World : 
a  Poem,  in  Two  Books,  with  Notes  and  Illustrations, 
The  third  Edition^  with  consider abk  Additions,  ^yot 
pp.  280. 

Iv  the  author  of  this  volume  be  a  writer  of  esta* 
Uisbed  repatation,  he  will  not  have  done  any  injury  to 

ir  n  4 
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composition ;  yet,  on  the  whole,  it  is  not  unworthy  of 
|)erasaL  The  auth6r  is  evjdently  capable  of  writing 
satire  with  considerable  spirity  and  he  dues  not  disgrace 
himself  by  vulgar  abuse. 

Gr    ■  'lie  Agqnistes,  a  Dramatic  Poetn,    8vo,  pp.  24. 

» 
A  FEW  good  lines  are  scattered  through  this  poem ; 

but  they  are  like  "  two  grains  of  wheat  hid   in   two 

**  bushels  of  chaff;  you  shall  seek  all  day  ere  you  find 

**  them,  and  when  you  have  them,  they  are  not  worth 

**  the  search."    If  Fate  have  decreed,  that  a  change  of 

ministry  must  always  produce  such  an  inundation  of 

bad   verse  as   the  present  change  has   done,  critics  .« 

ought  to  deprecate'  a  change  of  ministry  more  than 

they  would  a  pestilence. 

The  Britanniadf  or  the  Choice  of  MinistefB,  written  in 
1806.  The  Hibemiad,  or  the  Change  of  Ministers^ 
•written  in  1807.  A  Satirical  Foem,  in  txoo  Parts, 
4to«  pp.  38. 

Reader,  you  shall,  from  a  few  specimens,  judge  for 
yourself  as  to  the  merit  or  demerit  of  these  two  satirical 
poems,  as  they  are  called.  We  have  not  picked  out 
the  worst  parts. 

'*  If  in  fidelity  wad  not  the  cause 
Lost  vou  the  people's,  and  the  King's  applause  ; 
Was  It  disloyalty*  then  ?  No  such  thing — 
The  Church  was  not  in  danger,  nor  the  King*-* 


fee,   "J 
ity.-3 


i-  >.-.- 


^  May  all  our  subjects  as  ourselves,  agree, 
Happy  in  harmony,  in  friendship  free, 
By  union  saved,  and  blest  ivith  unanimity 

"  Those  priests  bear  rule— 'what  then  remains  to  do* 

If  you  my  people  love  to  have  it  so  ?'* 

Inverted  persecution  feel  we  thus. 

We  torrate  Uiem,  who  do  not  tol*rate  v*** 


p 
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StKimti  CAfioa  ;  mMGiM  sifi  a  dmetai^ic 
fnmH^  11.    8*«.   pp.  15a. 

Tut  ^^inrlt-rtUk  E*litk«l!!  Mercyodos!  If  tLi> 
W  tn».  tbi-n-  u  niarc  fu%  ia  tbe  «orU  tbui  ««  np- 
pcard.  Tbr  ult-  of  Dineltm  edttio«e  ut  surb  a  pru- 
^rti--«  t>  ki)  aiavloM  dufnce  lo  [kc  la»le  bf  the  a^ 
Fr«kafa>,  knnctrr,  ^icr  bmAstJtm  mtc  faappj  fcJIoss 
ai «  inrL)  pi-riuipt  imfy  lirtiA-ftgt  hn  gcxK  tfcro^jh 
B  rain'ios-    -  AH  «h*  Isltms"  ku  no  prtie»- 


•rifa»r«c  mn  tit. 

-  ■  \  -airaaM,  and  «n»- 

Irat  Hl-uw.     I.-:  : 

!.    lo  oDe  Jn^ancp 

wr  iDU'>t  prattE  ilit-  ^i 

jibir'i  judfrraent;   thai  iosnoce 

k  ill  hjj  (h..ic(  '.f  a  7 

mat.     A  PuJyjms,  u  our  rcaikre 

well  knoB,  i-  idt-  r.. 

■.!■  I  Lin  of  a  troublesome  e^cre- 

scrnrc  ilial  ourhi  to 

e  (-Miqian-d,  and  cf  a  wortiiiess 

inw-ci  which  raiits  in 

one  of  ibe  lonesi  claMes  of  ani- 

Jll  Ihr  F-lorh  !  or,  Av  Avfi^ote  to  "  All  ike  Tal^tt.' 
A  f^n'-rir/il  Ponf.  In  Tkrei  Dialogue,  By  Flaget- 
him.     Svo,  pp.  gS. 
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*'  'Such  is  the  case  with  P — r— c — ▼ — I,  Sir  j  for. 
Though  good  as  lawj-er»  he's  uo  chancellor. 

**  Leaving  no  Talents — Talents  to  supplant, 
And,  though  found  guilty,  spare  the  defendant."* 

"  In  B — df — rd's  shoes  now  marches  on  R-ch— nwmf; 
Who  late  sail'd  over  the  salt-water  pond." 

Yet,  Mr.  Flagellum,  with  such  Midas's  ears  as  he  evi- 
dently and  eminently  possesses,  has  the  impudence  to 
call  himself  "  a  judge  and  lover  of  good  verse,"  and 
to  abuse  Mr.  Polypus  for  **  faulty  measure,  couplets 
Void  of  rhime."  To  prove  the  latter  accusation^  he 
wisely  quotes  two  lines,  terminated  by  "  the  double 
rhime  end  ont,  and  defendant ;"  and  sneeringly  says, 
**  a  rhime  it  may  be  called,  if  onU  and  ant  can  be  so 
denominated  ! !"  Butler,  however,  who  was  rather  a  bet- 
ter and  wittier  writer  than  Flagellum,  thought  this 
censured  rhime  a  good  one.  On  one  fubject  Flagellum 
is  not  ignorant.  He  is  conscious  that  his  Pegasus  is 
of  the  dray-horse  breed.  He  accordingly  apostro- 
phizes it  Jby  "  Gee  ho  Pegasus  !  get  on,  gelTon  !"  The 
prose  of  Mr.  Flagellum  is  as  witty  and  as  correct  as 
nis  verse. 

Flagellum  Jlagellated :   A  Satirical  Poem ;  with  Notes* 
By  Ben  Block,     8vo.     pp.  49. 

Ben  Block,  as  well  as  his  antagonist  Flagellum, 
is  a  notable  instance  of  a  man  making  a  rod  for  his 
own  bottom.  His  satire,  like  the  gun  of  an  awkward 
sportsman,  knocks  down  nothing  but  himself.  If  he 
be  capable  of  taking  good  advice,  we  exhort  him  to 
take  that,  which,  in  the  last  line  of  his  own  ^nmetrical 
trash,  he  gives  to  Flagellum —  , 

^  Gp  mend  thy  maaners,  language,  and  thy  styU.* 
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All  the  Talent*  in  Jrelnnd  !  A  Satiriral  Pf>pm ;  u-tlh 
By  St-rulalur.     8vo.  yip.  44. 

Tnis  poem  is  jusl  u.h  iiburivc  and  librlloui  as  iu  fol- 
lows in  the  samo  causr.  It  'n,  however,  much  bi'tlcr 
«ritlei)  than  mott  of  them.  The  authur  has  fiome  little 
mr,  aDd  some  share  of  satirical  talent. 

Jtl  tte  TatntW  Garltad :  or.  A  few  Itocktis  let  of  of  a 
erlehraled  Minitfry.  Imcribcd  to  the  Hon,  WilUom 
hm.     Svo.  Two'Paris,  pp.  112. 

In  ibis  collpctioo  there  arc  fiw,  very  few,  rockets. 
The  re^t  are  hiiuibs, ami  squibs  is(  Ibe  wursl-msde  kind; 
*  tliat  j(ive  le»E  blaee  than  a  farthing  rusb-ligbt,  and  Icm 
•dun^  than  a  pop-gun  :  Or,  the  collection  nia.y  be 
cempwed  to  a  large  garland  of  weeds  ioturmixed  with 
luiU-ar^Ben  flowers.  Tht  editor  might  have  made  a 
|N)>ectable  shilling  pamplilcl,  bud  be  had  taste  to  select 
■ucb  piece*  us  were  woitby  presurvatioii ;  but  his 
drplmable  dullmss  lias  Ud  bira  to  heap  into  a  four 
riiilUnK  volume  all  the  tloggrcl  and  all  the  nonsense 
which  his  perverse  diligence  could  discover.  The  two 
CODCluiling  pa«es,  by  the  sapient  editor,  contain  one  of 
Ibe  must  banefaced,  awkward  puffs  that  ever  issued 
ftom  the  press. 

Tfc  Groans  of  the  Talents;  or,  Prwaie  Saitimentt  on 
Public  Occurrencet.  In  Six  Epiitlet  from  certain  Ex- 
Mtnufers  to  their  Colleagues,  most  uondeffully  inter' 
crpted.  To  icAici  are  added.  Notes  critical,  explana- 
tory, and  edi/ying.     Bvo.  pp.  75. 

Through  the  seventy  five  pages  of  this  pamphlet, 
we  have  looked,  with  the  utmost  care,  in  search  of 
«il  and  humour,  but,  unforiunately,  our  search  has 
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not  be«n  successful.  It  does  not  appear  to  us  that  the 
author  is  likely  ever  to  go  mad.  if  his  rhymes  wera 
not  generally  correct,  a  silly  note  (not  one  of  his  erft- 
fying  notes,  which,  by  the  bye,  we  haVe  not  been  lucky 
enough  to  discover)  would  lead  us  to  believe  him  ig- 
norant of  what  constitutes  rhyme. 

The  Second  Titan  War  against  Heaven  ;  or,  The  Talents 
buried  Tinder  Portland  Isle,  A  Satirical  Poem.  By 
the  Author  of  the  Rising  Sun,     8vo.  pp.  63. 

**  One  scribbler  to  anortier  still  succeeds. 

Another,  and  another  after  that. 

And  the  last  fool's  more  stupid  than  the  former  !** 

Should  any  of  our  readers  resolve  to  peruse  tho 
eleven  hundred  lines  which  compose  the  poem  called 
"  the  Second  Titan  War,"  we  must  beg  leave  to  give 
them  some  advice,  which  they  will  find  highly  service- 
able. In  the  first  place  we  recommend  to  them  to  lay 
in  a  more  than  common  stock  of  pati€tu:e ;  and,  in  the 
next,  to  guard  against  a  dislocation  of  the  jaw,  a  mis« 
fortune  which  has  sometimes  been  occasioned  by  im^ 
moderate  yawning* 


REPUBLICATIONS  OF  BRITISH  POETS. 

Sir  Tristrem :  a  Metrical  Romance  of  the  thirteenfk 
Century;  by  Thomas  of  Erdldoune,  called  >the  Rhymer^ 
Edited  from  the  Auchinleck  MS.  by  Walter  Scott^  Esqm 
8vo.  pp.  509. 

The  lovers  of  ancient  poetry  are  under  great  obli^ 
jatioiis  to  Mr»  Scott,  for  this  elegant  edition  of  Sir 
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TRANSLATIONS* 


The  Metamorphoses  of  Publius  Ovidins  Naso.  In  Blatdc 
Vene,  TransUUvd  by  J.  J.  Howard,  8vo.  2  Vols, 
pp.  627. 

Though  this  translation  of  the  Metamorphoses  is, 
perhaps,  not  qualified  to  become  tkv  standard  KnglLvli 
translation  of  that  work^  it  is  not  without  a  respect- 
able share  of  merit.  The  translator  has  frequently 
done  great  justice  to  his  author.  His  verse,  which  is 
blank  verse,  is  not  inharmonious. 

Ten  Epistles  of  Ovid,  translated  into  English  Verse,  by 
the  late  Rev,  William  Windsor  Fitzthomas,  A.M.  with 
the  Latin  and  Notes.  To  which  are  subjoined,  tht 
Epistles  9f  Hero  to  Leander,  and  Leander  to  Hero^ 
by  a  different  hand;  that  of' Sappho  to  Phaon  by  Pope; 
and  of  Dido  to  Eneas  by  Dryden.     12mo,  pp.  382. 

The  reader  of  this  neat  and  cheap  volume  will  re- 
gret that  Mr,  Fitzthomas  was  prevented,  by  death, 
h-om  completing  a  version  of  all  Ovid's  Epistles  :  a 
work  which  it  was  his  intention  to  perform*  Mr.  Fitz- 
thomas's  translations  are  faithful,  elegant,  and  spirited* 
His  "  Introduction,"  which  is  long,  and  well-written, 
contains  good  translations  of  Ovid's  Elegy  on  the  death 
of  Tibullus,  and  of  his  Epistle  to  his  wife. 

The  Elegies  qfC.  Pedo  Albinovanus,  a  Latin  Poet  of  the 
Augustan  Age;  with  an  English  Version.  Small  8vo* 
pp.  121. 

The  frigid  elegies  of  C.  Pedo  Albinovanus  have  little 
•riginal  merit;  nor  has  their  translator  conferred  ou 


560 

Acm  aay  adiliuonal  graces.  The  Inmlatian  is,  in 
tittlti,  mure  than  roniBiualjr  spiriting  and  inharmo- 
aioDi.  In  Kimc  {nns  it  is  tritv  ludicrous.  An  elegy 
wigiit  nut  to  Incite  lasghter;  but  nbit  can  help  laugh- 
Bgat  inch  Una  as — 


apct,  henBsaere  ii 


Tk  Irferwt  of  Dntt  JBgiuri,  trwtdaitd  Mo  EmgUtk 
Bktik  I'rrte.  WUk  Xcia,  iutonad,  ckutk^  tmd 
Ofiutatanf,  mad  a  L^i  rf  tie  J^llHtr.  Bg  ifatlumitl 
BvKmrd.    Small  Svo.  pp.  S25. 

Tnn  b  the  work  of  a  man  of  ta^tc  and  talent.  Oa 
tbe  *iiole,  ho«**rr,  we  prtfer  Mr.  Gary's  vemon. 
Mr.  Howard  has  «»ncttm«  borrowed,  though  perhaps 
nncon«<:iou:<lr.  iVoiin  his  prcdocessuK.  The  lite  ought 
to  have  been  more  ccpious. 


Tie  Triumph  of  Fctrarci ;  trnmfaled  info  EngUsA  Fme, 
!M(i  a*  lutrvdKction  and  Notes.  Bi/  tkr  Rec.  Henry 
iJo»rf.  A.M.  ChoploiH  to  fiis  Royal  Higiness  tie  Dukt 
ot'SniKi.  and  to  lie  Rigit  Uon.tkt  Earl  of  dm- 
IfTiiie  ;  TTonsialOT  of  DaJ»le,  ^c.  ^C.  Smalt  Svo. 
pp.  2S4, 

Ths  merit  of  Mr.  Boyd,  as  a  translator  from  the 
Icslian.  is  well  known  ;  nor  will  his  present  labour  de- 
tract from  his  reputation.  But  though  "  The  Tri- 
umphs" certainly  contain  many  beauiihil  passages,  we 
do  not  think  them  e<)ual  to  the  other  works  of  Petrarch. 
We  rcfiret  that  Mr  Boyd  did  not  turn  his  attention  to 
the  SonneU  and  Ode$,  very  few  of  Hhich  have  appetntd 


561 

in  an  English  dress.    No  person  is  more  capable  thatn 
Mr,  Boyd  of  doing  them  justice. 

Music,    A  Didactic  Poem,  in  Five  Cantos.     Translated 
from  the  Spanish  of  Don  Tomas  de  Yriarte,  into  English 
Verse,  by  John  Belfour,  Esq,     Royal  8vo.  pp.  223. 

Though  many  lame  lines  and  awkward  passages 
occur  in  this  translation,  some  parts  of  it  are  not  badly 
executed.  Yet  it  is  not  a  poem  which  excites  an  in- 
terest in  the  reader.  There  is,  on  the  contrary,  a  te- 
diousnesj,  which  prompts  him  to  lay  down  the  book, 
without  a  wish  to  recommence  the  perusal. 

The  Henriade  of  M,  de  Voltaire,  Translated  by  Daniel 
French,  Esq,     8vo.  pp.  336. 

Thoi^oh  the  Henriade  has,  indisputably^  many  fine 
parts,  we  confess  that  we  never  could  read  it  through 
without  feeling  thoroughly  tired.  Even  the  two  open- 
ing linT3S  are  as  un-epic  as  any.  two  lines  can  possibly 
be:  they  are  more  fit  for  the  commencement  of  a 
genealogy  than  of  an  epic  poem.  But  if  the  Henriade 
be  tedious  in  the  original,  what  must  it  be  in  an  indif- 
ferent translation  I  Mr.  French  has  generally  translated 
the  meaning  of  the  author^  but  he  has  left  all  the  poetry 
behind. 


VOL.  Vt.  Q  O 
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DRAMA. 


Tie  r^  of  yhrtimer,  m  Tr^geJy^  m  Fke  Jets.  By 
ike  Higki  HommrMe  Moni$  Ijmrd  Rokebtf.  8to.  pp. 
70. 

1 K  some  future  edition  of  the  ^  Royal  and  Noble 
Authors,'' this  tragedy  will  prokMibly  obtain  Lord  Rokeby 
a  place.  This  is  all  we  can  venture  to  say  of  it,  with* 
out  being  severe. 

Tit  Cmtiff  of  Corsica f  or  ike  Unkxrsal  Banditto :  An 
Historical  Drama^  in  Fke  ActSy  exhibiting  the  Cha* 
racters^  moral  and  political^  of  the  principal  Person-^ 
stges  throughmtt  the  French  Revolution,  With  their 
PortniitSy  reduced  fram  the  original  Oil  Paintings  in 
the  Museum  at  Parts.     8vo.  pp.  284. 

If  any  man  wishes  to  undertake  a  trial  of  patience, 
let  him  read  this  *'  Historical  Drama,"  as  it  is  called, 
and  his  wish  will  be  fully  gratified.  We  have,  as  our 
duty  compelled  us,  read  **  the  Caitiff  of  Corsica,"  and 
have  made  a  serious  vow  never  to  read  it  again. 

Three  Comedies^  translated  from  the  Spanish,     Bvo.  pp, 

361. 

After  being  sickened  almost  to  death  by  the  silJy, 
drivelling,  productions  of  Messrs.  A.  B.  C,  and  a 
hundred  other  scribblers,  who,  by  courtesy,  are  called 
writers  of  comedy,  it  is  quite  refrcihing  to  take  up 
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dramas  which  have  some  pretension  to  wit,  and  inci« 
dent,  and  plot.  We  have  been  much  gratified  by  thesb 
*^  Comedies  from  the  Spanish/'  and  wc  think  that 
they  might  be  accommodated  to  the  English  stage, 
with  little  difficulty.  The  translator  has  per- 
formed his  task  well.  We  wish,  however,  that,  in- 
stead of  translating  these  plays  into  prose  he  had 
translated  them  into  tha  free,  flowing  blank  verse  of 
•ur  old  draunatists. 


ACTED  PLAYS. 


The  Curfew :  a  Play*  In  Five  A6is,  As  performed  at 
the  Theatre  Royal^  Drurv  I^ne.  By  the  late  John 
TobWf  Esq.  Author  of  t/ie  Honey  Moon.  8vo,  pp. 
62. 

Jt  is  impossible  to  see  the  name  of  Tobin  without 
lecling  sorrow  for  his  loss,  and  anger  that  talents  like 
his  should  have  been  suffered  to  remain  unnoticed,  till 
he  was  no  longer  able  to  enjoy  the  mted  of  fame* 
The  world  really  seems  to  think  that  the  works  of  a 
good  author  are  not  good  for  any  thing  till  he  is  deu<L 
With  respect  to  bad  authors,  it  appears  to  adopt  a 
diametrically  opposite  mode  of  tninking.  As  Mr* 
Tobin  is  no  more,  his  dramas  will  certainly  become 
«tock*pieces.  The  Curfew  is  not  unworthy  of  his  pen. 
It  displays  ia  almost  every  part  of  it  the  hand  of  a 
Siastcr. 
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rafters  are  correctly  drawn,  and  the  piece  is  not  with- 
out interest.  We  hope  that  the  author  will  proceed  in 
his  labours  for  the  stage. 

The  Fortress;  a  Melo-Drama,  in  Three  ActSy  from  the 
French :  as  ptf formed  with  great  Success  at  the  Theatre 
Royaly  Uaymarket.  Written  by  Theodore  Edward 
Hooky  Esq,y  Author  of  Tekeli,  Catch  Him  Who  Can, 
Sf^.  Spc»     8vo.  pp.  68. 

By  the  help  of  music,  scenery,  &c.  &c.  this  piece 
may,  perhaps,  be  rendered  bearable.  Without  such 
helps  it  is  not  bearable.  It  is  heavy  beyond  the  usual 
heaviness  of  modern  dramas.  After  saying  this,  it  is 
unnece*sary  for  u«  to  ^ay  any  thing  mor«.  ; 

False  AlarmSy  or  my  Cousin :  a  Comic  Opera,  in  Three 
Acts,  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane^ 
on  Monday y  Jan.  12,  1807.  By  James  Kenney,  ^vo« 
pp.  86. 

This  opera  does  credit  to  the  abilities  of  Mr. 
Kenney.  The  plot  is  skilfully  contrived,  the  incidents 
are  natural  and  comic,  and  the  dialogue  is  neat  a^d 
spirited.  VVe  consider  Mr.  Kenney  as  a  dramatic  wri-^ 
ter  of  mucih  promise. 

Feter  the  Great:  or.  The  Wooden  Walls,  An  Operatic 
Drama,  in  Three  Acts,  As  now  performhg  at  the 
Theatre  Royal,  Cogent  Garden,  with  distinguished  Ap- 
probation.  By  A,  Cherry,  Author  of  the  Soldier's 
Daughter^  The  Travellers,  Spanish  Doli^rs^  <J-c.  ^JfC. 
S^c,     8vo^  pp.  74. 

Mr.  Cherry  asserts  that  this  thing,  called  an 
operatic  drama,  was  performed  with  distinguished  ap- 
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probation.  If  >n  a  play  bill  announciog  ''  Peter  the 
Greaty"  we  had  seen  tuch  an  assertion  we  should  have 
disbelieved  it— and  for  this  plain  reason,  that  man* 
agers  are  in  the  habit  of  saying  as  much  in  favour  of 
pieces  which  have  been  unequivocally  damned.  But 
as  Mr.  Cherry  seriously  affirms  that^his  piece  was  per- 
formed '*  with  distinguished  approbation,''  we  will  be<* 
lieve  him ;  and  only  say  that  he  was  lucky  in  having 
audiences  either  very  indulgent  or  very — something 
which  shall  be  nameless.  ''  Fit  audience  find  though 
few,"  says  Milton.  If  Mr.  Cherry  found  9, fit  audience, 
we  hope  for  the  sake  of  the  public  character,  that  it 
was  not  a  numerous  one. 

Whistle  for  it.  A  Comic  Opera.  Jn  Two  Acts.  A9 
performed  at  the  Theatre  Boyal^  Cavent  Gardcfi.  By 
the  Hon.  6.  Lambe.    8vo.  pp.  43. 

The  songs  in  this  Opera  are  elegant.  They  are  all 
t])at  we  can  praise.  The  Opera  itself  is  a  very  indif- 
ferent one.  We  cannot  conceive  why  the  epithet 
"  coniic"  was  given  to  it.  Never  was  there  a  more 
complete  misiw>mer.  It  is  full  of  terrific  situations, 
and  ends  with  a  prospect  of  a  dozen  or  two  of  persons 
being  hanged. 

T/ie  Yovng  Hussar^  or,  Lore  and  Mercy,  an  Operatic 
Piece,  in  Two  Acts.  By  the  Author  of  Adrian  and 
Oriillay  SfC.  As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royuly 
Drury  Lane,  with  distinguished  success.  8vo.  pp. 
40. 

In  his  preface  Mr.  Dimond  speaks  very  modestly  of 
tliis  Operatic  Piece.  **  In  representation  it  only  pre- 
tends/' he  says,  *'  to  afford  an  idle  hour's  amusement 
to  the  public,  and  in  production,  it  has  been  littha 
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more  than  an  idle  hour^s  amttsement  to  the  author.  T^ 
praise  it  highly  is  impossible,  but  to  censure  it  severely 
would  be  ill-natured."  We  think  that  it  certainly 
would  be  ill-natured  to  censure  it  severely,  or  even 
to  deny  it  a  tolerable  share  of  praisc«;  for  the  plot, 
though  simple,  is  well  contrived,  the  language  is  neat, 
and  the  interest  excited  for  the  principal  character  in 
strong,  and  is  kept  up  to  the  close  of  the  piece. 
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